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Chapter 1: Arrival at the Lonely Castle

The wasteland stretched on forever, a cracked and barren sea of red-black stone under a bruised sky. For three long weeks I had trudged through this godforsaken corner of Lustopia, my boots kicking up dust that tasted of ash and old sin. My name is Dickard Brieder, thirty years old, monster researcher by trade and breeding specialist by passion. My body was in its prime—broad shoulders, strong arms, thick thighs, and a heavy cock that had already fathered two successful hybrid offspring with lesser monster girls. I was ripe, virile, and healthy, exactly what the Guild demanded for this particular line of research.
 
Rumors had reached me months ago: a fallen angel living alone in a crumbling castle at the edge of nowhere. Most men avoided her. Even devils gave the place a wide berth. But I wasn’t most men. I was here to study her. To touch her. To breed her, if she’d allow it.
 
And she had agreed.
 
The castle finally rose out of the haze like a broken crown—tall spires of black marble veined with gold, half-collapsed towers draped in dead ivy, yet somehow still radiating faded opulence. The gates creaked open before I even reached them, as if the place itself was eager for company.
 
She was waiting for me in the courtyard.
 
Lucia.
 
The moment I saw her, my cock twitched hard inside my traveling trousers.
 
Long, shimmering silver-white hair spilled down her back like liquid moonlight, reaching all the way to the swell of her ass. Her skin was a rich, sinful dark brown, smooth and flawless, the permanent mark of her fall from grace. Golden eyes glowed with lazy, carefree hunger as they raked over my body. Dark, powerful wings—once pure white, now the color of midnight—were folded neatly behind her shoulders, the feathers glossy and inviting.
 
She wore nothing but a loose black silk robe that did almost nothing to hide her body. The fabric clung to her heavy, mouth-watering breasts, the deep neckline plunging between two massive, jiggling tits that looked heavy enough to smother a man. Her waist was slim and toned, flaring out dramatically into wide, breeding hips and thick, powerful thighs that rubbed together with every slow step she took toward me. The robe was barely tied; one wrong move and her entire sinful body would spill out.
 
“Well, well…” Her voice was rich, warm, and dripping with amusement. “You actually came. Dickard Brieder, right? The famous monster breeder who’s not afraid of a little fallen pussy.”
 
She smiled, casual and friendly, as if we were old drinking buddies instead of a disgraced angel and the human here to fuck her senseless for science.
 
I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. “Lucia. It’s an honor. I’ve read every scrap of information about fallen angels, but none of the texts prepared me for… this.”
 
Her golden eyes sparkled with mischief. She placed a hand on her wide hip, deliberately letting the robe slip open a little more. The inner curve of one heavy breast came into view, dark skin glowing in the dim light. I could already see the faint outline of her stiffening nipples pressing against the thin silk.
 
“Flattery from a virile young stud always feels nice,” she said lightly, wings giving a small, pleased flutter. “Especially when I can smell how ripe you are. Mmm… strong seed. Healthy. Potent. It’s been decades since anything with a cock worth riding has walked through those gates. Most men take one look at me and run. Even the devils get nervous after a while.” She laughed, a carefree, throaty sound. “They say I’m too much. Too hungry. Too wet. Too shameless.”
 
She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell her—warm skin, something sweet and smoky, and underneath it all, the unmistakable musky scent of a woman who was already aroused.
 
“And you?” she asked, tilting her head. Her silver hair slid over one shoulder like silk. “Are you going to run, researcher?”
 
I met her golden gaze without flinching. My cock was already thickening, pressing insistently against my clothes. “I’m here to research fallen angel physiology and breeding compatibility. Running isn’t part of the protocol.”
 
Lucia’s full lips curved into a delighted grin. “Good boy. Straight to business. I like that.” She turned slowly, giving me a full view of her incredible ass—round, fat, and perfectly heart-shaped, the black silk robe clinging to every jiggle as she walked. “Come on then. No need for formalities. I’ll show you to my bedchamber. That’s where all the real research happens, isn’t it?”
 
I followed her through the grand but dusty halls, my eyes glued to the hypnotic sway of her wide hips and the occasional glimpse of bare thigh when her robe shifted. She moved with zero shame, like a woman who had long ago discarded every last scrap of angelic dignity. When she was an angel, she must have been breathtaking. Now, as a fallen one, she was pure, walking temptation—dark skin, silver hair, golden eyes, and a body built for sin.
 
We climbed a wide staircase, her thick thighs flexing with every step. I could see the faint sheen of moisture already glistening on her inner thighs. She really was wet.
 
At the top of the stairs she glanced back over her shoulder, catching me staring.
 
“Like what you see, Dickard?” she teased, voice playful. “These big tits used to be holy. Now they’re just heavy fuck-pillows. This fat ass once sat on golden thrones—now it’s dying to sit on a thick human cock. And this pussy…” She reached down and casually pulled the front of her robe aside for a brief second, flashing me her bare cunt.
 
My breath caught.
 
Her pussy was beautiful. Plump outer lips, dark and smooth, with a slick, pink inner slit already visibly glistening with arousal. A small tuft of silver-white hair crowned the top. She let me look for two full heartbeats before letting the robe fall back into place.
 
“…hasn’t had a proper breeding in over a century,” she finished casually. “So yeah. I’m very, very wet just from smelling a strong, fertile male walk into my home. Hope you don’t mind a shameless fallen angel being honest.”
 
“I don’t mind at all,” I said, voice rough. My cock was now fully hard, throbbing painfully. “In fact, honesty makes the research much more… thorough.”
 
Lucia laughed again, pushing open a set of ornate double doors.
 
The bedchamber was lavish. A massive four-poster bed dominated the room, draped in black and gold silks. Candles floated magically in the air, casting warm, flickering light over everything. The air was thick with her scent—sweet, musky, feminine.
 
She stepped inside and turned to face me, leaning back against one of the bedposts. The movement caused her heavy breasts to strain hard against the silk, nipples now clearly visible as stiff peaks.
 
“So, researcher,” she purred, golden eyes half-lidded with open lust. “You’re here to study me. To learn everything about fallen angel bodies. How we taste. How we feel inside. How much cum it takes to knock us up.” She licked her lips slowly. “I’m your volunteer. No limits. No shame. You can inspect every inch of this sinful body. Touch it. Taste it. Fuck it as hard and as often as you want. I’ve been lonely in this big empty castle for far too long.”
 
She pushed off the bedpost and walked toward me, hips rolling seductively. When she stopped, her massive tits were barely an inch from my chest.
 
“I fell from Heaven because I led an orgy with devils,” she whispered, voice husky and amused. “I let them fuck me for days. I drank their cum and let them fill every hole. And I loved it. So if you’re worried I’m too pure… don’t be. There’s nothing pure left in me. Just a hot, wet, eager fallen angel cunt that’s dying to milk a strong human cock dry.”
 
My hands itched to grab her. My mouth watered at the thought of sucking on those dark, heavy nipples. My cock pulsed with need, already leaking precum into my trousers.
 
Lucia noticed. Of course she did.
 
She reached down and boldly palmed the thick bulge in my pants, giving it a slow, appreciative squeeze.
 
“Mmm… very nice,” she murmured, golden eyes flashing with delight. “Thick. Heavy. Ripe. Just what a lonely fallen angel needs.” She gave my cock another firm squeeze through the fabric, then withdrew her hand with a carefree smile.
 
“But we shouldn’t rush too much on the first day, right? You’re the researcher.” Her voice turned teasing again. “Though I have to admit… I’m already soaked. My thighs are slippery. My cunt is throbbing. And my ass keeps clenching just thinking about what a virile man like you is going to do to me.”
 
She stepped back toward the bed, silver hair swaying, dark wings half-unfurling.
 
“So, Dickard Brieder…” She sat on the edge of the massive bed, letting her robe slip open just enough to reveal the inner curves of both heavy breasts and a hint of her glistening pussy. “Where would you like to begin your research?”




Chapter 2: Naked Inspection and Intimate Examination

Lucia sat on the edge of the massive bed, golden eyes gleaming with playful hunger as she watched me. The floating candles cast a warm, golden glow over her dark skin, making her look like living sin wrapped in silk.
 
“Alright, researcher,” she said in that same casual, carefree tone, as if we were discussing the weather instead of her body. “Time for your thorough inspection. Let’s get this robe off.”
 
