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Chapter 1

Isabella Ortega jolted awake, immediately overwhelmed by a vague sense of dread—for the second morning in a row. Sunday mornings were supposed to be peaceful—under normal circumstances, this was recovery time after two consecutive nights of partying with her girlfriends, warranting a lazy start that rarely got more exciting than a morning jog.

But these were not normal circumstances.

Isa sat up and stretched, working the stiffness from her muscles. Her skin stuck slightly to the sheets, salty sweat from restless dreams mixing with the sweet scent of her nocturnal arousal. She swung her long, elegant legs over the edge of the bed and reached for a lukewarm glass of water that had been sitting on her nightstand for over twenty-four hours. It had left a condensation ring, and beside it lay a small, battered cardboard box with an emergency contraceptive pill on top, barely larger than a Tic-Tac. The tiny white oval seemed to stare at her, a silent accusation of her weakness. Isa picked it up between thumb and forefinger and lifted it halfway to her full, seductive lips, which parted almost invitingly in anticipation of swallowing.

It was time. She had promised herself the night before that she would take it. The plan was simple: pop it in her mouth and end the whole affair. But Isa had already made a fatal mistake.

She had hesitated.

A lazy breeze drifted through the open window. The curtains stirred, cut through by warm morning rays that cast a soothing warmth over her toned, half-naked body. The fabric of her pink satin pajama shorts already clung to her thighs, and she felt the telltale moisture between her legs, which had begun to pulse at the very first conscious thought of her situation. Outside, it was another glorious day, the sun high in the sky and the humidity verging on unbearable, tempered only by the gentle breeze carrying fresh ocean air. An approaching tropical storm, typical for this time of year, had been holding off for days, and each radiant day grew hotter and hotter in anticipation of its overdue arrival.

Isa stared at the pill in her trembling palm as beads of sweat dotted her forehead. Her fingers were still damp from her nocturnal masturbation, and the musky scent of her own arousal filled her nostrils. She had replayed the chain of events that led to this moment a hundred times in her head.

It had begun about thirty-six hours ago—on Friday night, at her twenty-first birthday celebration. A night full of dancing and drinking, good vibes and fun. She had hit it off with a cute guy—Ethan—and after no small amount of flirting, they had gone back to his place. The principles of safe sex were soon thrown overboard when, in a moment of desperate horniness, she removed the condom they were using, even though she wasn’t on birth control. What happened next was completely predictable.

Ethan had come inside her, filling her unprotected pussy to the brim while she twitched on top of him in the throes of a blissful orgasm, unaware that she had just been blessed with her very first creampie until it was far too late. The warm, sticky fluid had leaked out of her and wet her inner thighs, a visible sign of her foolishness. The situation was dangerous but still salvageable—with four to five days until her ovulation, Isa had gone straight to the pharmacy Saturday morning and bought a morning-after pill. This very morning-after pill, which she now balanced in her hand after a full day of neglect, in a demonstration of absolute carelessness that bordered on self-sabotage.

Because instead of doing the responsible thing and taking her emergency contraception, Isa had spent most of the previous day furiously masturbating on her bed, over and over again, staring at her tiny pill and thinking about what could happen to her if she didn’t take it. Her sheets were still damp from her repeated orgasms, and the smell of her arousal hung heavy in the stuffy air of her bedroom. The memory of that fateful Friday night ignited a volcanic thrill in her unlike anything she had ever experienced, flaring up each time she imagined the moment she tore off the condom, or the way Ethan’s cock pulsed against the walls of her pussy as he released his potent load.

The whole situation was undoubtedly nerve-wracking. But the fact that she was so nervous only strengthened Isa’s budding arousal. That confused her terribly and made her worry even more. And the more worried she became, the hornier and more excited she got. Her nipples were already hard beneath the thin satin of her bralette, rubbing against the fabric with each hasty movement.

Even now, as Isa chased these thoughts through her mind, her hand had wedged itself between her thighs and was pressing against her clit through her pink satin pajama shorts. The silky material was already soaked from her nocturnal arousal, and she felt her pussy lips swelling beneath the fabric. She let out a trembling sigh as the heat radiating from her pussy seeped through the fabric and washed over her knuckles. She forced herself to bring the pill to her lips, but her hand trembled and came no closer. Isa tried to swallow the lump in her throat, and a whimper of desperation escaped her as she let the pill fall back onto her nightstand. The tiny sound as it hit the wood seemed to echo in the sultry silence.

All of it together—the knowledge of what could happen if she didn’t do the responsible thing; the way her treacherous body seemed to rebel against her, prioritizing its reproductive duties; and the memory of that moment of conception, when Ethan’s sperm had blasted its way into her tight, contracting pussy—it was all simply too much for a girl to handle.

Isa’s hormones seized their chance in a coup of lustful enthusiasm, and she let her fingers slip beneath her thin pajama shorts to explore the lips of her rapidly moistening pussy. The fabric clung to her skin, and she had to peel it away from her swollen pussy lips. Her sex radiated heat as she leaned back, so much so that it was a wonder the dripping wetness hadn’t completely evaporated. The soft squelching of her pussy lips beneath her fingers was addictive, and Isa pressed harder as a jolt of pleasure shot through her loins. Her juices were already running over her fingers, coating her inner thighs.

Within seconds she was rubbing the petals of her drenched flower, writhing on her bed and mewing softly as the sensations intensified across her tanned, athletic body. The sheet beneath her was already damp from her sweat and her juices. Her lush breasts, barely contained behind a pink satin lace triangle bralette, jiggled in sync with the accelerated movements against her clit, her nipples hard as diamonds as they jutted through the thin garment. Isa grabbed a handful of one of her full orbs beneath her bralette and dug her fingers into the yielding flesh, while the loudest moan yet escaped her lips. The silky skin of her breast was warm and soft beneath her fingers, and she kneaded the sensitive flesh until small red marks appeared.

But it wasn't enough, and her strong thighs lifted and parted to expose her entrance, her juices flowing like a waterfall as her pussy begged for attention. The musky scent of her arousal filled the stuffy room. Isa was only too happy to oblige, letting a finger slip inside to greet the dripping softness of her pussy. Her inner walls clenched around the invading finger immediately, warm and slippery with her lust—followed only seconds later by another. Isa's mouth hung open in gasping desire, her long lashes fluttering closed against the euphoria building deep in her core. She tugged at her clit and plunged a third finger into her soaking hole, stimulating her tight young pussy in every way imaginable as restless thoughts surfaced again. The sound of her fingers sliding in and out of her wet pussy filled the silent room with obscene squelching noises.

She had to take this pill today. She knew she couldn't put it off any longer. It had been almost 24 hours since she'd bought it, and every passing hour reduced its effectiveness. If she let another 24 hours pass, she might as well not have bothered. Millions of treacherous sperm from her poorly timed adventure were still inside her, biding their time until her helpless egg was released. If she let herself ovulate without the pill, if she allowed even one of them to reach it, then... then...

The thought of the tiny swimmers waiting deep inside her sent another wave of arousal flooding through her body. She imagined them swimming through her womb, searching, waiting. The idea was so forbidden, so dangerous, that it only stoked her lust further.

“Oh, fuck! OH! FUCK!” Isa gasped. Her fingers tore at her delicate little clit as she pressed her feet against the mattress, lifting her enticingly wide hips and arching her back. Sweat beaded across her heated skin, mixing with the juices running from her pussy. Her core exploded in a frenzy of passion, and she cried out as her orgasm washed over her. She pressed a hand to her mouth, only then remembering that her roommate Camille was also in the house. Her abs tensed as her kegel muscles clenched tight around her fingers, and another muffled cry of joy escaped through her fingers as sparks of pleasure shot through her body, leaving her breathless and trembling as her climax finally faded to a warm glow across her skin.

Her hand still lay between her legs, fingers still buried in her pulsing pussy. The little white pill stared at her from the nightstand, innocent and accusatory at once. Isa knew she had to take it. But with each orgasm, it became harder to push away the thought of what might happen if she didn't.

Well. That was definitely one way to start the day.

Isa sat up again and caught her breath as her fingers traced over the inside of her thigh, where the trained muscle still twitched slightly. Her back glistened with sweat, leaving a damp imprint on her bedsheet, and she made a mental note to wash it after this—her seventh or eighth masturbation session since buying the pill. The cotton stuck to her heated skin, and the heady smell of her own arousal hung heavy in the stuffy bedroom.

Part of her hated herself. Isa looked again at the tiny pill gathering dust on its packaging. Every fiber of her body screamed to take it now, while her dirty temptations were at their lowest ebb in the aftermath of her trembling climax. The little white thing lay there like a silent reproach, innocent yet so powerful. But she knew it wouldn't happen, and with an uneasy groan she pushed the pill behind her nightstand lamp, out of sight. Her fingers still trembled slightly from the tension.

Isa reached for her phone and tapped at it, her nails clicking against the screen. The cold glass felt foreign against her still overheated palm. A flutter in her stomach grew more intense as she opened her cycle tracking app, and her heart raced like a rabbit's as she looked at today's result on the screen. The glaring numbers burned into her retinas.

FOLLICULAR PHASE

OVULATION IN 3 DAYS

CONCEPTION PROBABILITY: VERY HIGH

Isa wasn't sure why she'd opened the app as she stared at the words blurring before her eyes. It felt like an attempt to talk sense into herself, to remind herself how little time she had left before it would be too late. The numbers pulsed before her like a countdown, like a ticking bomb in her belly.

And yet, paradoxically, a serene calm spread through Isa as she read the result over and over. This was silly. What was she even getting so worked up about? Three days was a long time. A very long time, especially to simply put a tiny pill in her mouth. Her breathing slowed, her shoulders relaxed. The panic gave way to a dangerous composure.

As long as she took it before ovulation—maybe with a day's buffer to be completely safe—what did she have to worry about? This was child's play compared to some of the other risks she'd taken in the past year, after all. Risks with fertile days, expired condoms, and a steadily growing addiction to the dangerous thrill of unprotected sex that she just couldn't seem to satisfy, no matter how hard she tried... The memories sent a new wave of heat rising between her legs, and she pressed her thighs together.

Isa shook off such thoughts. Suddenly her room felt so cramped and confining. The walls seemed to close in, the air to thicken. Apparently she needed her morning run this Sunday more than ever, if only for the stability her usual schedule provided. Exercise would calm her restless thoughts, break the dangerous spiral of rationalization.

Her spontaneous masturbation session had already set her back, and taking her pill now would only waste more time. She'd have to get a fresh glass of water, which would mean going to the kitchen, which would then lead to a good hour of chatting with Camille, whom she could now hear watching TV in the living room. The muffled murmur of the television filtered through the thin walls. Then it would be noon, the sun would be at its zenith, it would be far too hot to run, and she'd have completely wasted the morning.

Isa reached under her bed and pulled out her worn white running shoes. The familiar weight of the leather in her hands calmed her. There was still enough time to fix her little problem before anything bad could happen. The claims that the morning-after pill lost effectiveness after 24 hours were probably nonsense anyway. Pharmaceutical companies always exaggerated to cover themselves. She wasn't worried about anything.

Isa turned away from her bed and opened her closet. Cool air flowed from the dark interior over her still-warm skin. That settled it. She would go for a jog, get some fresh air, and then come back and take her pill. This time for sure. Her fingers slid over the hanging clothes, searching for her running gear.

Her problem would be solved, and everything would be fine.


Chapter 2

The sun's warm embrace immediately lifted Isa's mood as she stepped outside, heat flaring across her bare stomach and legs. She'd traded her luxurious satin pajamas for a more practical—if rather revealing—running outfit: a white V-neck sports top that stretched over the lush curves of her breasts, snug pink running shorts, and her trusty training shoes to complete the look. The thin Lycra fabric clung to her like a second skin, following every movement of her body.

Isa breathed deeply, savoring the fresh air even though it carried tropical warmth and the smell of asphalt. A welcome breeze swept in from the ocean, carrying a hint of salt across her golden skin, already covered with the faintest film of sweat. The ever-present screech of seagulls reached her ears—a sound that had made her smile since childhood, just like the palm trees lining the path, swaying lazily in rhythm with the gentle morning gusts. Her fingertips unconsciously brushed across the narrow strip of bare skin between her top and shorts, feeling the warmth gathering there.

The coming day promised to be another gloriously beautiful one. The sun was approaching its midday peak, bathing the city below in a sweat-inducing embrace. Riviera City was always in motion despite the persistent heat—from the towering glass skyscrapers in the bustling center to the white stucco walls and red tile roofs lining its sprawling beach suburbs. Already she could feel small beads of sweat collecting in the hollow between her breasts, a familiar sensation that reminded her of countless hours at the gym.

Normally Isa would have run around the block or through the nearby park with its eucalyptus-lined paths and perpetually crowded outdoor pool. But that wouldn't have put enough distance between her and the apartment. No, this morning she craved adventure. Most of the city was easily accessible on foot—or in this case, by running—and the free streetcars serving the city center and inner suburbs could effortlessly take her somewhere wilder if she wished. There was no shortage of nature trails and gardens threading through the bustling metropolis—perfect for anyone wanting to escape the urban jungle for an hour or two. She wanted to run until her lungs burned and her thoughts cleared.

The nearest streetcar stop was barely two blocks away, and Isa skipped cheerfully toward it. Her breasts bounced slightly with each step, the tight top providing just enough support to hold them without suppressing their natural movement. The trams ran with clockwork precision, and she was pleased when she rounded the corner to see one pulling in. The metallic screech of brakes on rails cut through the morning air.

The cool air-conditioning was a welcome relief, if sharp against her skin, as Isa boarded and involuntarily shivered. Her nipples hardened, pressing visibly through the fabric of her sports top like tiny glass beads. She felt her skin contract under the sudden temperature change, every pore reacting to the artificial cold.

Isa grabbed a handrail and leaned against it as the streetcar started moving. The cold metal beneath her palm was a stark contrast to the warmth still radiating from her skin. But even more striking than the cool air inside was another sensation—one all too familiar to her. The brunette student knew perfectly well that she was an attractive sight, yet the hairs on the back of her neck stood up as the eyes of almost every man on the tram lingered on her, examining her youthful curves like starving lions circling a lone gazelle. She could physically feel the intensity of their gazes, like invisible fingers sliding across her skin.

Isabella Ortega had often been called a “cocktease”—whether by male classmates at her university, by muscle-bound guys staring at her in the gym, or by executives at the office where she did her internship. Never to her face, of course. In fact, she would have vigorously denied it if anyone had ever said it to her directly. But deep down she knew there was a grain of truth to it—she enjoyed the power her body held over others.

Yet as Isa looked around the moving streetcar and noticed the lustful gazes of every single man on board, it would have been obvious to anyone that she took at least some pleasure in tormenting those who desired her but couldn't have her. And she knew it better than anyone. A warm tingle spread through her lower belly, a familiar response to the attention she was receiving.

As if on cue, Isa's attention fell on a middle-aged man standing directly across from her. His eyes were fixed on her ample chest with that unmistakable gleam of a man who wanted nothing more than to bury his face in the firm young cleavage before him. She noticed the tip of his tongue briefly slide across his lips, an unconscious gesture of desire.

He suddenly looked up, knowing he'd been caught, and his neck twitched as common sense told him to look away and salvage what little deniability remained. But primal instinct won out, keeping his gaze fixed on the brunette college beauty, shamelessly taking in her tanned hourglass figure—so much tighter and fitter than his chubby wife's. His pupils dilated noticeably, and she could see his chest rising and falling more rapidly.

Isa held eye contact a second longer before her foxy hazel eyes flicked away with practiced disinterest. But she only caught a fleeting glimpse of the street outside before her attention returned to him, and her heart fluttered when she noticed he hadn't stopped watching her. With his broad shoulders and silver-streaked hair, she had to admit he wasn't bad looking at all. A hint of a smile tugged at the corners of her mouth as they made eye contact again, and she bit gently on her lower lip while he slowly shifted his weight, his hungry gaze taking in everything from her high cheekbones to her narrow waist.

Isa could almost feel him undressing her with his eyes—not that it would have taken much effort, considering how little she was wearing. Was he thinking about what she looked like naked? Was he thinking about fucking her? Or maybe he was even thinking about going a step further, doing to her exactly what Ethan had done, shooting the contents of his overflowing balls deep into her tight little pussy... The thought sent a wave of heat through her body, and she felt her pussy clench slightly.

That last thought made Isa gasp as she snapped out of her reverie. She noticed her fingertips had been unconsciously tracing over her exposed stomach and playing with the waistband of her shorts, and she hastily pulled them away as the older man's lips curled into a smile. He took a step toward her, then another, and before she knew it, he was standing right in front of her. She could smell his aftershave—something expensive and masculine—mixed with the faint scent of his arousal. The streetcar slowed to a stop. A gentle ding! announced their arrival at the next station.

“Hi. You're quite a pretty young thing, aren't you?” His fingers twitched at his sides, as if fighting the urge to reach out and see if she was real. His voice was rough, hoarse with undisguised desire.

At that, Isa decided it was probably a good time to abandon ship. Her pulse quickened, a mixture of excitement and nervousness coursing through her. She slipped past him before he could get out another word or before the doors could close and trap her with him. As she did, her arm brushed against his, and she felt the warmth of his skin through the thin fabric of his shirt.

“Sorry,” she said, flashing a cheeky grin over her shoulder. If she'd intended to sound apologetic, she hadn't succeeded. “This is my stop.” With one last seductive swing of her toned ass, she stepped off onto the concrete platform as the doors closed behind her. She felt the tight material of her shorts glide over her buttocks with the movement, a reminder of her own sensuality.

Only now did she notice the hot crimson flush creeping up her cheekbones, intensified by the return of the languid daytime heat. But even more noticeable was the gentle moisture dampening her pussy lips, brought on by her seductive little game. The warm, sticky feeling between her legs was familiar proof of her own arousal.

As the streetcar pulled away, she couldn't help but grin smugly as her silver-haired admirer stared at her through the window, steadily receding into the distance. His eyes were still fixed on her even as the car disappeared around the corner. How much fun it was to make a guy think about her for the rest of the day. She wondered if he'd go home and think about her while he pleasured himself, and that thought sent another wave of heat through her body.


Chapter 3

Her intuition about the stop had been surprisingly accurate—Isa had been dropped off directly across from Paradise Park, a 750-hectare stretch of parkland and botanical gardens perched on a high hill overlooking the coast. She had no doubt the place would already be packed at this time on a Sunday, from cyclists and dog walkers using its wide paths to students playing soccer and frisbee on its scenic fields.

Isa crossed the street and passed through the ornate gates. The first thing she saw was a massive marble fountain guarded by watchful stone cherubim, water cascading into a circular basin below. The cold water splashed rhythmically against the stone, a soothing sound that mingled with the distant laughter of children. Three stone paths branched off into the park, lined with benches where families and couples sat, occasionally shaded by canopies of densely packed trees. Isa could already feel her skin cooling at the sight of the lush greenery that draped over her like a rich veil. The scent of damp earth and blooming jasmine filled her nose.

Isa’s voluminous chestnut hair brushed her upper back as she gathered it into a long, thick ponytail, its tip grazing her shoulder blades when she let it go. She began stretching her legs, lunging forward to release the tension in her calves and thighs, and once again felt the familiar tingle of strangers’ eyes on her. It now seemed almost unbelievable that she could have overlooked it on the way in—the relentless gazes of men, young and old, watching her with a hunger that ranged from curious to almost predatory.

The more confident stares came from men on the benches—fathers, husbands, and boyfriends who furtively glanced at the attractive young brunette before guiltily looking away. Their gazes clung to her curves like honey, leaving her feeling naked despite her clothing. Even bolder, however, were the younger guys Isa’s age who eyed her hungrily from the sidelines as they passed by with soccer balls, skateboards, and beach towels. Some even slowed their steps, as if hoping she would drop something or bend over.

Isa straightened up after her stretches, momentarily distracted by a creeping awareness of her own body triggered by those greedy stares. The swell of her ample chest, the caress of the breeze on her athletic stomach, how her shorts clung so tightly to her ass—the garment wasn’t supposed to be skin-tight, but on her firm, round backside it left nothing to the imagination, and any onlooker might have thought it was simply painted on. The fabric cut slightly into her skin, emphasizing every curve, every muscle. She felt her nipples pressing against the thin material of her sports bra, visible to anyone who looked closely enough.

Even more striking, however, were the swirling sensations, similar to those she had felt on the tram. A surge of pride at how her breathtaking appearance and flawless body could command such attention from complete strangers. Her heart raced as she wondered what each one of them was thinking, what they would do with her if they got her alone and willing. The thought made her skin tingle, as if invisible fingers were stroking her arms. But nothing was as obvious as the renewed wetness of her pussy, growing slick with anticipation at the thought of the one thing she had wanted more than anything else since Friday night...

In an instant, the sudden lewdness of her thoughts brought Isa back down to earth. What kind of girl was she to be thinking such dirty things in such a public place? Heat crept up her face, burning in her cheeks. Maybe there was nothing wrong with fantasizing about such things in her room—and only fantasizing—but here there was no excuse for it. Isa took a deep breath and let it out slowly, trying to ignore the pulsing warmth between her legs.

I’m here to run, she thought as she popped in her AirPods. I’m here to run and nothing else. But even as she told herself this, she felt her fingers trembling as she adjusted the earbuds.