Without waiting for me to respond, Lucia stood up and untied the thin belt holding her black silk robe together. She shrugged her shoulders with deliberate slowness, letting the fabric slide down her arms and pool at her feet.
 
My breath caught in my throat.
 
She was breathtaking. Completely, shamelessly naked.
 
Her heavy breasts spilled free, large and full, sitting high and proud on her chest despite their impressive weight. Dark, chocolate-brown skin stretched smooth over them, crowned with thick, chocolate-colored nipples that were already stiff and erect, begging for attention. Her silver-white hair cascaded over one shoulder, the contrast against her dark skin making my mouth water.
 
Her waist was narrow and toned, flaring out into wide, fertile hips that screamed to be bred. Between those thick, powerful thighs lay her pussy—plump, puffy outer lips glistening with her arousal, the inner folds a slightly brighter pinkish-brown and visibly wet. A small, neat patch of silver hair decorated the mound above her slit.
 
Lucia turned slowly, giving me a full view of her body from every angle. Her ass was magnificent—fat, round, and perfectly heart-shaped, two heavy cheeks that jiggled softly with the movement. Her dark wings flexed behind her, the glossy black feathers catching the candlelight.
 
“Like what you see, Dickard?” she asked, voice light and teasing. She cupped her own heavy breasts, lifting them slightly before letting them drop and bounce. “These used to be holy. Now they’re just big, slutty tits that love being played with.”
 
I swallowed hard, my cock straining painfully against my trousers, already leaking precum. “They’re… perfect for research,” I managed, my voice rough.
 
She laughed softly. “Then come do your job, researcher. Inspect every inch.”
 
I stepped forward, journal and quill floating beside me thanks to a simple levitation spell. My hands were trembling slightly with anticipation as I reached out and finally touched her.
 
First, her breasts.
 
I cupped one heavy tit in both hands, feeling its incredible weight and softness. The dark flesh overflowed my palms, warm and supple. I squeezed gently, then more firmly, watching my fingers sink into the yielding meat. Her nipple hardened even further against my palm.
 
“Fuck… they’re so heavy,” I muttered, lifting the breast and letting it drop, watching it bounce and jiggle hypnotically.
 
Lucia moaned softly, a low, shameless sound. “Mmm, that feels nice. Weigh them properly. They’ve gotten even bigger since I fell.”
 
I did exactly that. I lifted both breasts, bouncing them in my hands, feeling their fullness, their perfect teardrop shape. I pinched her thick nipples between my fingers, rolling them slowly. They were stiff and sensitive—Lucia’s wings fluttered and her breath hitched every time I tugged on them.
 
“Excellent responsiveness,” I noted aloud for the journal, though my voice was thick with lust. “Nipples highly sensitive. Breasts heavy, approximately… eight pounds each. Soft yet firm. Perfect for lactation studies later.”
 
Lucia giggled breathlessly. “You’re such a professional. Keep going.”
 
My hands traveled lower, sliding over her slim waist and wide hips. I gripped her thick thighs, squeezing the soft, powerful flesh. Then I moved behind her and finally got my hands on that incredible ass.
 
“Gods…” I groaned.
 
Both hands sank into her fat cheeks, spreading them apart. Her dark anus came into view—tight, puckered, and a deep brownish-pink. It winked at me as I squeezed and kneaded her ass, watching the heavy globes jiggle and ripple under my grip.
 
“Ass is exceptionally plush,” I recorded, voice hoarse. “High fat content. Perfect breeding hips. Very responsive to touch.”
 
I spread her cheeks wider, exposing both her holes completely. Her pussy lips parted slightly, revealing how wet she already was. Clear, sticky strands of her arousal stretched between her plump folds.
 
Lucia arched her back, pushing her ass toward me. “Don’t be shy, Dickard. Touch it. Inspect it properly. I want you to know exactly what you’re going to be breeding.”
 
I slid one hand between her thighs from behind and cupped her pussy. She was burning hot and soaking wet. My fingers glided through her slick folds, coating themselves in her thick juices. The scent of her arousal was heady—sweet, musky, and intoxicating.
 
“Pussy is extremely lubricated,” I said, fighting to keep my voice steady. “Outer lips puffy and plump. Inner labia swollen. Clitoris… visibly engorged.”
 
I found her clit and circled it slowly with my thumb. Lucia moaned louder, her dark wings flaring slightly.
 
“Mmm… yes, right there,” she sighed happily, completely shameless. “It’s been so long since anyone touched me like this. Feels fucking good.”
 
I continued my inspection, sliding two thick fingers along her slit before slowly pushing them inside her cunt.
 
Holy fuck.
 
She was incredibly tight.
 
Her velvety walls clamped down around my invading fingers immediately, hot and silky smooth, rippling with wetness. I pushed deeper, feeling her inner muscles squeeze and flutter around me. She was dripping—thick, clear nectar coating my fingers and dripping down to my wrist.
 
“Vaginal canal is exceptionally tight and hot,” I groaned, pumping my fingers slowly in and out. “Velvety texture. Extremely wet. Depth… impressive. Cervix feels low and soft. Perfect for deep breeding.”
 
Lucia’s moan was throaty and delighted. “Ahh~ That’s it… finger your fallen angel’s cunt. It’s all yours to study.”
 
I curled my fingers, searching for her g-spot. When I found it, her entire body jerked and her wings fluttered wildly. More of her sweet juices gushed around my fingers.
 
I withdrew my fingers with a wet squelch and brought them to my nose, inhaling deeply. The scent was divine—rich, feminine, and sinful. Without thinking, I licked them clean, tasting her. She was sweet and tangy, addictive.
 
Lucia watched me over her shoulder with a lazy, lust-filled smile. “Taste good?”
 
“Delicious,” I admitted hoarsely.
 
I moved back in front of her and gently pushed her thighs apart, spreading her legs wide on the edge of the bed. Her pussy opened obscenely, glistening and puffy, inner folds shiny with her arousal. Her dark anus sat just below, twitching under my gaze.
 
“Time for the anal inspection,” I said, voice thick.
 
I used both hands to spread her ass cheeks again, exposing her tight little hole completely. It was beautiful—dark, clean, and inviting. I pressed one slick finger against it and slowly pushed inside.
 
Lucia gasped softly, then let out a carefree, pleasured moan.
 
“Surprisingly yielding,” I noted, sliding my finger deeper. “Yet still very tight. Hot. Gripping strongly. Excellent muscle control.”
 
I added a second finger, stretching her dark anus open. Her inner walls were silky and warm, clenching rhythmically around my digits as I slowly finger-fucked her ass. Lucia’s thick thighs trembled, and soft, shameless moans spilled from her lips.
 
“Mmm… fuck, that feels nice,” she sighed, completely relaxed. “My ass hasn’t been played with in ages. You’re doing such a good job, researcher. Keep inspecting. Get nice and deep.”
 
I pumped both holes now—two fingers in her dripping pussy, two in her tight ass—feeling the thin wall separating them. She was soaking wet, her juices dripping steadily onto the sheets. Her dark wings fluttered with every thrust of my fingers, and her heavy breasts bounced gently with her breathing.
 
Lucia looked down at me with half-lidded golden eyes, silver hair messy around her face, and smiled that same friendly, shameless smile.
 
“Feels so fucking good to be touched again,” she murmured happily. “Take all the notes you want. This fallen angel body is yours to examine as long as you want… and as deep as you want.”
 
My cock throbbed painfully in my pants, leaking steadily, begging to be freed. But I forced myself to stay focused on the inspection, even as every moan, every flutter of her wings, every wet squelch of my fingers in her holes made me want to bury myself inside her immediately.
 
I continued fingering both her tight, dripping pussy and her greedy little anus, studying every reaction, every clench, every delicious drip of her arousal while Lucia moaned shamelessly above me, completely at ease with being used as my personal research subject.




Chapter 3: Making Out and Dual Hole Fingering

I withdrew my fingers from Lucia’s dripping pussy and tight anus with a wet, obscene sound. Both holes glistened with her thick arousal, her dark inner walls still twitching from the thorough inspection. My cock was painfully hard, throbbing against the confines of my trousers as I stared at the fallen angel sprawled on the edge of the massive bed.
 
Lucia’s golden eyes were half-lidded with lust, her silver-white hair slightly tousled. She gave me a carefree, wicked smile and patted the silk sheets beside her.
 
“Come here, researcher,” she purred, voice warm and teasing. “Enough playing doctor with your fingers. Let’s move to the bed. I want to feel that strong body against mine while you keep studying my holes.”
 