Isa slipped her phone into her workout armband and took off. The energetic beat of her running playlist had her immediately falling into a light jog that gradually picked up pace until she was racing down the next path into the heart of the park, weaving elegantly between the strolling crowds. Her running shoes struck the asphalt rhythmically, a soothing sound that mingled with her quickening heartbeat. Despite the rising sun, there was enough shade under the scattered tree canopies to avoid overheating, and the additional breeze was almost enough to offset the heat entirely. Sweat began to collect in the hollows of her body—between her breasts, in the small of her back.

Isa smiled slightly as she reached the winding Rosetta Lake that dominated the center of the park and began to circle it. Colorful birds sang in the trees, accompanied by the heartwarming laughter of children playing in the nearby shallows. The sun sparkled on the deep blue surface of the lake like thousands of tiny glittering gems, interrupted only by the gentle gliding of pedal boats. This was exactly what she had needed. The fresh air filled her lungs, driving away the heavy thoughts that had been haunting her for days.

Isa turned away from the lake and headed toward the eastern edge of the park, which overlooked luxurious beach apartments. Though it was still busy, there were fewer people on this side, and she no longer had to weave through the thinning crowds. Her attention was drawn by shouts and laughter at the edge of a smaller lake to her right, and among the people sitting there, she spotted a girl about her age.

There were many striking things about her—her sapphire blue eyes glittering brightly, or her platinum blonde hair that fell in curls over her shoulders. But what really captured Isa’s attention was her belly. A belly that was huge and round with the unmistakable swell of a third-trimester pregnancy. The taut skin stretched over the life growing within, and the girl was tenderly stroking the curve, as if speaking to the unborn child.

Isa stumbled, transfixed, trying not to make her staring obvious but unable to look away. The girl seemed so... happy. Radiant. Feminine. A warm glow surrounded her, as if she were shining from within. Such thoughts swirled through Isa’s head as she passed by, craning her neck to look back until it began to hurt. But when her head snapped forward again, it was the thought of how it might have happened... how this girl could have ended up in such a situation that really set her heart racing.

Her thoughts drifted back to that Friday night when Ethan had brought her home promising nothing more than a good time—right before he pumped that creampie into her. His hot seed spurting deep inside her while she trembled beneath him. Had something similar happened to the blonde girl? Had she bought a morning-after pill too, then waited too long to take it? Part of Isa even wondered if she was glimpsing her own future as she looked down at her belly, so flat and toned right now. She imagined how it would swell, how her skin would stretch to hold new life.

She took a deep, shaky breath to push down the nervous excitement that had lodged like a lump in her throat. In that dangerous moment when he came inside her, she'd been frightened—not to mention furious. But did she really hate that it had happened? Ethan had been good at almost everything else—his hands, his tongue, his cock—giving her two glorious, earth-shattering orgasms and the night of her life, until his carelessness ruined it all. The memory of his fingers circling her clit made her shiver inside. But if fun was what she'd wanted that night, he'd mostly delivered.

Isa wiped the sweat from her forehead as she ran, a completely useless gesture since a fresh layer immediately took its place. Salty droplets ran down her back, collecting in the crease above her tailbone. She thought again about the little pill on her nightstand, and a shiver ran down her spine and along her arms. Surely she had to take it now? The stakes were too high—that blonde girl was proof enough of that—and she had already wasted too much time.

Yet even as she thought this, a familiar wetness was already gathering between her thighs, and Isa flinched as her mind began to wander, seductively entertaining ideas she wouldn't have dared dream of moments before. The moisture mixed with the sweat, making the fabric of her shorts damp and sticky. There were plenty of bushes and thickets here, dense enough to hide a person, and the apartment was so far away now. Surely no one would notice if she slipped off the path for just a moment, to release the tension coiling tight as a vise low in her belly? Her fingers were already twitching, as if they knew what she needed, what she wanted.

Isa began to pant... not that she was running out of breath in the slightest. A guy about her age was on the other side of the path, almost level with her—jogging with headphones, tall and tanned with a perfectly chiseled jaw. He sensed her eyes on him and turned, meeting her gaze with a smile that eclipsed the scorching sun. A lustful heat crept inexorably up Isa's body as she returned the smile with a tremor.

Maybe she didn't even have to do it herself? Maybe he could take care of her? How easy it would be for him to saunter across the path and pull her into the undergrowth. They would stumble and laugh and kiss, harder and harder, those firm hands finding their way into her tight pink shorts, and before she knew it she'd have them around her ankles, propped against a tree while his thick cock pumped another deep, dripping creampie into her tiny, tight...

“Hey! Hey! Watch out!”

A jolt of whiplash shot through Isa's neck as her head snapped around toward the surprised, slightly squeaky call. She saw the shadow first, then the person, barely six feet ahead. There was barely enough time to even register what was happening. Isa threw herself instinctively to the side in an awkward evasive maneuver. She squeaked in fright as her foot grazed the person's leg and made them stumble.

Isa's heart shot into her throat as gravity pulled her down. But she surprised herself with her reaction time. Her abs and thighs tensed like bowstrings as she twisted and managed to come to a bumpy, awkward halt, as if performing the worst pirouette anyone had ever seen.

It wasn't the most catastrophic collision of all time. But it definitely could have been better.

The wind rustled through the leaves. The distant call of birdsong floated from the treetops. As her breath returned and her senses calmed, Isa realized her brush with danger had barely disturbed the park's serenity—it carried on without her, just as her eye-candy jogger disappeared into the distance.

“Ugghh. Shit.” Isa followed the groan and spotted her unintended victim—a lanky, particularly scrawny guy with flat, shapeless brown hair and pale skin. His arms were long and bony, his shoulders hunched beneath baggy clothes that hung off him. Less athletic than Isa, he had fallen and landed sprawled across the stone path.

“God, I'm so sorry,” Isa gasped, rushing to his side and hooking her arm through his to help him shakily to his feet. “I don't know what happened. I was completely spaced out, I...” Her stammering cut off abruptly as the guy looked at her and brushed his bangs out of his eyes. There was something uncomfortably familiar in his expression, and Isa's mouth fell open.

“Oh. Nate? You're Nate, right?” An incredulous grin tugged at Isa's lips. The guy straightened up, towering over her by a good six inches. Isa released his arm, barely able to believe that of all people, she had run into Ethan's nerdy roommate.

“Uh, y-yeah, I am. Hey... uh, Isa.” Nate seemed pleased to see her. But his wobbly smile was laced with the unease of a guy who was much more comfortable slaying monsters in video games than facing the most feared opponent: the opposite sex.

Isa remembered all too well that the same night she'd gone home with Ethan, Nate had made his own bold attempt at flirting. But unlike his roommate, Nate was neither worldly nor muscular, and he definitely didn't seem to have nearly as much experience with women. Her choice had been clear. But now, as she studied him, she only wondered how much Ethan—almost certainly the bragging type—had told Nate about that night.

The silence stretched between them like a taut wire. Isa felt her cheeks warming as Nate's gaze nervously wandered between her face and the ground. His hands twitched restlessly at his sides, as if he didn't know what to do with them.

“Well, hello stranger,” Isa smiled, planting herself right in front of him and putting a hand on her hip. The movement set her body swaying in a way she couldn't quite explain to herself. Maybe it was the adrenaline from the near-collision, or the arousal still pulsing through her veins from her dirty daydreams. “You almost knocked me over there.”

“Yeah... sorry,” Nate panted, running a hand through his messy hair. He groaned in pain as he brushed the dust from his knees. His fingers trembled slightly, and Isa noticed his Adam's apple bobbing nervously.

“I, uh... actually did more damage to you, didn't I?” Isa admitted guiltily, rushing back to his side and helping him brush off the dust. Almost as soon as her hands touched his body, Nate went rigid as a board, shifting self-consciously, not quite knowing what to do. Girls didn't touch him often, and the flutter of her delicate hands sent all sorts of sensations rippling through him wherever her fingers grazed.

Isa felt his tension beneath her palms, the way his muscles tightened at every touch. His skin was warm through the thin fabric of his t-shirt, and she could feel his rapid heartbeat. A perverse little spark ignited low in her belly—the same dark heat she'd felt earlier with the jogger. Only this time it was different. More dangerous. Nate was vulnerable, innocent in a way that awakened something primal in her.


Chapter 4

Their eyes met again. Those amber jewels blazed at him with fierce energy, interrupted only by the sweeping flutter of her lashes, and yet he could only hold her gaze for a few seconds before looking away, dropping his eyes to the ground. For two days—since that hot Friday night at the club—the memory of Isabella Ortega had dominated his mind. The exact moment he'd first glimpsed the brunette bombshell lived in his head, flashing before him whenever he closed his eyes, ambushing his thoughts in every quiet moment.

He could perfectly recall her glossy chestnut curls bouncing gently as she strode with such grace and confidence, one impossibly long leg after the other. Her full lips forming a radiant smile as she danced and laughed beneath the flashing lights. Her toned, sexy body in that tiny tube top and miniskirt that exposed so much golden skin and yet remained so suggestive, so teasing. And her tits, her incredible tits, round and firm and tantalizingly jiggling with every step she took, drawing every eye like a deadly siren.

She was a goddess. A world apart from the teeming masses.

And she had talked to him. To him! Never in his entire life had Nate spoken to such a hot girl. Admittedly, their conversation hadn't come anywhere near the topics Nate would have liked to bring up. But he'd replayed it over and over in his head, imagining glorious alternate realities where he'd had the courage to ask for her number, invite her on a date, do anything—anything—other than stammer in front of her and shrink back...

“Hey. Are you still with me?” Isa waved a hand in front of Nate, bringing him back down to earth. He flinched again as he focused on her face—her beautiful face—smiling up at him curiously while those long, silky lashes fluttered seductively. “Am I so boring that you zone out every time I open my mouth?”

“No!” Nate recoiled at how loud he'd blurted out the word. It definitely wiped the smile off Isa's face, not to mention making too many passersby glance around in surprise. “No,” he said quickly again, to show he actually had control over his own voice. “That's not it. You... how could you be boring? You're so... I... just...”

Damn it. Pull yourself together this time, you idiot.

Nate took a shaky breath and quietly forced himself not to completely freak out like usual. But being surprised by a girl like Isa was never good for the nerves. Especially when it normally took him ten minutes to work up the courage to even say hello.

“I'm sorry,” Isa said with a wince. “That I bumped into you, I mean. That was stupid of me, I was distracted, I...” She trailed off, a flush creeping into her cheeks. She sure as hell couldn't tell him what she'd been distracted by. Isa shifted restlessly and became aware that her near-collision with Nate had done nothing to change her condition—the crotch of her panties was still clinging to her wet pussy lips.

“It's, uh, okay.” Nate tried to think—how would Ethan handle a situation like this? He rubbed the back of his neck self-consciously, his face heating up, his mind blank as he desperately tried to come up with something, anything, to say. “I... I should have seen you coming, really. I mean, how could I miss you... you're so... so...”