I didn’t need to be told twice. I kicked off my boots and climbed onto the enormous four-poster bed, the black and gold silks cool against my skin. The moment I was close enough, Lucia reached out with her dark hands, grabbed the front of my shirt, and pulled me down on top of her with surprising strength.
 
Our mouths crashed together in a deep, hungry kiss.
 
Her lips were soft, full, and scorching hot. The moment they touched mine, a low groan escaped my throat. Lucia kissed like she had fallen for sin itself—eager, wet, and shameless. Her sinful tongue immediately pushed into my mouth, sliding against mine in slow, lewd strokes. She tasted sweet and smoky, with a faint tang that made my head spin. I kissed her back fiercely, devouring her mouth while my hands roamed over her naked, voluptuous body.
 
Her dark skin was silky smooth and feverishly warm under my palms. I squeezed one heavy breast, feeling the soft weight overflow my hand as her thick nipple poked into my palm. Lucia moaned into the kiss, the sound vibrating through our joined mouths.
 
“Mmmph~” she hummed happily, her tongue dancing with mine more aggressively.
 
Her dark hands explored me just as eagerly. She slid them under my shirt, tracing the hard muscles of my chest and stomach, then lower, boldly palming the thick bulge in my trousers. She gave my cock a firm, appreciative squeeze through the fabric, stroking it slowly as we made out.
 
I broke the kiss for a moment to gasp for air, a thin string of saliva connecting our lips. Lucia laughed breathlessly, golden eyes sparkling with amusement and raw lust.
 
“You kiss like a man who’s been dying to fuck a fallen angel,” she teased, voice husky. “Good. I’ve been dying to be fucked.”
 
Before I could answer, she pulled me back down, claiming my mouth again. This time the kiss turned even sloppier, wetter. Our tongues tangled shamelessly, licking and sucking at each other. I could feel her dark wings shifting beneath us, the soft feathers brushing against my arms as she arched into me.
 
While our mouths devoured each other, I slid my hand between her thick thighs.
 
Lucia was soaked.
 
Her pussy was a hot, dripping mess. Thick, clear juices coated her plump folds and leaked down toward her dark anus. I ran two fingers along her slippery slit, gathering her nectar before pushing them slowly inside her tight cunt.
 
“Fuck…” I groaned into her mouth as her velvety walls clamped down around my fingers.
 
She was burning hot inside, silky smooth, and incredibly wet. I pumped my fingers slowly at first, feeling her inner muscles ripple and suck at me. Lucia moaned loudly into the kiss, her hips rolling greedily against my hand.
 
I added a third finger, stretching her dripping pussy wider. The wet squelching sounds of my fingers plunging in and out of her cunt filled the candle-lit chamber, mixing with our heavy breathing and the lewd sounds of our messy kissing.
 
Not content with just her pussy, I moved my other hand lower. I pressed two fingers against her dark, puckered anus and slowly pushed them inside.
 
Lucia gasped sharply against my lips, then let out a breathless laugh of pure pleasure.
 
“Ahh~ Yes… both holes, Dickard,” she encouraged, her voice vibrating against my mouth. “Stretch your fallen angel’s cunt and ass at the same time. I love it.”
 
I began fingering both her holes in rhythm—two fingers in her tight, gripping anus and three in her soaking, velvety pussy. I curled them deep inside her, searching for those sensitive spots that made her wings flutter wildly. When I found them, Lucia’s entire body jerked and she moaned shamelessly into our kiss, her tongue becoming even more aggressive.
 
Her juices flowed thickly. Every thrust of my fingers into her pussy produced a wet, obscene squelch, coating my hand all the way to the wrist in her slippery arousal. The musky-sweet scent of her cunt filled the air, driving me feral. The contrast was intoxicating: this once-holy angel, with her beautiful golden eyes and shimmering silver hair, now reduced to a shameless, dripping slut moaning and grinding against my fingers like a bitch in heat.
 
“Deeper,” she gasped between kisses, her dark hands clutching my shoulders. “Come on, researcher… finger-fuck me harder. Feel how wet this sinful cunt is for you. How tight my fallen ass grips.”
 
I obeyed, plunging my fingers faster and deeper into both holes. I scissored them inside her, stretching her tight anus while my other hand pistoned into her dripping pussy. Lucia’s thick thighs trembled around my arms. Her heavy breasts bounced with every thrust, dark nipples stiff and begging to be sucked.
 
She broke the kiss suddenly, only to latch her lips onto my neck, sucking and licking hungrily while moaning right against my ear.
 
“Mmm… fuck, your fingers feel so good,” she whispered breathlessly, voice full of carefree delight. “I can feel you stretching both my holes. My pussy is creaming all over your hand… can you hear how wet I am?”
 
The wet, sloppy sounds of my fingers slamming into her cunt and ass were impossible to ignore. Thick strands of her arousal dripped down my wrist and onto the silk sheets. Her dark anus clenched rhythmically around my invading fingers, hot and silky inside.
 
I kissed her again, harder this time, our tongues sliding wetly together as I curled my fingers deep inside her. I rubbed her g-spot firmly while simultaneously pressing against the sensitive walls of her ass. Lucia’s wings flared out suddenly, feathers rustling as her body tensed.
 
“Ahh~ Right there!” she moaned into my mouth, laughing breathlessly between kisses. “You’re going to make this fallen angel cum just from fingering if you keep that up…”
 
Her dark hands roamed frantically over my body now, squeezing my ass, stroking my throbbing cock through my pants, and pulling me harder against her voluptuous frame. The contrast between her once-divine beauty and her complete lack of shame made something primal rise inside me. This wasn’t an angel anymore. This was pure, dripping, lustful sin wrapped in perfect dark skin and silver hair.
 
I kept fingering both her holes relentlessly—pumping, curling, stretching—while we made out like animals. Our kisses grew messier, wetter, tongues licking and sucking, saliva dripping down our chins. Lucia’s moans vibrated into my mouth as her pussy gushed around my fingers, coating me in even more of her thick, delicious juices.
 
She pulled back just enough to whisper hotly against my lips, golden eyes glowing with raw hunger and playful amusement.
 
“Don’t stop, Dickard… Keep studying these holes. Stretch them. Feel how hungry they are for your cock. This fallen angel is all yours tonight.”
 
Her words sent another surge of lust straight to my painfully hard cock. I growled into her mouth and kissed her even more fiercely, my fingers never slowing as they plunged deep into her dripping pussy and tight, gripping anus again and again.
 
The candle-lit chamber was filled with the wet sounds of fingering, heavy breathing, shameless moans, and the occasional breathless laugh from the fallen angel who was enjoying every second of being used for “research.”




Chapter 4: Facesitting, Piss Worship, and 69

Lucia broke our sloppy kiss with a breathless, carefree laugh, her golden eyes shining with wicked delight. Her dark cheeks were flushed, and thick strands of her arousal still coated my fingers from fingering both her holes.
 
“Enough teasing, researcher,” she purred, pushing me onto my back on the massive silk-covered bed. “I want to sit on that eager face of yours. You’ve been staring at my cunt and ass long enough. Time to taste them properly.”
 
Before I could respond, the voluptuous fallen angel swung one thick thigh over my head and straddled my face. Her heavy breasts swayed as she lowered herself, and the heavenly scent of her dripping pussy filled my nose. Silver-white hair cascaded down her back and wings as she hovered just above me, teasing.
 
“Look at you… already opening your mouth like a good boy,” she teased, voice light and playful. “Such a dedicated researcher.”
 
Then she sank down.
 
Her beautiful, sinful cunt pressed firmly onto my mouth. The plump, puffy lips spread across my lips and tongue, hot and soaking wet. I groaned loudly into her flesh as her thick juices immediately flooded my mouth—sweet, tangy, and musky all at once. I devoured her without hesitation.
 
My tongue lashed across her swollen clit, flicking and circling the sensitive nub with hungry strokes. Lucia moaned freely above me, a deep, shameless sound that made her dark wings flutter. I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked gently, then harder, feeling her thick thighs tremble around my head.
 
“Mmm~ Fuck yes… eat that fallen angel pussy,” she sighed happily, grinding her hips in slow, lazy circles. “Get your tongue deep inside me.”
 
I pushed my tongue into her tight, velvety hole, thrusting it in and out like a small cock. Her inner walls clenched and rippled around my invading tongue, coating it in even more of her delicious nectar. The wet, obscene sounds of me slurping and licking her cunt filled the chamber as I drank her juices greedily.
 
Not satisfied with just her pussy, I slid my hands up to her fat, round ass and spread her cheeks wide. My tongue left her dripping cunt and traveled lower, dragging across her taint until I reached her dark, puckered anus.
 
Lucia gasped, then let out a throaty laugh of pure pleasure as I began rimming her.
 
I licked her tight asshole with broad, hungry strokes, tasting the clean, slightly earthy flavor of her most forbidden hole. I circled the wrinkled ring, then stiffened my tongue and pushed inside, penetrating her ass as deep as I could. Her dark anus clenched around my tongue, hot and silky. I tongue-fucked her asshole with shameless hunger while my nose pressed firmly against her dripping pussy, inhaling her intoxicating scent with every breath.
 
“Ohhh~ You filthy researcher,” she moaned, grinding harder on my face. “Licking my fallen angel ass like it’s candy. Don’t stop… rim me deeper.”
 
She rocked her hips back and forth, smothering my face with her cunt and ass in turn. Her thick juices smeared across my nose, cheeks, and chin as I alternated between devouring her clit, tongue-fucking her pussy, and deeply rimming her twitching anus. Her moans grew louder, more frequent, carefree and lustful.
 
Then she suddenly slowed her grinding, pressing her cunt firmly over my mouth.
 
“Dickard…” she said in a sweet, teasing voice, “I need to piss. Been holding it while you played with me. Open wide, researcher. Drink every drop straight from this sinful cunt.”
 
My cock throbbed violently at her words. Without hesitation, I opened my mouth wide beneath her, sealing my lips around her piss-hole.
 
Lucia sighed in relief and let go.
 
A hot, powerful stream of her warm, pristine piss erupted directly into my mouth. It was surprisingly sweet and clean, with only the faintest tang—pure fallen angel nectar. I swallowed greedily, gulp after gulp, as her golden piss flooded my throat. The warm liquid filled my mouth again and again while she moaned softly above me, clearly enjoying the release.
 
“Mmm… good boy. Drink my piss like it’s the finest wine,” she cooed, gently rocking her hips as she emptied her bladder straight into my eager mouth. “Swallow it all. This is what a fallen angel gives her favorite researcher.”
 
I drank every drop, savoring the warm, intimate taste. Some of it spilled from the corners of my mouth, running down my neck, but I swallowed as much as I could, my throat working visibly. The act felt incredibly intimate and depraved at the same time — worshipping the once-holy angel by drinking her piss directly from her beautiful cunt.
 
When her stream finally slowed to a few final spurts, I licked her clean, sucking the last drops from her folds.
 
Lucia laughed breathlessly and lifted herself just enough to look down at my soaked, glistening face.
 
“You really drank it all… how deliciously perverted,” she said with genuine delight. “Now it’s my turn to taste you.”
 
She spun around smoothly into a 69 position, her thick thighs straddling my head once more while her face hovered above my painfully hard cock. Her long silver hair spilled over my thighs like a silky waterfall as she freed my throbbing erection from my trousers.
 
“Such a thick, virile cock…” she murmured appreciatively before lowering her mouth onto me.
 
The moment her hot, wet lips wrapped around my cockhead, I groaned loudly into her cunt. She sucked me with heavenly skill — slow, deep, and incredibly lewd. Her tongue swirled around the head, then she took me deeper, her throat relaxing to swallow several inches of my shaft.
 
At the same time, I returned to devouring her holes with renewed hunger. I licked and sucked her clit, tongue-fucked her dripping pussy, and rimmed her dark anus again and again. Whenever she felt the urge, Lucia would pause her sucking just long enough to release another warm spurt of piss directly into my mouth while continuing to bob her head on my cock.
 
I drank more of her golden nectar between long licks, swallowing her piss while she sucked me with expert, sinful precision. The dual sensation was pure bliss — her heavenly mouth working my cock while I worshipped her cunt, ass, and drank her warm piss straight from the source.
 
Her silver hair tickled my thighs as she deepthroated me, moaning around my shaft every time my tongue pushed into her holes. The room filled with wet slurping sounds, muffled moans, and the occasional soft hiss of her piss flowing into my thirsty mouth.
 
Lucia lifted her head for a moment, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my glistening cock.
 
“Keep drinking, researcher,” she whispered huskily, voice full of carefree lust. “My cunt and ass are all yours… and so is every drop of my warm piss. This is heaven for a filthy fallen angel like me.”
 
She sank her mouth back down onto my cock, sucking me deeper as I buried my face between her thick thighs once more, lost in the delicious, depraved worship of her body.




Chapter 5: Vaginal Breeding – First Heaven

Lucia lifted her mouth off my cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva stretching between her lips and my glistening shaft. Her golden eyes burned with raw, shameless hunger as she looked down at me, her dark face flushed and her silver-white hair messy from the 69.
 
“Enough warm-up, researcher,” she growled playfully, her voice thick with lust. “I need that thick human cock inside me. I want you to breed this fallen angel cunt right now.”
 
She rolled off me onto her back and spread her thick thighs wide, presenting her dripping pussy like an offering. Her plump, dark folds were swollen and shiny with a mixture of her juices and the remnants of her piss. Her tight hole winked invitingly, already clenching with anticipation. Her heavy breasts spilled to the sides, dark nipples stiff and begging for attention, while her dark wings spread out beneath her like a sinful halo.
 
I couldn’t hold back any longer.
 
I climbed between her powerful legs, my cock rock-hard and throbbing, the head angry and leaking precum. Gripping the base, I rubbed the swollen tip up and down her slippery slit, coating myself in her thick nectar. Lucia moaned and rolled her hips, trying to pull me inside.
 
“Stop teasing and fuck me,” she demanded, though her tone remained light and carefree even in her desperation. “Put it in. Breed your fallen angel bitch.”
 
With a deep growl, I lined myself up and pushed forward.
 
The moment my cockhead breached her entrance, white-hot pleasure exploded through me. Her pussy was incredibly tight — a scorching, velvety vice that gripped the head of my cock like it never wanted to let go. Inch by inch I sank into her, stretching her sinful walls apart. The heat was divine, the wetness obscene. Her inner muscles rippled and squeezed around every thick vein of my shaft as I buried myself deeper and deeper until my balls pressed firmly against her ass.
 
“Fuuuuck…” I groaned, my voice rough and bestial. “So fucking tight… Your cunt is perfect.”
 
Lucia’s golden eyes rolled back slightly and she let out a long, throaty moan of pure satisfaction. Her dark legs immediately wrapped around my waist, locking her ankles behind my back. At the same time, her powerful black wings curled forward, wrapping around my body and pulling me down against her voluptuous form. The soft feathers brushed against my skin while her thick thighs squeezed me possessively.
 
“Yes… that’s it,” she gasped breathlessly, her voice full of carefree delight even as she was impaled on my cock. “Fill me up. Pound this fallen cunt. This is what I fell from Heaven for — a strong human cock stretching me open.”
 
I didn’t need any more encouragement.
 
I drew back until only the head remained inside her gripping heat, then slammed forward with a brutal thrust. The wet slap of my hips meeting her thick ass echoed through the chamber. Lucia cried out in pleasure, her heavy breasts bouncing violently with the impact. I set a rough, bestial rhythm immediately — long, powerful strokes that drove my cock balls-deep into her soaking pussy again and again.
 
Every thrust made her cunt squelch lewdly around me. Her juices coated my shaft and balls, dripping down to soak the sheets beneath us. The sensation was heaven: scorching hot, silky smooth, and so incredibly tight that every inch of her rippling walls milked my cock desperately.
 
I fucked her harder, pounding her cervix with deep, punishing thrusts. The head of my cock kissed her womb entrance on every stroke, battering against the soft, yielding barrier. Lucia’s moans grew louder and more shameless, her dark hands clawing at my back while her wings tightened around me.
 
“Harder! Fuck me like you mean it, Dickard!” she laughed breathlessly between moans, her silver hair splayed wildly across the pillows. “This sinful pussy was made to be bred. Don’t be gentle — ruin it!”
 
I growled and gave her exactly what she wanted. My hips snapped forward with raw, animalistic force. The bed creaked violently beneath us as I railed her dripping cunt. Her fat tits bounced and jiggled with every brutal thrust, dark nipples drawing lewd circles in the air. I leaned down and captured one thick nipple in my mouth, sucking hard while I continued hammering into her.
 