Nate forced himself to concentrate as she shifted her weight from one graceful leg to the other, her wonderful hips canting seductively outward. Her running outfit was just as revealing as her club outfit, and he swallowed as his eyes were irresistibly drawn to her chest. Her breasts pressed aggressively against her sports bra, a deep valley of cleavage between them, and not for the first time he imagined what they would feel like in his hands if he could just squeeze them once...

“Oh. I've lost you again.” Isa giggled as Nate's eyes refocused. She raised an eyebrow and looked him up and down, and he winced inwardly, hoping desperately that she hadn't noticed where he'd been looking.

“You haven't,” he insisted again, his voice finally somewhat firmer. “You just... it's... you... look... really good today.” Nate had to squeeze the compliment out like the last bit of toothpaste from a crushed tube.

Shit. Oh shit. She's going to laugh in my face. Damn, this is humiliating.

“Oh yeah?” Isa glanced briefly at herself before meeting his gaze again. Her smile widened, white teeth gleaming between those glossy lips. Her movements were so practiced and confident. Of course she already knew how good she looked—he could see it in her eyes.

“Y-Yeah. Very... very sexy, even.” Silently, Nate cursed himself. Was he trying to make himself look even more like a loser than he already was?

“That's really sweet of you, Nate. You don't look bad yourself.” Her ponytail had come loose in their near-collision, and Isa stretched and retied it with an effortless twist of her hands. Nate had never really thought hair could be sexy, but as he watched it settle lightly on her back, he suddenly longed for her to repeat the movement. His fists, clenched and buried in his pockets, loosened. They were talking to each other. Talking! And he hadn't screwed it up yet!

“Thanks. I mean, I look like total garbage compared to you.” Self-deprecation could be funny if you did it right. Hadn't Ethan once said that girls don't like guys who take themselves too seriously?

“You're too hard on yourself,” Isa said, reaching out and running a single finger down his arm. Nate froze again, sure he could feel his skin sizzling beneath her touch. “At least you're not wearing a baggy hoodie today. What's up?”

“It's a bit too hot for that today. Even I have to admit that.”

“Friday night was definitely hotter than this,” Isa said with a knowing smile.

Nate let himself laugh, his shoulders relaxing a bit. The way the corners of her eyes crinkled, the sparkle in her hazel eyes, the ease of her smile—with each passing second, talking to her got easier. After this conversation and the one from Friday night, it was hard to believe that such an attractive girl was actually helping him get over his fear of talking to women.

“That... that's for sure.” But then a moment of silence fell, his smile wavering slightly. Nate's gaze lingered on Isa a beat too long before he looked away awkwardly. He kept thinking about the girl his roommate had brought home that same Friday night. He'd only caught a fleeting glimpse of her silhouette in the darkness, but it had been enough to leave him wondering who she really was ever since...

“What are you even doing out here?” Isa's cleavage shifted gently beneath her sports bra as she moved her weight from one leg to the other again. That small movement was enough to recapture Nate's full attention. “Meeting friends or something?” She leaned forward and playfully touched his chest. “Maybe those big, muscular rugby guys I saw at the park entrance, hmm?”

“Heh. Uh, not quite.” The idea that he and his friends might play any sport was so ridiculous that Nate didn't even dare joke about it. “I mean, I am meeting friends, but we... well, heh, we don't do stuff like that.”

“What do you do then?” Isa watched him with that perpetually curious smile, bordering on teasing. Nate swallowed—he knew full well he'd let a girl like her walk all over him if it meant he could just keep talking to her a little longer. It wasn't like he could hope for much more—he'd never been that kind of guy and probably never would be. The most he could hope for was that his friends would see him talking to her, an achievement that might at least earn him some cool points... whatever that was worth.

“Just... hanging out with friends.” Nate shrugged awkwardly, wishing more than anything that he was better at sounding interesting.

“Okay,” Isa said slowly, raising an eyebrow. “But you're doing something together, right? Ambrosia Beach is going to be packed today, but I know some great quiet spots if that's what you're after?”

“Oh, we're not going to the beach,” Nate laughed. “My buddy Harry hates the sun. He's paler than an albino mouse. It fries him crispy in seconds.”

Isa giggled at the image, which drew a relieved and slightly proud smile from Nate. “How does he tan then?”

Nate shrugged. “He doesn't.”

“Really?” Isa wrinkled her nose. Tanning at the beach was one of the best ways to unwind. What the hell did this guy do when he was stressed about coursework or needed time to himself?

“Hey, me neither,” Nate said, a small hint of confidence creeping into his tone after making her laugh. He stepped closer and held out his arm. “See? I'm a ghost compared to you.”

“How do you stand it?” Isa held her arm next to his. She'd always had a moderately tanned complexion, and the golden shimmer of her skin seemed to glow next to an arm that looked like little more than the long, thin bone beneath it.

A thrill of excitement ran through Nate as their skin touched, if only for a second. Even her arm was perfect—toned, smooth, and flawless—unlike his pale, slightly hairy matchstick arm with that awful birthmark on his wrist. He looked at her, and she looked back. Their eyes met again, and both chuckled softly.

Between the successful conversation, the physical contact, and the fact that he'd even made her laugh, Nate felt a growing lightness in his chest that spread through his body—an antidote dissolving the toxic rigidity of his muscles and posture. He smiled at her with more ease than he'd ever felt around a girl, and as his arm fell back to his side, a bold idea came to him, carried by his newfound confidence.

“I'll tell you what my friends and I are doing,” he said. “But you have to promise not to laugh. Or judge.”

“Ooh.” Isa tilted her head curiously. “All right, ghost boy. What's the big secret?”

Nate took a deep breath. “So, I'm meeting up with some buddies at one of their apartments. We're going to play...” He trailed off, suddenly uncertain again. What if she thought it was silly? He scraped his heel nervously across the path, but now he'd said too much. Better to just spit it out.

“...we're playing Dungeons & Dragons.” As soon as he'd said the name, regret washed over him. God, he sounded like such a nerd.

“Dungeons and Dragons?” Isa repeated slowly, as if lost in thought.

“Yeah, it's... well, I swear it's cooler than it sounds, really. It's set in this fantasy world, like... well, not fantasy, but... okay, yeah, it is fantasy, but it's really fun and... kind of like Lord of the Rings. Have you seen Lord of the Rings?” Nate noticed his palms were sweaty and hastily rubbed them dry on his faded jeans. “Ugh, I'm explaining this really badly. It's, like... really not as nerdy as everyone says. And you can create your own character, and—”

“Isn’t that the game they play in Stranger Things?” Isa asked out of nowhere. “The board game they play when they’re little kids?”

Nate swallowed, not at all happy about being compared to a group of fictional twelve-year-olds. “Um, yeah, it is. I guess.”

“I see.” A slow grin spread across Isa’s face, though at least she wasn’t laughing. “Yeah, I’ve actually heard of it. It’s supposed to be a game for nerds who live in their parents’ basement, right?”

Nate’s cheeks burned. If he’d just torpedoed her opinion of him by mentioning the game, he wasn’t sure he could even bring himself to play anymore. “Well, I’m sure those people play it too, but… everyone plays it. You know Vin Diesel plays it? It’s really fun, and… well…”

His voice dropped to barely above a murmur, his cheeks glowing like red traffic lights as he squeaked out his final suggestion: “…I think you might like it too. So, if you’re not doing anything and want to play with us… you could maybe… maybe…?”

“Play Dungeons & Dragons with you guys?” Isa raised an eyebrow, though a mischievous grin lurked beneath it. “Can’t say anyone’s ever asked me to play Dungeons & Dragons with them.”

Nate’s face was still bright red, but the color was slowly draining. She wasn’t completely making fun of him, and that was a start. He opened his mouth to respond, not even sure what he wanted to say… and shocked himself with the words that came out.

“Well, this might be the only time anyone asks you. So maybe you should take me up on my offer?” He froze. She did too. It was hardly a controversial statement, but it was so… unlike him. A slightly cheeky remark that would’ve fit better in Ethan’s mouth than his own. He could perfectly imagine his roommate saying it. But not him. Never him.

Isa’s grin took on a hint of curiosity beneath her narrowed eyes. She glanced around quickly, as if checking whether anyone nearby might know her, before moving closer to him. “Well, well, well. How bold of you, Nate. And why do you want me to play with you guys so badly?” Nate swallowed—it took every ounce of willpower not to stare at the generous cleavage right in front of him. She was so close he could smell the faint lavender scent of her hair, and when he finally answered, his voice sounded hollow and distant.

“I… just think you’d like it. Might be a nice change from, I don’t know, parties and stuff? And, well, we need a fifth player and I… I honestly don’t have any other friends… and I just think you might find it entertaining or… something like that. You know? I could… teach you how to play?”

“Hmm.” Isa giggled softly as she stepped back. He watched her with such intensity, as if his life depended on her answer. Was she really interested in playing Dungeons & Dragons? Not really. At least she didn’t think so.

But something about Nate almost made her want to say yes, and she couldn’t for the life of her put her finger on what it was. He undeniably had a certain charm… a nerdy-innocent charm. It was like a breath of fresh air, spending time with a straight guy who didn’t want to sleep with her. Or at least one who didn’t make it obvious, if he did. Not to mention she could already imagine the stunned faces of Nate’s friends when he brought her to their nerd game—that alone would probably be worth it.

“What do you say?” Nate rubbed his hands together nervously, searching Isa’s face for a reaction. “I’ll show you the basics myself. The two of us could have fun together in a hands-on one-on-one session or something?”

His face began to redden again before his brain even fully registered what he’d just said. Both of them realized how that sentence had sounded. A look of sheer horror crossed Nate’s face, but Isa was only speechless for a moment before she burst out laughing. “Oh my God! Nate! You cheeky little flirt!”

“That… that’s not what I meant!” Nate stammered frantically, his face turning more beet-red with every word as he desperately tried to salvage the situation. “That came out completely wrong, I didn’t mean to… I just meant…”

But Isa just kept giggling. Even though it was completely unintentional, Nate’s slip-up was the first remotely sexual thing he’d said or done during their entire conversation—if you didn’t count the constant “secret” glances at her chest, stomach, and legs. It might have been a mistake. But Isa was smart enough to know it didn’t come from nowhere, and a spark of excitement fluttered in her stomach as she wondered if he’d been unconsciously pushing himself to make a move on her the whole time.

“But of course, Nate. What did you have in mind?” A cheeky, confident smile lit up Isa’s face as she looked at the embarrassed nerd before her. “How private should it be? Just you and me? All alone?”

Nate shook his head so wildly it looked like he was having a seizure. “No, no, never, I—”

“Never?” Isa pouted with feigned disappointment, sticking out her lower lip. “So you don’t want a private session with me?”

Nate’s mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water. “I… no, I’d love to… I mean… I didn’t mean to…”

“Let me guess: the two of us in a small room wearing nothing but underwear?” Nate’s eyes rolled back so far at those words that he seemed on the verge of fainting. Isa nearly burst out laughing—but she was having too much fun to stop now. “Is that the kind of private session you want with me?”

“I’d give anything for that... but not like this, I... Isa, I swear...”

“Maybe we could even go further?” Isa stepped closer to Nate, her eyes full of mischief. His breath caught in his throat, his stammering dying away completely. He wanted nothing more than to sink into the ground as she posed in front of him, running her thumb along the shoulder strap of her sports bra. “We could play a special version where I’m completely naked—”

“Okay, I get it!” Nate cried out, throwing his hands up in desperation. “Just forget it. It was a stupid idea anyway.” His lips pressed together, trembling slightly, and after considering a thousand other things he could say, he went ice cold. His tortured expression was enough to make Isa pause. Her beaming grin wavered at the edges.

“Oh... Nate, I was just kidding. I know what you meant. I was just having a little—”

“Fun?” The single word dripped with scorn as Nate crossed his arms over his chest. “You were just having a little fun, right? That’s all a girl like you does, isn’t it? Have fun.” The memory of Friday night, how she’d mocked him then too when he asked her out, ignited his anger. His words sped up, outpacing his brain. “It was the same on Friday, I suppose? You wanted to have fun, and to hell with everyone else. I mean, why else would you go home with—”

Nate’s growing tirade died instantly as his brain kicked back in and he realized he was about to say too much. But the look on Isa’s face told him he’d stopped far too late. He dropped his gaze to the ground, remorseful, while she stared at him icily.

“With who?” Isa narrowed her eyes, and her heart began to beat a little faster. “Who did I go home with?” Did he know about Ethan? How could he possibly know that?

Nate groaned inwardly. Now he’d done it. If he could have taken back his outburst, he would have without hesitation. But already in over his head with no rescue in sight, all he could do was take a deep breath and plunge ahead. “You... Ethan. You went home with... with Ethan.”

“I see.” Isa’s entire body language changed abruptly. Her shoulders stiffened. Her face darkened as she lowered her head, and she crossed her arms defensively under her chest. “So you know about that, do you?”

“Of course I know. I’m his roommate, remember?”

“And? What? I assume Ethan told you or something? Did he brag about us hooking up?”

“No. No, I... I didn’t really know for sure until just now. But I thought I saw you leaving our apartment that night.”

Isa’s eyes widened. “That’s impossible. What do you mean? How did you see me?”

“I was literally standing in the hallway. I left my room to get some water and saw you leave.” Nate took a deep breath to calm himself. “Of course you didn’t notice me. Why would you notice me, hm?”

“Hey!” Isa said irritably. “I had enough on my mind, thank you very much!” The panic that had overwhelmed her when she realized Ethan had cum inside her returned in an unwelcome wave.

Nate snorted contemptuously. “Yeah? Like what? What color you’d paint your nails the next day?”

“No, not my damn nails!” Isa’s voice grew louder, and Nate visibly flinched. “If you must know, I was completely freaking out because your stupid, idiotic roommate decided to cum—” She stopped just in time. Too much information. Too private. There was no need to tell Nate about that.

Silence spread between them. At the same time, they both remembered where they were and looked around awkwardly, hoping they hadn’t accidentally caused a scene. No one on the relatively empty path seemed to be paying them any attention, but they lowered their voices to a whisper anyway.

“What? What did he do?” Nate’s voice was laced with concern.

“He... nothing,” Isa replied, looking away awkwardly. “It’s nothing.”

“Did he hurt you or something?” Nate sounded incredulous. “He can be an idiot, sure, but I didn’t think he was capable of something like that—”

“He didn’t hurt me,” Isa snapped, annoyed more than anything at being reminded of the still unresolved problem Ethan had caused. His cum remained inside her, and the morning-after pill still sat on her nightstand, completely untouched. She had three more days to take it. But the last two had flown by, and the fact that she was hesitating was proof enough that she was being far too careless about the whole thing.

For a full ten seconds, Nate said nothing. Obviously something was wrong. He knew Ethan could be a smug ass, but he’d never suspected him of doing anything bad to someone. “Do you... do you want to talk about it?”

“No.” Isa waved a hand in front of her face. “It’s really fine. He didn’t do anything terrible, it’s just... a problem, okay? I have a... a problem because of that night. And I’ll deal with it later. Okay?”

Nate’s jaw dropped. Now he understood. There was only one thing she could possibly be talking about. “Holy shit,” he gasped. “Damn, Isa, did... did Ethan get you pregnant?”

“No!” Isa cried out, stepping back and shaking her head. She nearly tripped over her own feet as she stepped off the path into the grass, saved only by Nate's quick grab at her arm. “No, no, no!” She surprised herself by bursting into laughter—stunned, slightly panicked laughter.

The absurd thing was, Nate's assumption wasn't entirely wrong. Especially if she kept doing nothing about it. Isa's cheeks began to flush at the thought, at the memory of what was on the line for her. Like clockwork, the familiar heat flared between her legs, growing more intense with each passing second. The same heat she'd felt earlier—in her room, on the tram, and while jogging through the park.

Isa noticed Nate was still staring at her and cleared her throat loudly, trying to collect herself. “Um... sorry, heh... uh, what were we talking about?”

“We... I asked if Ethan got you pregnant.”

“Right.” Isa's cheeks glowed, and she let out another silly giggle. “No, he... he didn't.” She bit her lip to keep from laughing more. But he sure as hell tried his best. Her pussy had started dripping again, adding to the wet spot already soaking through her panties, and she fidgeted with the white drawstrings of her shorts while Nate blinked in confusion.

“Well... that's good,” Nate said, surprised by the relief flooding through him. He barely knew Isa—why the hell did he care whether she was pregnant or not? Maybe a girl like her even deserved a reality check like that...

A little disturbed at himself, Nate abruptly halted that train of thought. What kind of thing was that to think? If he didn't know Isa well enough to care whether she was pregnant, he certainly didn't know her well enough to think she deserved it.

There had been a few girls at his school who'd gotten pregnant. Not many, but enough to cause a minor scandal. All had dropped out soon after, but thanks to an effective combination of social media and old-fashioned gossip, Nate had a pretty good idea of where most of them had ended up. One was happily married against all odds to the guy who'd knocked her up. Another, however, was now on her third pregnancy with her third absent baby daddy, the marks of sleeplessness, stress, and weight gain clearly visible. The whole thing seemed like a gamble of epic proportions to Nate. Did he even understand what he was wishing on Isa?

Sleeping with Ethan wasn't a crime. Dozens of nameless girls had done the same, and he felt no contempt, no anger toward them. Isa just happened to be the first one who'd talked to him before Ethan stuck his dick in her.

Still, Nate felt frustrated as he looked at Isa. He didn't want to. But he did. And he just couldn't figure out why.

“Hey, Nate? Oh, did I lose you again?” Isa's bright, playful smile came back into his field of vision as Nate collected himself and shook off his thoughts. Her posture had relaxed again. “You're very quiet.” Her smile faltered a little, followed by a sigh of disappointment. “Ugh, are you still mad at me? Look, I didn't mean to upset you, I was just—”

“No, no, it's okay,” Nate said hastily, raising his hands. His heart lifted as she smiled again, making his chest feel weightless. He smiled back, couldn't help it. And Nate realized in that moment that while he was indeed angry at someone, that someone wasn't her at all.

“I'm not mad at you... not really. I think I'm... I think I'm mad at myself.”

“Oh.” Isa blinked, unsure what to say.

“Yeah, I... I feel like I failed on Friday. Like I missed my chance. I shouldn't be mad at you or Ethan. It's my fault. I should have tried harder with you. But I didn't. But I think I would have if I'd known you were so... so...”

Nate trailed off, searching for the right word. But there was no right word for what he was thinking, not without insulting her or implying something he didn't mean. Isa seemed to be thinking along the same lines—she'd tilted her head curiously to the side, though there was more understanding in her eyes than her indifferent smile let on.

“You didn't realize I was so... what?” The implication seemed obvious. Isa knew exactly what many guys thought about her, and had long since learned to deal with it. Whatever they wanted to read into the way she acted, looked, and presented herself was up to them, and it didn't bother her as long as she lived how she wanted. Besides, it was much easier to ignore another one of Nate's obvious faux pas than to make a big deal out of it.

But the idea that Nate thought the same of her—as a cocktease, bimbo, or maybe even a slut—aroused her more than she would have expected. Isa stepped closer to him, still playing clueless, though his implication was so clear she almost worried it wouldn't work.

“I... I didn't mean it like that either,” Nate said, growing increasingly embarrassed again as he covered his face with his hands. A soft groan escaped through his fingers. When he removed them seconds later, red marks lingered on his anguished face. “I... I'm such an idiot, Isa. I'm sorry. I... I can't seem to say anything right to you.” He laughed, almost a little relieved at this personal revelation.

“Nate, it's okay, I—”

“No, it's not okay. I want... I don't want to imply anything I don't mean. It's just... kind of... damn frustrating, you know?” Nate began pacing back and forth, pausing repeatedly to look at Isa. “I'm not going to lie, I... I really feel like I missed a chance with you. Not that I expected anything to happen, but... but...” He paused, shook his head, and tried again. When he continued, his words came out rapid-fire, like a machine gun, as if he only had moments to live and had to tell her everything before the end.

“Look, I know I don’t have a snowball’s chance in hell with you. Ethan’s the one who gets the girls, not me. And it’s always been that way. Always.” Nate’s face had started to turn bright red, his chest tightening as everything spilled out like foam from a beer poured too fast. “I... I can’t talk to girls. I can’t flirt with them. I’ve never, ever been on a date—I wouldn’t even know what to talk about. And... and I’m a virgin.”

Nate paused. Before continuing, he drew a deep, heavy breath and let it out, watching Isa carefully, bracing himself for her to burst into laughter at any moment. But she didn’t.

“I’ve never had sex. I... I haven’t even had a blowjob.” Finally, he fell silent, his face redder than a ripe strawberry.

A long silence filled the small space between them. The sounds of the park—the laughter, the distant splashing from the lake, the barking of dogs—all of it seemed so far away. Nate stared at his shoes, absently scuffing at the path, still breathing heavily after his tirade.

“Is... is that true?” Isa asked slowly. “You’ve really never had a blowjob?” That wasn’t good. Even the nerdy guys at her high school had gotten at least some kind of action from the equally nerdy girls over the years.

Nate nodded. “Yeah. It’s true. It’s pathetic, I know.”


Chapter 5

“It's... it's not like that, Nate, it isn't.” How long had all of this been bottled up inside him? Isa could only grimace in response, fidgeting as more than a hint of sympathy for Nate gnawed at her. The idea that there might be something she could do to make him feel better flickered through her mind, but she came up empty. Realistically, was there anything she could say right now to help him feel better?

I'm sorry to hear that. Yeah, sure, exactly what every guy wanted to hear. Empty sympathy.