Lucia’s pussy clenched violently around my cock as her first orgasm hit her.
 
“Ohhh~ Fuck! I’m cumming!” she screamed, her golden eyes fluttering. Her entire body tensed, thick thighs squeezing me like a vice as her cunt spasmed wildly. A hot gush of girl-cum squirted around my pistoning cock, soaking my groin and stomach. Her walls fluttered and milked me in powerful waves, trying to pull my seed straight into her womb.
 
The feeling of her squirting around me while her fallen angel pussy gripped me so tightly pushed me dangerously close to the edge.
 
I released her nipple with a wet pop and stared down into her lust-drunk face. “I’m going to breed you, Lucia. Fill this sinful womb with my cum.”
 
“Yes! Do it!” she moaned, her voice breaking with pleasure. “Pump your hot load deep inside me. Knock up this fallen angel cunt!”
 
I lost all control.
 
My thrusts became shorter, harder, more bestial. I fucked her like a wild animal, slamming my cock into her spasming pussy with everything I had. The wet, filthy sounds of our fucking filled the room — skin slapping skin, her cunt squelching obscenely, her shameless moans mixing with my grunts.
 
With a deep, guttural roar I buried myself to the hilt one final time.
 
My cock swelled and erupted.
 
Thick, heavy ropes of cum blasted straight into her womb. Pulse after pulse of my potent seed flooded her deepest parts, painting her cervix white. I kept thrusting through my orgasm, grinding deep as I emptied every drop into her fertile, fallen angel pussy. The sensation was pure heaven — her tight walls milking me dry while I bred her.
 
Lucia came again from the feeling of being filled, another smaller squirt mixing with my cum as it leaked out around my cock.
 
“Mmm… so much warm cum,” she sighed happily, her dark legs and wings still holding me tightly against her. “I can feel it flooding my womb. This is what I fell for… getting my cunt pumped full by a strong, virile human.”
 
I stayed buried deep inside her, cock twitching with aftershocks as the last spurts of my load drained into her. My mind was already spinning with the image of our future hybrid child growing inside this once-holy, now shamelessly sinful belly.
 
Lucia looked up at me with a lazy, satisfied smile, her golden eyes glowing with contentment and fresh lust.
 
“Not bad for the first breeding, researcher,” she teased breathlessly, giving my cock a playful squeeze with her inner muscles. “But we’re far from done. This fallen angel still wants more of that delicious cum.”




Chapter 6: Anal Penetration – Claiming Every Hole

We lay tangled together for a short while, breathing heavily. My cock was still buried deep inside Lucia’s cum-filled pussy, twitching with aftershocks as her velvety walls gently milked the last drops from me. Thick white seed leaked slowly from her stretched cunt around my shaft, dripping down to her dark anus. Her heavy breasts pressed warmly against my chest, and her dark wings remained loosely wrapped around my body.
 
Lucia gave a carefree, satisfied sigh and kissed the side of my neck, her silver hair tickling my skin.
 
“Mmm… that was a good start, researcher,” she murmured, voice husky but still light and playful. “You filled my womb nicely. But you’re not done claiming me yet. I want you to take my ass now. Every hole. Make this fallen angel completely yours.”
 
She squeezed her pussy around my cock one last time before gently pushing me off. As I pulled out, a thick glob of my cum oozed from her well-fucked cunt and slid down over her dark, puckered anus. The sight made my spent cock twitch and begin to harden again almost immediately.
 
Lucia rolled onto her stomach, then pushed herself up onto her hands and knees. She arched her back deeply, presenting her magnificent ass to me. Those fat, round cheeks spread slightly on their own, revealing her cum-smeared anus winking invitingly between them. Her thick thighs were shiny with our mixed fluids, and her dark wings flexed slowly above her.
 
“Come on, Dickard,” she teased, looking back over her shoulder with a shameless golden-eyed grin. “Don’t be shy. Stretch my fallen angel ass wide open. I like it rough.”
 
My cock surged back to full hardness at her words. I moved behind her, gripping her wide hips with both hands. Her dark skin felt feverishly hot under my palms. I spread her plump ass cheeks wide, exposing her tight little hole completely. It was still glistening with the cum that had leaked from her pussy.
 
I pressed the swollen, cum-slick head of my cock against her dark anus and pushed.
 
The resistance was immediate and delicious. Her asshole was incredibly tight, even tighter than her pussy had been at first. The ring of muscle slowly stretched around my thick cockhead, yielding with a beautiful, obscene pop as the head slipped inside her.
 
“Fuuuuck…” I groaned deeply, the heat and pressure almost overwhelming.
 
Lucia moaned loudly, her wings flaring out sharply. “Ahh~ Yes… push it in. Don’t stop.”
 
I gripped her hips harder and drove forward, sinking inch after thick inch into her scorching hot ass. Her dark anal walls gripped me like a silky, burning vice — incredibly tight, incredibly warm, and velvety smooth. Every ridge and vein of my cock was massaged relentlessly as I forced my way deeper into her forbidden hole. The lewd, wet squelching sound of my cum-lubricated cock sliding into her ass filled the chamber.
 
When my hips finally met her fat ass cheeks and my balls pressed against her dripping pussy, I was buried to the hilt inside the once-angelic being’s asshole.
 
Lucia let out a long, throaty moan of pure pleasure. “Mmm… so full. Your cock feels even bigger in my ass. Now fuck me, researcher. Fuck my fallen angel ass hard.”
 
I didn’t hold back.
 
I pulled back until only the head remained trapped inside her gripping ring, then slammed forward with brutal force. The loud, wet slap of my hips colliding with her plump ass echoed through the room. Lucia cried out in delight, pushing back against me like the shameless slut she was.
 
I started pounding her ass with rough, bestial strokes — hard, deep, and relentless. Every thrust made her fat cheeks ripple and jiggle beautifully. The tight heat of her anus was heavenly, squeezing and milking my cock with every plunge. The filthy sounds of flesh slapping flesh mixed with the wet squelch of my cum acting as lube inside her backdoor.
 
“Harder!” Lucia demanded breathlessly, her silver hair tossing as she threw her head back. “Sodomize me properly! This ass fell from Heaven too — now wreck it!”
 
Her words drove me feral.
 
I growled and fucked her even more savagely, slamming my thick cock into her tight asshole again and again. My balls slapped wetly against her cum-dripping pussy with every brutal thrust. I reached forward and grabbed a fistful of her long silver-white hair, yanking her head back as I railed her ass. Her dark wings flared wide, feathers rustling wildly with every powerful impact.
 
The contrast was intoxicating. This beautiful fallen angel — once a being of light and grace — was now on all fours, moaning like a whore while I brutally sodomized her. Her heavy breasts swung pendulously beneath her, dark nipples brushing the sheets as I hammered her asshole.
 
Lucia’s shameless moans grew louder and more broken. “Yes~ Fuck my ass! Deeper! Own every fucking hole!”
 
I released her hair and slapped one fat ass cheek hard, watching the dark flesh ripple and redden under my palm. Then I did it again on the other cheek, spanking her roughly while I continued pounding her tight, gripping anus. She loved it — her back arched deeper and she pushed back even harder to meet my thrusts.
 
The pressure around my cock was exquisite. Her anal walls clenched and rippled, massaging every inch of me as I ravaged her. Sweat dripped down my chest and mixed with the fluids leaking from her holes. The entire room smelled of sex — thick, musky, and sinful.
 
I could feel my second orgasm building fast.
 
Gripping her wide hips with bruising strength, I fucked her ass with short, violent strokes, the head of my cock battering deep inside her bowels.
 
“I’m going to cum in your ass,” I snarled, voice rough and bestial.
 
“Do it!” Lucia moaned, wings trembling. “Fill my fallen angel ass with your hot cum! Mark me completely!”
 
With a deep, primal roar I buried myself to the balls inside her clenching asshole and erupted.
 
Thick, powerful ropes of cum blasted deep into her guts. Pulse after heavy pulse flooded her tight backdoor, painting her inner walls white. I kept thrusting through my orgasm, grinding deep and pumping every last drop into her ass until it was overflowing. Creamy white seed leaked out around my cock, dripping down to mix with the mess already coating her pussy.
 
Lucia came hard from the feeling of being filled in her ass, her entire body shaking as her wings flared dramatically and a fresh gush of girl-cum squirted from her untouched cunt onto the sheets.
 