You just need more confidence. It was the truth, honestly, but people didn't always want to hear the truth.

What if I gave you a blowjob? Hah. But now wasn't the time for jokes.

Isa blinked in the harsh midday light. The last thought, intrusive as it had been, was so clear she could have sworn someone had whispered it in her ear. The warm air carried the scent of cut grass and sunscreen, but beneath it lay something else—the salty smell of her own arousal pooling between her legs. She glanced over her shoulder, just to make sure, but no one was there, no evidence she'd actually thought it. Except for the persistent impression it left, burrowing deeper into her mind with each passing second.

Why couldn't I do it?

No. That would be crazy. She barely knew the guy. This was horny Isa again, thinking with her pussy instead of her brain, entertaining stupid, foolish, slutty ideas that had no business being entertained. Her fingers twitched involuntarily, as if wanting to touch the fabric of her shorts, right where the heat pulsed strongest.

And yet...

The heat swirling in her belly hadn't dissipated. The memory of Friday night, of what Ethan had done to her, danced mockingly in endless circles through her head. How he'd pressed her against the wall, how his hands had gripped her hips, how he'd filled her until she'd begged for mercy. If Nate had been in the house the whole time... how much had he heard? Had he heard her screams when Ethan made her come?

Isa's clit, already sensitive, throbbed harder with each heartbeat. Her hand drifted to her waistband, and only the awareness of where she was stopped her from going further. Had Nate listened to her getting fucked by Ethan? Had he listened to her getting creampied? Had he jerked off to it? Restlessness tore through Isa, and her fingers trembled as they toyed with the waistband of her shorts, desperate to slip beneath the soaked fabric of her panties.

Think about how happy it would make him. You'd be doing a good deed. The thought even made her feel strangely empowered. Only she could help Nate, only she could make him the man he could be. He just needed a little guidance—guidance that only her lips, her tongue, and her hot breath could provide. She imagined how he would tremble under her touch, how his hands would sink into her hair, how he would moan her name.

A mischievous grin spread across Isa's face as the full depravity of what she was considering hit her. If she really was the kind of girl who went home with random guys and let them creampie her, wasn't this just another facet of being the kind of girl who blew nerds in the middle of busy public spaces? The thought of kneeling here while joggers and families passed by sent another wave of wetness flooding between her legs.

“I'm sorry,” Nate sighed, shrinking uncomfortably under the weight of the long silence that had fallen. His voice sounded brittle, vulnerable. “I know I just totally killed the mood. You probably think I'm a huge loser, right? Or an even bigger loser than you already thought. All the other girls do. I don't even know why I told you all that.”

His desperation was so tangible that Isa could almost taste it—bitter and sharp on her tongue. The way his shoulders slumped forward, how he avoided eye contact, how his hands nervously plucked at his shirt. He looked like a wounded animal, and something primitive in her wanted to comfort him, to heal him.

Isa's response came without a single moment of hesitation. “Maybe you just want me to blow you?”

“Maybe I want... what?!” Nate's slow, self-pitying head shake transformed into a whirlwind of frantic denial. His face turned, impossibly, an even darker shade of red. The flush crept up his neck like fire, and Isa could see his Adam's apple bobbing nervously. “No, no, no, that's not what I meant, I swear! I would never... I swear, I mean... I mean, you're so damn hot, Isa, but I didn't... I would never... I... I...”

He stumbled back a step and gathered his thoughts as best he could. His eyes widened, as if he was just now realizing what she'd said. She was messing with him again. She had to be.

“...you're joking.” Despite everything, his face fell. His voice was barely more than a whisper. “You're just messing with me, right?”

“It's like you said. I just like to have fun,” Isa said coyly, taking one precise step forward to bring him back within arm's reach. Her movement was feline, fluid, and she watched his eyes drift involuntarily to her hips, outlined beneath the thin fabric of her shorts. “But I know more than one way to have fun, Nate.”

Nate swallowed hard. The sound was so loud in the still air that Isa could hear it. Of course she was joking. In what world could he ever imagine that a girl like Isabella Ortega would ever consent to so much as touch his cock with the tip of her little finger? Let alone do something as utterly outrageous as actually take it in her mouth. He'd seen for himself what kind of guys she talked to and danced with, the ones she was actually interested in, and how she'd brushed off his own trembling advances with a shake of her hair and a rosy grin.

Maybe it wasn't even just a joke. Nate felt a spark of anger resurface. There was no need for her to mock him like this. He knew full well she was light-years out of his league. As if he should take her empty, insulting offer of a pity blowjob seriously.

As if it was the best he could ever hope for.

Nate took another step back and grimaced as he turned away. The park seemed, even on such a sun-drenched day, a little less bright now that her ravishing face was no longer in his line of sight. The shadows of the trees suddenly seemed longer, cooler. But Nate had been mocked by girls like her his entire life, and the weight of all those accumulated rejections had made it clear when something just wasn't right. It certainly wasn't easy to walk away from the hottest girl he'd ever spoken to for more than a few seconds, even if she was teasing him. But it was definitely preferable to looking like a fool and dredging up so many painful memories.

“Well, uh, listen.” Nate's steps were faster now, increasing his distance from Isa and forcing him to raise his voice a little. He watched her face crease with confusion—as if he'd fall for her tricks so easily. The crunch of gravel under his feet sounded like breaking bones. “It was really great seeing you again, Isa. But I, uh, I really have to go. I… I'm sorry.” Before he could give himself time to reconsider or fall back under the enchanting spell of the brunette bombshell, he spun on his heel and began walking as fast as he could toward the lake. “Well, I guess, uh… I guess I'll see you around!”

Isa stood still and watched him hurry away. His figure grew smaller with each step, and she felt something unexpected in her chest—disappointment? Regret? Her fingers twitched again, and this time she didn't resist the urge to let them slip under the waistband of her shorts. The warm, wet feeling between her legs was overwhelming, and she rubbed herself briefly through the thin fabric of her panties before reason returned.

Isa stared after him in disbelief. What the hell had just happened? Had she been rejected… by him? Was he playing some kind of weird reverse psychology? Did he want her to chase him? She noticed how he kept looking back over his shoulder at her as he hurried away, farther and farther. His figure grew smaller, but his nervous glances betrayed that he was just as confused as she was.

Isa's pussy, dripping and aroused, whimpered in disappointment as Nate shrank in the distance. The warm throbbing between her legs intensified, as if her body was protesting this sudden interruption. It surprised her, despite her awareness of her own arousal, and her hand jumped to her thigh as she felt another pulse of protest. The heat spread through her body, pooling deep in her core like a well about to overflow. Already it was spilling over, Isa's needy hole desperate for the release that had seemed so tangible just moments ago.

She couldn't let Nate get away. Not when she was so close to satisfying herself. Isa hesitated as her skin flushed with heat, her body begging her to do something, anything to finally release the tension that had been building mercilessly between her legs since she'd left her apartment… or possibly even earlier. Her nipples rubbed against the fabric of her bra, each movement a small reminder of her desire.

Nate was hardly the type of man Isa normally went for. But that barely mattered to her at this point. There was just something slightly taboo about the whole situation that sent waves of lust rolling through her stomach. The idea that she was so insatiable, so unforgivably horny that she was actually willing to give herself to this nerdy little virgin and rock his world, just to satisfy her own cravings. The thought alone made her pussy even wetter.

And so Isa walked as fast as possible to catch up with him. Not running. That would just be embarrassing. But Nate's lanky legs were longer than hers, and Isa bit back her frustration as she realized she wasn't gaining any ground. Her sandals clattered on the hot asphalt, and she felt beads of sweat forming on her forehead.

“Hey! Wait!” Her face burned like a radiator as she broke into a jog. Several people turned around, but she did her best to ignore them as the distance between her and Nate closed. Her breasts bounced with each step, and she felt her shorts rubbing against her wet thighs. “Nate! Wait!”

Finally he stopped and turned around, his pupils widening in alarm as Isa came to a stop beside him. His face was flushed, whether from exertion or embarrassment, she couldn't tell. He opened his mouth to say something, but she cut him off first, irritation gnawing at her.

“Hey? What the hell? Where are you going?” Isa reached for Nate's arm, and he jerked it back as if she'd burned him. She stood facing him with her hands on her wide hips, feeling her shorts stretch even tighter around her curves. “I offer you a blowjob and you just turn around and ignore me?”

“Look, Isa, I don't know what game you're trying to play here—”

“Game? Who said this is a game? I'm not interested in playing games with you.” Isa watched Nate in disbelief. How was it possible that this virgin loser was so unused to being pursued that he couldn't recognize she was serious? His insecurity was almost sweet, in a way that only intensified her arousal.

“Well, at least we're clear on that,” Nate said. He started to turn away again, and Isa grabbed his shoulder. His skin was warm and slightly damp beneath her palm.

“Nate! I'm serious. I'll do it.”

“No, you won't. I mean... there's no way you're actually serious.”

His eyes bored into hers defiantly, yet still trembled slightly as he called her supposed bluff. Isa froze briefly, truly feeling the size difference between them for the first time as he towered over her. His shadow fell across her, and she caught the faint scent of his aftershave mixed with the salty tang of sweat. Then she thrust her chest out, lifted her head, and returned his stubborn gaze. If he wouldn't believe her, she'd just have to prove it to him.

“Think again. I'm completely serious. I give incredible blowjobs. Probably because I have a long tongue. Look.” She opened her mouth and playfully stuck out her tongue, wiggling it back and forth like a rock star. A shiver of delight ran through her as his mouth dropped open in astonishment and he stared at her moist, pink tongue. “Why wouldn't I give you one? Because this won't just be your first blowjob ever. This will be the best blowjob you'll ever have.”

She pulled her tongue back and slowly licked her lips, watching his Adam's apple bob nervously. The power she had over him was intoxicating.


Chapter 6

Nate's mouth still hung open. His cock had sprung to life in his jeans at the sight of her warm, wet tongue as he briefly imagined what it would feel like if she licked along his length. Just like he'd seen in so many videos. Blood rushed in his ears like a distant waterfall. There was no way she was serious. He swallowed hard as sweat broke out under his arms and a salty taste collected on his upper lip. But she had a point. Why shouldn't she give him one?

If she was serious.

His eyes locked onto the magnificent curves of her seductive hourglass figure, shown off so effortlessly in her little running outfit. Those intense hazel eyes blinked dreamily up at him, a stark contrast to his own glassy, unmoving stare. God, she was so damn hot, and there was no risk in admitting that. With her sleek hair, brown and warm like cocoa, tied into that cute ponytail, and her incredible ass straining the seams of those tiny pink shorts... The fabric stretched with every movement, as if it might give way at any moment. Nate could feel the heat from her skin even though she stood three feet away. The sweet scent of her perfume mixed with the salty tang of her sweat.

The look on her face abruptly cut off his thoughts. Maybe it was the mischievous smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. Or how she bit down on her thumb tip, how her hips swayed back and forth, the dancing light behind her eyes as they flashed playfully up and down his body and lingered noticeably at his crotch. The way her tongue briefly slid over her lower lip sent his blood rushing south. His palms grew damp, and he felt his muscles tense.

“If you're serious,” Nate said slowly, weighing each word carefully as if pouring precious wine, “then you'd give me a blowjob right now. Right here. In Paradise Park.” As soon as he'd spoken the last word, his hands began to tremble. His pulse hammered against his temples like a jackhammer. It was over the top. It was so unlike him. But somehow he recognized it was almost a win-win situation. Either he could walk away and say he'd tried, preserving a bit of dignity—more than if he'd jumped at her suggestion...

...or he would actually get a blowjob from her. Unimaginable, inconceivable—a real blowjob.

Isa thoughtfully rolled her tongue against the inside of her cheek, then crossed her arms under her chest. The movement pushed her breasts upward as they settled heavily on her arms and pressed insistently against her sports bra. The thin material stretched, and Nate could make out the contours of her nipples through the fabric—small hard points pressing against the Lycra. Nate's gaze darted to her chest, then away, then back again, unsure whether she was doing it intentionally or not. His throat went dry as sandpaper. When she finally spoke again, her words were as careful as his.

“Maybe I would. But that would be an awfully slutty thing to do. Just walking around handing out blowjobs in the park. That's not something a nice girl would do.”

For a moment, Nate's stomach sank like the Titanic. Was she rejecting him after all? Had he blown his chance with her again? His palms went clammy, and he felt his gut clench. A cold shiver ran down his spine, followed by a wave of nausea.

But she was still watching him attentively. Her arms fell to her sides, brushing her bare, athletic thighs before she clasped her hands behind her back. The movement straightened her posture, made her breasts appear even more prominent, and emphasized the narrow line of her waist. Nate breathed evenly as he met her gaze and summoned every ounce of his wits. The warm afternoon air carried the scent of fresh-cut grass and jasmine.

No, that didn't make sense. If she wanted to reject him, she would have just done it. Or walked away. Just like Friday night. This was something else. A game. A challenge. He could see it in the way her eyes sparkled, how she kept her lips slightly parted.

Nate thought back to all his rounds of Dungeons & Dragons. There were pages upon pages of rules—almost too many to keep track of. So many that some people just made up their own interpretations instead of sticking to the proper ones. They bent them to their own advantage, to fit their own narrative. Nate had seen it a million times. And he realized with a small smile that Isa had just revealed her understanding of the rules to him.

“So, that's it? You're a nice girl? You're saying you wouldn't do slutty things?” His move made, Nate held his breath. His voice sounded rougher than intended, hoarse with nervousness.

“I'm just saying that a nice girl would only do something so slutty if someone made her,” Isa countered, returning his smile. Her eyes sparkled like cut gemstones. A light breeze played with the loose strands of her ponytail.

She wasn't denying anything. Nate took a deep breath to calm his nerves. His path was laid out before him. But first he had to cover all the bases. His hands clenched into fists, then relaxed again. His knuckles had gone white.

“It would be pretty mean if someone made a nice girl do something like that,” he said carefully. “Especially if she didn't want to.”

“Who says she wouldn't want to?” Isa asked lightly. A devilish grin lit up her face while her eyes sparkled like opals. “In fact, I think she'd like it. Very, very much.” She bit her lower lip, and Nate felt his cock press against the zipper of his jeans. The metal was cold against his heated skin.

Nate swallowed hard. Despite Isa's confirmation, a whole new wave of fear washed over him—an unpleasant, suffocating flood that made his whole body ache. Sweat gathered in his palms. He knew what he had to do, what he had to say. His chest felt tight, as if an invisible hand were squeezing his ribs.

But he had never, ever had a girl throw herself at him so willingly, let alone one who was so breathtakingly beautiful, so insanely desirable as Isabella Ortega. That alone was enough to make him want to run away, to keep running and never stop until he was as far from Riviera City as possible. At the same time, he was clear-headed enough to know—with all its brutal implications—that he would never get another opportunity like this. He would hate himself on some level forever, always wondering, if he lost his nerve now and turned her down.

He was still a virgin. Twenty-one years old and a virgin. A twenty-one-year-old virgin who was leaving university in six months with nothing to show for it. The realization burned in his chest like acid. His hands trembled, and he felt his knees go weak.

What did he really have to lose at this point if he tried? At least he could say he'd tried. The sun beat down on his back, and he felt his t-shirt clinging to his damp skin.

“Fine. Then suck... s-suck my cock.” Nate winced as his nerves failed him again. It sounded like he was insulting her. Still, he resisted the urge to apologize, and instead added much more firmly: “...p-please?”

“Please?” Isa only giggled and shook her head slightly. The sound was like silver bells, but it stung his chest. Her eyes flashed with amusement, and Nate felt his cheeks heat up.

It was innocent enough, but Nate felt a pang of unease at her smile—she was completely unimpressed by him, her eyes crinkling with amusement. Something flared up inside him... a caged beast trying to escape. His jaw muscles tensed. A strange feeling of power rose within him, dark and untamed. Whether it had been there all along or was born in that moment, he would never know, even years later. But all that mattered in those crucial seconds was the way he puffed out his chest, gathered every spark of courage he could muster, looked her straight in the eyes, and spoke the sentence that would change his life forever.

“I said blow me in those damn bushes right now, you... you slut.”

Isa had never moved faster. Her hand flew to Nate's wrist, and she pulled him off the path across the grass. Her fingers were warm and firm around his wrist, her skin soft against his. He could feel her pulse against his skin, fast and excited.

He stumbled after her, still not quite able to believe what words had come out of his mouth. Did I really just call her a slut? His stomach twisted as she turned around and beamed at him—a captivating look with such daring energy that his heart leaped while he stared back, trembling. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing quickened. The grass rustled softly beneath their feet, and he could smell the earthy scent of damp soil and crushed leaves. His own steps were unsteady, as if he were walking on a swaying ship.

They reached a small grove about twenty meters from the path, a handful of green willows with low-hanging leaves crowning a small hill near the lake. The air was cooler here, thicker, filled with the scent of damp earth and fresh foliage. Musky traces of rotting leaves mixed with the sweet aroma of wildflowers. The branches parted obediently as they rustled through, pushing deeper and deeper until the sounds of the park around them were safely muffled. Only the chirping of hidden insects and the distant lapping of the lake penetrated the green canopy. Nate's heart pounded so loudly he was sure she must be able to hear it—a wild drumming that shook his ribs. Isa pushed Nate back against a tree trunk before immediately dropping into a deep crouch right in front of him. The bark was rough against his shirt, and he felt every ridge through the thin fabric—small bumps pressing into his shoulder blades.

Nate's heart somersaulted in his throat as he felt her fingers tugging at the zipper of his jeans, and he lifted his gaze to the canopy above, wincing as his head hit hard bark. Sunbeams filtered through the green lattice of leaves, casting dancing shadows on his face. What the hell was she doing? Surely she wouldn't actually— His thoughts shattered like glass, unable to form into a clear picture.

The zipper of his jeans came down with a sharp, quick tug, pinched between Isa's insistent thumb and forefinger. The metallic buzz cut through the forest silence like a knife. His dismay must have been written all over his face, because Isa looked up and grinned at him disarmingly, her perfect teeth gleaming like a row of diamonds. “Relax, babe,” she purred, running her nails over his thigh, leaving little scratches that burned through the denim, “I don't bite. Well, not yet anyway.” Her voice was like warm honey flowing over his frayed nerves.

Nate couldn't get a word out. His mind was foggy, caught between panic and a dark, hungry desire he didn't want to name. Sweat gathered in his palms as he clenched them into fists. He could only stare down at Isa as she struggled with the stubborn fabric of his jeans, trying to open the stiff button. Her fingers were skilled but impatient—she tugged at the metal until her knuckles turned white. Her gaze drifted up to meet his, and their eyes locked, caught in a magnetic intensity that fused them in that moment—a moment when neither knew exactly where they stood with each other. The air between them vibrated with tension, thick and electric.

Isa's excited smile wavered briefly, and for a moment she seemed to shrink under his intense gaze. Her cheeks flushed slightly, and she bit her lower lip. “This, uh... doesn't usually take this long.” Her voice had risen a pitch, less confident.

“It's okay,” Nate stammered awkwardly, finally tearing his gaze away. He looked hastily from side to side, like a deer in headlights, searching for escape routes that didn't exist. Okay? Right now he felt anything but okay—his stomach was a knot of fear and desire. “Look, before this goes any further... this is just a joke, right? You're messing with me? I mean, we both know there's no way you're actually going to blow me.” The words tumbled out of him, hasty and desperate.

He tried to keep a clear head, but his body was already betraying him. It felt almost like being back at school—the same helplessness, the same certainty that he was the punchline of some joke. Maybe Isa's friends were hiding out of sight, filming him with their phones and laughing to themselves? Watching with bated breath, giggling at how she'd bring him to the edge of hope and then leave him standing there with his pants down. The video would be all over school by tomorrow. There was no way a girl as outrageously hot as Isabella Ortega actually wanted to suck his dick, right?

“Is that seriously what you think? Like I have nothing better to do. Ah-ha!” Isa let out a triumphant cry as she finally popped the button on Nate's jeans, and his head jerked as she yanked them down his thighs to his knees in one swift motion. The rough denim scraped over his skin, leaving red streaks on his pale legs. The heat of the day seeped through the leaves and brushed over his exposed, skinny legs, making him shiver at the sudden contrast.

“We're just having a little fun, remember?” Isa continued, giving him a cheeky wink. Her breath ghosted over the thin cotton of his plaid boxers as she spoke—warm and humid and full of promise. Nate's entire body tensed like a taut wire as his cock, already swelling rapidly, strained against the thin fabric toward her. The cotton stretched taut, barely concealing the swelling beneath.

Ignoring its owner's apprehension, Nate's most inexperienced organ seemed to know exactly what was coming. Blood rushed from his swimming head to his groin, a hot surge that left him dizzy. It surged forward with undeniable force and determination, scenting an opportunity that had finally arrived after all those years of dormancy. His boxers stretched painfully, and he felt a damp spot forming where the tip pressed against the fabric.

“Well, well. Looks like someone's eager to have a little fun,” Isa said with a mischievous grin. Her eyes glittered with pleasure as she watched his reaction. It took a second or two for Nate to even notice that Isa's slender fingers had wrapped around his rapidly swelling cock, though still outside his boxers. Her hand was warm and soft, but her grip was firm and purposeful. She rubbed her thumb deliberately over his tip, drawing a soft moan from him as his cock twitched in her grasp. The sound escaped him involuntarily, raw and hungry.