When my orgasm finally subsided, I stayed buried deep inside her cum-stuffed ass, breathing heavily. Lucia collapsed forward onto her chest, ass still raised high with my cock lodged inside her, a lazy, satisfied smile on her dark face.
 
“Mmm… good boy,” she sighed contentedly, giving my cock a playful squeeze with her anal muscles. “Both holes claimed. This fallen angel is properly marked now.”




Chapter 7: Daily Worship and Piss Addiction

The following days in Lucia’s lonely castle blurred into one endless haze of pure, filthy hedonism. Time lost all meaning. There were no schedules, no duties beyond my “research,” and the fallen angel made it abundantly clear that her body was my only priority.
 
During the long daylight hours, I became completely addicted to worshipping her.
 
I would wake with my face already buried between Lucia’s thick, dark thighs. Her plump pussy and tight dark anus were my first and only meal of the day. I spent hours on my back or on my knees, devouring her. My tongue would drag slowly from her dripping cunt up to her puckered asshole, then plunge deep inside whichever hole I craved most. I licked, sucked, and tongue-fucked both her holes with shameless hunger until my jaw ached and her juices coated my entire face like a glazed mask.
 
Lucia would moan freely above me, her carefree laughter mixing with throaty gasps as she rode my face. “Mmm~ That’s it, my dedicated researcher. Worship that fallen angel cunt and ass. Get your tongue deeper into my dirty little hole.”
 
Her taste was addictive — sweet, musky, and slightly tangy. I would suck her swollen clit until her thick thighs trembled, then move lower to spear my tongue into her tight pussy, drinking the fresh nectar that flowed so abundantly for me. When I wanted to be filthier, I would spread her fat ass cheeks wide and rim her dark anus for long, luxurious minutes, pushing my tongue as deep as it would go while she ground back against my face.
 
But the true addiction quickly became her piss.
 
I refused every meal and drink she tried to summon with her magic. No wine, no water, no fruits — nothing. The only thing I wanted, the only thing I craved, was her fresh, warm, pristine piss straight from the source.
 
Whenever thirst hit me, I would look up at her with raw hunger in my eyes. Lucia always smiled that same friendly, shameless grin and happily obliged.
 
Sometimes she would simply spread her thick thighs wide while lying on the bed, pull her plump pussy lips apart with two dark fingers, and invite me in. “Thirsty already? Come drink, Dickard. Mommy’s got plenty for you.”
 
I would latch my mouth onto her cunt like a man dying of dehydration and wait. Lucia would relax with a soft sigh, and soon a hot, powerful stream of her warm piss would flood directly into my mouth. It was always surprisingly sweet and clean, with just the faintest salty-tang that made it taste like liquid sin. I gulped it down greedily, swallowing every drop while my cock throbbed painfully between my legs. The warm liquid filled my belly, satisfying me more than any water or wine ever could.
 
Other times she would stand over me, squat down with her fat ass hovering just above my face, and release a golden shower directly onto my waiting tongue. I loved when she did it slowly, letting me savor every spurt as her piss splashed across my face, into my open mouth, and down my throat. I drank like a starving animal, moaning into her cunt while streams of her warm piss ran down my neck and chest.
 
“Mmm, look at you… gulping down my piss like it’s the nectar of the gods,” she would tease lightly, golden eyes sparkling with amusement as she watched me swallow. “Such a filthy, addicted little researcher. My cunt is your only fountain now.”
 
And I was completely addicted. The more I drank from her, the more I wanted. My belly would swell slightly from the sheer volume she gave me, yet I never felt full — only hornier. Every time she pissed down my throat, my cock would leak precum in thick strands, aching to be inside her again.
 
The nights were even more intense.
 
As soon as darkness fell, the endless fucking sessions began. We fucked in every position imaginable. I would bend her over the windowsill and rail her dripping pussy from behind while the wasteland wind howled outside. I’d pin her against the stone wall, her dark wings spread wide as I pounded her cunt with brutal, bestial strokes until she squirted down my thighs. On the massive bed I would fold her in half, her thick thighs pressed to her heavy breasts, and slam into her tight pussy so deep I battered her cervix with every thrust.
 
But no matter how we fucked, my face always found its way back between her thighs.
 
Even while buried balls-deep inside her, I would pull out suddenly just to bury my tongue back into her cum-filled cunt or asshole, cleaning her messily before sliding my cock back in. Lucia loved it. She would laugh breathlessly and push my head down harder, smothering me with her soaked pussy while I drank our mixed juices.
 
“Greedy boy,” she moaned one night as I had her in a mating press, my cock slamming into her womb while my tongue occasionally dipped to lick her clit. “You can’t get enough of this fallen angel’s holes, can you?”
 
“Never,” I growled against her cunt, then drove my cock back into her with savage force.
 
We fucked for hours every night. I filled her pussy and ass with load after load of thick cum until both holes overflowed and leaked down her dark thighs. Then I would drop to my knees again and worship her used, creamy holes with my mouth, sucking my own seed out of her while she moaned and fed me more of her warm piss as a reward.
 
One particularly depraved afternoon, Lucia stood tall in the center of the chamber while I knelt beneath her like a devoted servant. She spread her legs, pulled her pussy lips open, and gave me a long, continuous golden shower. I kept my mouth wide open, swallowing as fast as I could while the excess piss cascaded over my face, hair, and chest. My hand stroked my cock furiously as I drank, until I exploded hands-free, shooting thick ropes of cum onto the stone floor while still gulping down her warm piss.
 
Lucia only laughed softly, patting my wet head. “Good boy. Drink it all. This is your life now — face buried between my thighs, belly full of my piss, cock constantly drained by my cunt and ass.”
 
And she was right.
 
Days melted into nights of nonstop worship and breeding. My world narrowed down to the taste of her dripping pussy, the tight grip of her asshole, the warm flood of her piss down my throat, and the endless, bestial rutting that left both of us covered in sweat, cum, and her sweet nectar.
 
I had never been happier.
 
This fallen angel’s body had become my religion, and I worshipped at her altar with complete, shameless devotion — tongue, cock, and thirsty mouth working in perfect, depraved harmony.




Chapter 8: Violent Atonement – BDSM Breeding Research

After another night of endless worship and breeding, I spent the morning in the castle’s dusty library while Lucia lounged naked on a nearby chaise, lazily playing with her own clit. My research finally bore fruit. Ancient tomes on fallen angel physiology were clear: successful conception with a human required more than simple breeding. The fallen one’s body demanded intense, violent atonement — a physical punishment that mirrored their original sin. Only through rough, punishing sex could their cursed wombs fully open and accept potent seed.
 
I closed the heavy book with a loud thud and looked at Lucia. Her golden eyes sparkled with immediate interest when I explained the findings.
 
“Oh? So I need to be fucked like the sinful whore I am before this belly can swell?” She grinned, spreading her thick thighs teasingly. “That sounds deliciously fun. Let’s do it, researcher. Punish this fallen angel properly.”
 
We embraced the kink without hesitation.
 
I used thick black silk ropes from her own bedchamber to tie Lucia up. I bound her wrists together and secured them high above her head to one of the sturdy bedposts. Then I spread her legs wide, tying each ankle to opposite corners of the massive four-poster bed so she was completely exposed — helpless, vulnerable, and dripping with anticipation. Her heavy breasts jutted out proudly, dark nipples already stiff. Her plump pussy and tight dark anus were fully on display, glistening with fresh arousal.
 
Lucia tested the ropes, wings fluttering behind her, and gave me a playful, fake-guilty pout.
 
“Please, kind researcher…” she began in an exaggerated, breathy voice full of mock remorse. “This sinful whore begs for your forgiveness. I was such a bad angel… I led those big, nasty devils in a week-long orgy. I let them fuck every hole, fill me with their demonic cum, and I loved every second of it. I’m nothing but a cock-hungry fallen slut now. Please punish me~”
 
Her carefree, teasing tone made my cock throb violently. The contrast between her once-holy beauty and her shameless performance was intoxicating.
 
I picked up a thin leather whip I had prepared and stepped closer. The first light strike landed across her heavy left breast with a sharp crack. Lucia yelped, her body jerking, but the sound quickly melted into a moan of ecstasy as a bright red line bloomed on her dark skin.
 
“Ahh~! Yes… I deserve that,” she gasped, golden eyes half-lidded with pleasure.
 
I whipped her again, this time across her right tit, watching the heavy flesh jiggle and ripple from the impact. Another strike landed on her soft stomach, then lower across her thick thighs. Each lash left a vivid red mark on her flawless dark skin. Lucia moaned louder with every strike, her pussy visibly leaking fresh juices that dripped down to her asshole.
 
“You led devils in an orgy?” I growled, playing along as I brought the whip down again, this time lightly across her swollen pussy lips.
 
“YES!” she cried out, hips bucking. “I was their eager little cum-dump! I spread my legs for them like a cheap whore! Punish me harder for my sins!”
 
The rougher I got, the wetter she became. Her cunt was now drooling obscenely, thick strands of arousal hanging from her puffy folds.
 
I set the whip aside and lit a thick black candle. Hot wax soon pooled at the tip. I held it above her heaving breasts and tilted it slowly. The first drops of scalding wax landed directly on her sensitive dark nipple. Lucia yelped sharply, her wings flaring wide as the pain mixed with pleasure.
 
“Fuck~! It burns so good!” she moaned, laughing breathlessly even as more wax dripped onto her other nipple and across the soft curves of her heavy tits. Red lines from the whip contrasted beautifully with the hardening white wax now decorating her dark skin.
 
I moved lower, dripping hot wax onto her inner thighs, dangerously close to her dripping pussy. Each drop made her jolt and moan louder, her fake guilty pleas growing more broken and eager.
 
“I’m sorry… I’m such a dirty fallen angel… please forgive this sinful cunt!”
 
When her body was beautifully marked with red whip lines and patches of hardened wax, I couldn’t hold back any longer.
 
I climbed onto the bed, grabbed her wide hips, and slammed my thick cock balls-deep into her soaking pussy in one brutal thrust.
 
Lucia screamed in pleasure, her tight walls clenching violently around me. I fucked her without mercy — hard, fast, bestial strokes that made the bed slam against the wall. The wet, obscene sound of my hips slapping against her soaked cunt filled the chamber as I railed her tied-up body.
 
“You like being punished, you fallen slut?” I snarled, pounding her cervix with every savage thrust.
 
“Yes! Harder! Fuck the sin out of me!” she cried, her heavy breasts bouncing wildly, wax cracking and flaking off with the force of my thrusts.
 
I wrapped one hand around her slender throat and squeezed lightly, choking her just enough to make her golden eyes flutter. Lucia’s pussy gushed around my cock, squirting messily with every brutal plunge. The rougher I got, the more eagerly her cunt milked me.
 
I pulled out suddenly and flipped her tied body as much as the ropes allowed, then drove my cock straight into her tight ass with one violent thrust. Lucia howled in ecstasy as I sodomized her mercilessly, reaming her dark anus with deep, punishing strokes while still lightly choking her.
 
“Take your punishment, whore!” I growled, spanking her fat ass hard between thrusts. “This is what you get for falling!”
 
“Yes~! Punish my sinful ass! Fill it with your cum!” she screamed, wings thrashing against the ropes as another powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her asshole clenched like a vice around my cock while her pussy squirted onto the sheets below.
 
I alternated brutally between her pussy and ass, slamming into whichever hole I wanted, using her tied body like a fucktoy made for atonement. Sweat poured down both our bodies. Her dark skin was marked with red welts, flakes of wax, and my handprints. Her shameless moans and fake pleas for forgiveness echoed through the chamber as I fucked her harder and faster, chasing my own release.
 
The contrast was perfect: the once-divine angel, now bound, whipped, covered in wax, and screaming in orgasmic bliss while I violently bred her fallen holes.
 
By the time I finally buried myself deep in her pussy and pumped her full of thick, potent cum, Lucia was a trembling, drooling, ecstatic mess — happier and wetter than ever.




Chapter 9: Pregnancy – Holy Mother, Eternal Slut

Weeks after our violent atonement session, the signs became unmistakable.
 
Lucia was pregnant.
 
We confirmed it one morning when her golden eyes lit up with genuine joy as she placed my hand on her lower belly. There was a subtle but undeniable change in her body. Her once fully dark skin had lightened slightly, taking on a warmer, richer tone with a soft, ethereal glow that hinted at her former angelic radiance. Her silver-white hair seemed even more luminous, and a gentle holy light occasionally flickered around her when she was especially content.
 
But while her appearance shifted toward something more divine, her lust had only grown fiercer.
 
“I’m carrying your child, Dickard,” she told me with that same carefree, shameless smile, “and I’ve never been hornier in my entire existence.”
 
Her breasts had swollen dramatically. Once already heavy and full, they were now even larger, rounder, and noticeably firmer. Her dark nipples had grown thicker and more sensitive, and within days they began leaking. Early lactation had started, and the sight of pearly white droplets beading at the tips of her nipples made my cock ache constantly.
 
Her bladder had weakened delightfully as well. She now produced even more piss — copious, warm, and somehow even sweeter and more delicious than before. Every time she released for me, the taste was exquisite, like warm, liquid ambrosia straight from a fallen angel’s sinful cunt.
 
Our days and nights dissolved into pure, nonstop raw hedonism.
 
I woke every morning with my mouth latched onto one of her swollen, lactating tits. I would suckle greedily, drawing thick streams of sweet, creamy milk from her heavy breasts while my hand stroked her growing belly. Lucia would moan softly, cradling my head against her chest like the holiest of mothers, even as she whispered filthy encouragement.
 
“Drink Mommy’s milk, researcher… These tits are swelling for you and our child.”
 
The taste of her milk was rich and sweet, coating my tongue and filling my belly. I’d switch from one leaking nipple to the other, sucking hard until milk sprayed into my mouth in warm jets. While I nursed, my fingers would find their way between her thick thighs, stroking her constantly wet pussy and teasing her dark anus.
 
But milk was never enough. I still craved her piss more than anything.
 
Whenever thirst struck — which was often — Lucia would happily spread her legs or squat over my face. Her pregnant belly rested heavily on my forehead as she positioned her plump, swollen cunt above my open mouth.
 
“Thirsty again?” she’d tease with a breathy laugh. “Then drink deep, my love. Mommy’s bladder is so full for you.”
 
She would release with a soft sigh, flooding my mouth with a long, powerful stream of her warm, pristine piss. It tasted even better now — sweeter, more abundant, and slightly creamy from the pregnancy changes. I gulped it down desperately, swallowing gulp after gulp while my cock throbbed beneath her. Some of it overflowed, running down my face and neck, but I drank as much as I could, moaning into her cunt like an addict.
 
After drinking my fill, the real breeding would begin.
 
Even with her pregnant belly, Lucia demanded to be fucked hard and often. I took her in every position imaginable. I would lay her on her side, lift one thick thigh high, and slide my cock deep into her soaked pussy, fucking her with long, powerful strokes while sucking milk from her leaking tits. Her pregnant cunt felt even hotter and wetter than before, the walls rippling around me with new intensity.
 
I fucked her roughly from behind, her swollen belly hanging low as I slammed into her dripping pussy or tight ass. Lucia would push back against me, moaning shamelessly, her wings fluttering with every brutal thrust.
 
“Harder… Breed your pregnant fallen angel,” she’d gasp, voice mixing holy serenity with pure slutty need. “My cunt and ass are still yours to ruin.”
 
Some nights I would put her in a mating press, folding her thick thighs back toward her shoulders so her pregnant belly rested against her own heavy breasts. In this position I could hammer her pussy with deep, bestial strokes, my cock battering her cervix while milk leaked from her nipples and ran down her glowing skin. The wet slapping sounds of my hips meeting her ass mixed with the obscene squelch of her dripping cunt.
 
I claimed her ass just as brutally. Even pregnant, Lucia loved being sodomized. I would oil her dark anus and drive my thick cock inside her, reaming her tight backdoor while she moaned and begged for more. Her anal walls gripped me even tighter now, as if her body was trying to milk me dry for the child growing inside her.
 
Between breeding sessions, my face was constantly buried between her thighs. I would spend hours licking and sucking her pregnant pussy and dark anus, drinking fresh squirts of her girl-cum mixed with the occasional warm spurt of piss when she couldn’t hold it. I’d nurse from her lactating tits while fingering both her holes, then flip her over and fuck her again until she screamed in orgasm.
 
Lucia’s lust was insatiable. Even as her belly grew rounder and her holy glow brightened, she remained my eternal slut. She would ride me reverse cowgirl, her pregnant belly bouncing as she slammed her soaked cunt down onto my cock again and again, wings spread wide behind her. Her heavy, milk-filled breasts would swing and spray thin streams of milk with every rough bounce.
 
“Fuck… this is heaven,” I groaned one afternoon as I drank directly from her cunt while she squatted over my face, releasing another long, delicious golden stream down my throat. Her milk dripped onto my chest as I swallowed her piss, my cock buried deep in her ass.
 
She laughed breathlessly, stroking her swollen belly with one hand while grinding on my face.
 
“I didn’t fall from Heaven, Dickard… I brought it down here with you. My body, my milk, my piss, my holes — they’re all yours. Use your pregnant fallen angel however you want.”
 
And I did.
 
We fucked raw and bestial for hours every single day. I filled her pregnant pussy and ass with load after heavy load of cum, watching it leak from her well-used holes while she glowed with that soft, angelic light. I drank from her lactating breasts until my belly was full of sweet milk, then drank her warm piss straight from her beautiful cunt whenever I felt even slightly thirsty.
 
The contrast was perfect and intoxicating: by day she looked more like a holy mother with her gentle glow and nurturing aura, yet at the same time she was the most shameless, cock-hungry slut I had ever known — constantly wet, constantly leaking milk and piss, constantly begging to be bred and worshipped.
 
This fallen angel hadn’t fallen from heaven.
 
She had brought heaven down to earth, and placed it between her thick thighs, in her leaking tits, and in the warm, delicious flood of her piss straight into my eager mouth.
 
And I worshipped every single second of it.




Chapter 10: Birth, Farewell, and Promise

Ten months had passed in a blur of milk, piss, cum, and endless breeding.
 
On a quiet night when the wasteland wind howled softly outside the castle walls, Lucia went into labor. Her body, still carrying that faint holy glow, handled the birth with graceful strength. I stayed by her side the entire time, holding her hand as she pushed. After several intense hours, our son finally entered the world.
 
Natas was beautiful.
 
He had soft silver-white hair like his mother, tiny dark wings folded against his back, and skin that held a perfect balance between my human tone and Lucia’s rich fallen shade. His golden eyes opened briefly, glowing with innocent curiosity, before he let out a strong, healthy cry. Lucia cradled him against her swollen, lactating breasts with a serene, almost holy expression I had never seen on her before. Tears of joy glistened in her golden eyes as she whispered his name.
 
“Natas…” she breathed, kissing his tiny forehead. “Our little miracle.”
 
She recovered with true angelic speed. Within hours her body had returned to its voluptuous perfection — wide hips, thick thighs, and heavy breasts still full of milk, though now they carried a softer, more maternal fullness. By day, Lucia transformed into the perfect nurturing mother. She would sit by the window in a loose black robe, cradling Natas against her glowing skin, humming soft, ancient lullabies that sounded like remnants of Heaven itself. The sight of her gently rocking our half-angel son, her silver hair cascading down like moonlight, filled me with a warmth I couldn’t describe.
 
But when night fell and little Natas slept peacefully in his enchanted cradle, the holy mother vanished.
 
In her place returned my insatiable fallen slut.
 
The very first night after her recovery, Lucia climbed into our bed with pure hunger in her golden eyes. She pushed me onto my back and straddled me, her thick thighs squeezing my hips as she sank her dripping cunt down onto my cock in one smooth, desperate motion.
 
“Fuck me, Dickard,” she growled, voice low and dripping with lust. “I’ve waited ten months to be properly ruined again. Fill your fallen angel tonight.”
 
She rode me like a woman possessed — hard, fast, and bestial. Her heavy breasts bounced wildly, spraying thin streams of sweet milk across my chest with every rough slam of her hips. I gripped her wide ass and thrust up into her, pounding her pregnant-tight pussy with savage strokes. Lucia moaned shamelessly, her dark wings flaring wide as she fucked herself senseless on my cock.
 
From that night on, our nights belonged to raw, animalistic fucking.
 
We spent the final weeks of my assignment in a frenzy of lust. I bent her over every surface in the castle — fucking her from behind while she braced against the stone walls, her milk leaking onto the floor. I folded her in half on the bed and railed her cunt and ass in turn, slamming deep while she begged for more. She would sit on my face for hours, grinding her soaked pussy and dark anus against my tongue while I drank her piss and milk straight from the source.
 
Tonight was our last night together.
 
My research assignment had officially ended. Tomorrow I would have to leave the lonely castle and return to the Guild with my findings. The knowledge weighed heavily on both of us, but we refused to let sorrow ruin our final hours.
 
We made love — no, we fucked — like it was the end of the world.
 
The moment the sun set, Lucia became feral. She shoved me onto the massive bed and climbed on top, her silver hair wild around her face. “One last time, researcher. Fuck me like you own me.”
 
I grabbed her hips and slammed upward, burying my thick cock to the hilt inside her scorching pussy. Lucia cried out in ecstasy, her walls clenching around me like never before. We rutted like beasts — raw, passionate, and covered in sweat and fluids within minutes. I flipped her onto all fours and pounded her from behind, my hips slapping loudly against her fat ass while her heavy tits swung and sprayed milk onto the sheets.
 
“Harder!” she demanded, pushing back against every brutal thrust. “Break me one more time!”
 
I pulled out and drove straight into her tight ass, sodomizing her with deep, punishing strokes. Lucia moaned like a whore in heat, her dark wings trembling. I alternated between her pussy and ass relentlessly, claiming every hole as mine for the final night.
 
At the peak of our frenzy, Lucia pushed me onto my back again. She straddled my face, pressing her beautiful cunt firmly against my mouth.
 
“Open wide, my love,” she whispered tenderly, even as lust burned in her eyes. “Drink everything I have left to give you.”
 
She released with a long, luxurious sigh. A hot, powerful flood of her warm piss poured straight into my mouth and across my face. I drank greedily, swallowing gulp after gulp of her sweet, delicious nectar while she ground her clit against my tongue. Her piss overflowed, soaking my hair, neck, and chest as I moaned into her dripping folds.
 
When her stream finally slowed, she slid down my body and impaled herself on my cock once more. We fucked desperately — her riding me hard while I thrust up into her with everything I had. I filled her pussy first, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her womb. Then I pulled out and shoved into her ass, flooding her backdoor with another heavy load.
 
Not satisfied, Lucia stroked my cock furiously until I erupted across her body. Thick white cum painted her swollen breasts, her pregnant-soft belly, her dark thighs, and her glowing face. She looked like a fallen goddess covered in my seed.
 
We collapsed together, bodies slick with sweat, milk, piss, and cum. For the rest of the night we fucked slower but no less intensely — deep, passionate strokes mixed with long, sloppy kisses. I drank more of her milk and piss whenever I grew thirsty, and she gladly gave it all to me. We cuddled between rounds, her head resting on my chest, wings gently wrapped around us both.
 
As dawn approached, we lay tangled in each other’s arms, breathing heavily. Lucia’s golden eyes were soft, a rare mix of holy serenity and lingering lust.
 
In the morning light, she stood at the castle gates holding our son. Little Natas slept peacefully in her arms, tiny wings twitching slightly in his dreams. Lucia looked radiant — the perfect blend of fallen temptress and holy mother. Her silver hair caught the weak sunlight, and her dark skin glowed with that gentle inner light.
 
The castle no longer felt empty. It finally had life inside its ancient walls.
 
I stepped forward and kissed her deeply, tasting the faint sweetness of her milk and the memory of her piss on my tongue. Then I gently kissed Natas’s forehead.
 
“I promise I’ll return often,” I said, my voice thick with emotion. “This isn’t goodbye. I’ll come back to you both.”
 
Lucia smiled — that same seductive, carefree smile that had first captivated me. She shifted Natas comfortably in her arms and looked at me with glowing golden eyes.
 
“Go, Dickard Brieder. Continue your important work. There are so many more monster girls waiting for a researcher as thorough and virile as you.” She leaned in, whispering hotly against my ear, “But remember… this fallen angel’s thighs will always be wet and ready for you.”
 
I left the wasteland with a heavy yet satisfied heart, the memories of heaven burned permanently into my soul — the taste of her warm piss, the grip of her tight cunt and ass, the sweetness of her milk, and the raw, bestial passion we had shared every single night.
 
As the castle slowly disappeared behind me on the cracked horizon, I smiled.
 
I would be back.
 
Soon.
 




About The Author

Benjamin Koo
 
Follow my Amazon Author Page to be updated on future releases!




Books By This Author

All My Works (Amazon Author Page)
 



images/calibre_cover.jpg
un

BENJAMIN KOO