Isa's mischievous expression began to fade, however, as she looked down at her hand and the clothed cock it held. It pulsed against her palm like a living thing, its rising heat seeping through the fabric into her skin. The intensity surprised her—she'd expected to control him, but instead it felt like she was holding something wild and unpredictable. She loosened her grip, eyes widening in disbelief as she realized Nate's hard cock was still growing. The fabric of his boxers stretched further, threatening to tear.

“Oh my God,” Isa said, looking up at Nate and then back down at his crotch, astonished. Her eyes widened, and her free hand flew to her mouth in shock. For the first time that day, she seemed speechless, her self-assurance cracking like thin ice.


Chapter 7

Six inches. Seven. Eight. Nate blew past every mark with flying colors, each additional inch of rigid flesh defying belief. Isa could hardly believe it. It just wouldn’t stop. The thick shaft pulsed in her hand like a living creature, the skin velvety soft over the hard core, while warm veins throbbed beneath her fingertips.

“You’re kidding me,” Isa gasped, slowly shaking her head. “Damn, Nate, did you make a deal with the devil or something? How did you end up with this beast between your legs?” She stepped back slightly, her sneakers scraping in the dirt. The damp leaves beneath her feet gave way, releasing the earthy scent of autumn and decay. “It’s so... how can it... oh my god.”

Nate was at a loss for words again. Part of him wondered if he should thank her. He’d always been embarrassed about his size, convinced that if anything, he was too big. But Isa seemed fascinated as she weighed him in her hand and poked at him like a kitten with a ball of yarn, her mouth just open enough to match the fascination in her wide hazel eyes. Her pupils were dilated, dark with desire, and her lips glistened wetly, as if she’d just licked them. His chest was still tight with nervousness, and he swallowed hard to push down his rising panic.

Yet as he stared, he also hoped she’d follow through with whatever she had in store for him. If nothing else, just to prove he wouldn’t wake up alone in his bed, stained by the sticky aftermath of a tormenting wet dream. Reality felt too intense, too tangible—the rough bark of the tree against his back, the sweet scent of her skin mixed with the salty aroma of his own arousal.

“God, Nate, you’re huge.” Isa’s gaze finally met his again. Her cheeks were flushed, and a thin film of sweat made her skin shimmer in the filtered sunlight. “You’re so damn hard. Would it be okay if I... can I...” The college beauty’s brain seemed to short-circuit for a moment before she collected herself. Her free hand wandered to her own body, stroking her flat stomach as if she could no longer ignore the heat spreading there. “You said you’d never had a blowjob?”

“That’s right,” Nate stammered, blushing at the reminder of his perpetual virginity. His voice cracked, and he felt his balls tighten, heavy and full of need.

“Does that mean you’ve also never had a... you know...” Isa made a jerking motion with her hand, and Nate just shook his head in response. Her fingers gripped him tighter, and he twitched involuntarily, a soft moan escaping his lips.

“Holy shit,” Isa said. She licked her lips, her voice thick with lustful greed. The monster cock was hers. All hers. Her pussy throbbed with need, warm wetness gathering between her legs and making her shorts sticky.

Isa’s hands jumped to the waistband of Nate’s boxers and yanked hard. The garment wasn’t so much removed as shoved aside by the titanic rod staring at her so imperiously. A mild breeze swept across Nate’s crotch as his boxers joined his jeans in a ring around his shins, and his naked cock rose to meet its eager challenger, restless to prove its worth after years of knowing nothing but its owner’s sweaty palm. The cool air made him shiver as it stood proud and unabashed.

“Damn,” Isa whispered, the single word barely audible yet full of amazement. Uncovered, it looked even bigger. Isa felt a flutter of nerves as she eyed the swollen pole, its smooth, torpedo-like shape, the pulsing veins running along its length, and the unkempt thatch of pubic hair at the base. The dark thicket was damp with his precum, and the musky scent of his masculinity rose to her nose. It was certainly the most impressive part of Nate’s lanky physique—a good nine inches long, with enough girth to fill her mouth perfectly... as well as any other openings she might want to introduce it to.

If anything, there was a good chance Nate was bigger than many of the cocky, muscle-bound guys Isa normally took to bed. With the crowning addition of a pair of heavy, low-hanging balls to play with, it was a work of erotic art that made her mouth water and her pussy clench just at the sight. Her tongue ran over her lower lip as she imagined what it would feel like to have this monster between her lips, how it would stretch her throat. A cock like this deserved no more time wasted on simple flattery.

And so Nate felt it. For the first time, a hand that wasn’t his own slowly encircled his shaft. Smaller and more delicate, her grip was clearly well-practiced, and the gentlest pressure was enough to make Nate’s eyes widen in disbelief. Her palm was warm and soft, her fingers skilled as she explored him like a precious instrument. His chest rose and fell dramatically with frantic breaths. His neck trembled as he lowered his gaze again. All he could do now was watch in stunned silence as Isa moved her wrist and gave a single, experimental stroke.

Nate exhaled as a shiver of pleasure unlike anything he’d ever felt curled up the length of his cock, gathered at his tailbone, and trembled up his spine. Electric sparks shot through his nerve endings, and he felt his toes curl in his shoes. Apparently satisfied with this reaction, he heard Isa make a small cooing sound as she leaned back and balanced on the balls of her feet.

Isa was well aware that Nate didn’t fit her usual type at all. Yet something about what she was doing drove her with a sense of purpose while keeping the slit between her legs soaked and steaming hot. Her clit throbbed with desire, swollen and sensitive against the damp fabric of her underwear. Her senses had been hijacked, prompting her to skillfully stroke the powerful organ whose tip hung just inches from her nose.

Perhaps it was the simple taboo of it all... along with the creeping realization that a guy with so little sexual experience might be willing to do anything she needed to take the edge off her seemingly endless arousal. The power she had over him was intoxicating—she could make him moan, make him tremble, drive him to the edge of control.

A drawn-out moan from far above pulled Isa's attention back. Nate's head rested against the tree trunk, his mouth hanging open in stunned delight. Saliva pooled at the corner of his mouth, and his eyes were half-closed, lost in sensation. His cock had already begun leaking precum, the slick fluid sliding over Isa's thumb and between her fingers. Her pace quickened as she let her hand glide from base to tip and back, taking full advantage of the extra lubrication. The clear fluid was warm and sticky, and she spread it along his entire length with practiced movements. The scent hit her like a jolt, and she licked her lips in anticipation of the taste of his cum—his real cum—on her tongue and in her throat.

Another moan. It rumbled up from deep inside Nate, punctuating the quick, wet sounds of Isa's hand on his cock. The rhythmic slick of her movements mixed with his gasping breath. The contrast with the sounds around them—birds chirping in the trees like wind chimes, children calling out, laughing and splashing through the water, the lazy breeze rustling through the leaves—was utterly depraved. No one suspected what they were doing there, nestled in the embrace of the mighty willows, how they were defiling the sanctity of this familiar place.

The two students were well hidden, but that didn't mean they couldn't be discovered—especially given the half-dazed sounds Nate made with each passionate stroke on his trembling cock. His voice grew rougher, more primitive, and Isa felt her own desire rising with every sound. Still, the urge to push further, to escalate the depravity of their situation, gnawed relentlessly at her, while her needy pussy ached and her form-fitting shorts and top suddenly felt too tight against her heated skin.

“Isa, you… can stop if you want.” Nate struggled to get the words out coherently as another satisfied grunt escaped him. Sweat beaded on his forehead, and his hips moved involuntarily against her hand. “This is really nice of you, but I didn't expect… I don't want to force you into anything you don't want.”

“Force?” Isa raised an eyebrow, puzzled. Her hand didn't slow, continuing to stroke his length with hypnotic regularity. “You're not forcing me to do anything. I wouldn't be doing any of this if I didn't want to.” Her voice had grown hoarse, heavy with her own arousal.

“But I don't understand… why do you want to?” He simply couldn't grasp it. He couldn't rationalize how a girl as blindingly hot as she was could ever be willing to wrap her hand around him, or her mouth, or anything else. His voice broke on the last words, and another drop of precum seeped from his tip.

To Nate's credit, if there was anything that made Isa pause, it was that. Why was she really doing this? Her hand stilled for a moment as she pondered his question, but the heat between her legs wouldn't let her hesitate for long.

It wasn't unusual for her to feel a bit frisky after exercise. But this whole morning had felt different from the start. More blood pumping through her veins than usual. More adrenaline flooding her body. Her nipples were hard against her sports bra, and every movement made them rub against the thin fabric.

Was she just trying to get back at Ethan? You're nothing special. I like your nerd roommate's cock just as much as yours.

Maybe. But the thought that all of this was happening because of Friday night's incident was one Isa didn't want to entertain, so she suppressed it.

Nate was still looking at her. This whole situation was so bizarre that he obviously expected a real answer. His eyes were wide and vulnerable, and she could see how much he longed for understanding. Isa shrugged.

“Does it really matter?” She surprised herself with a cheerful laugh as her closed fist traveled up and down Nate's massive length with clockwork efficiency. He was so thick her fingers couldn't even close around his shaft. The skin was velvety soft and slippery from his precum, and she felt his veins throbbing under her touch. “Maybe I just want you to stop feeling so damn sorry for yourself for once.”

“But I don't understand… I thought…” The poor boy sounded genuinely confused as he stuttered and stammered. His hips twitched with each of her strokes, and his breathing grew increasingly irregular. Had he been just a little less anxious, he might have found a perverse humor in the fact that he was getting no closer to understanding women, even with one of their finest specimens wrapping her hands around his cock.

“God, you really are such a virgin.” Isa bit her lip as a mischievous sparkle lit her eyes. “You know, virgin boy, the bigger the cock, the faster I usually want it in my mouth.” Her eyes shimmered in the dappled sunlight, and Nate grunted as he felt his balls tighten, their contents churning to escape and paint Isa's pretty face with translucent streaks. His fingertips dug into his thighs as he tried to hold himself together, squirming, determined not to let it come to a sudden and tragic end.

Her words burned into his consciousness like hot coals. Every letter, every syllable seemed to flow directly into his nerves and pulse there. The blood rushed so loudly in his ears that he could barely hear the birds in the trees above them anymore. His throat was dusty and dry, as if he'd swallowed sand.

Maybe that was what she really wanted? To make him come too quickly, before she'd even gotten to the promised blowjob, and turn him into an even bigger laughingstock? Once again, the nagging thought surfaced that her friends were lurking somewhere nearby, just out of sight, filming his impending humiliation.

But any real desire Nate might have had to throw off the captivating chains of Isa's feminine attention remained vanishingly small compared to a simple, primal joy. The joy of finally having his cock touched by someone who wasn't himself.

God, it really did feel so much better when someone else did it.

The warmth of her palms seeped through his skin like sunlight through thin fabric. Every movement of her fingers sent small shockwaves through his body, gathering in his belly and condensing into a hot, throbbing desire. His muscles trembled under the unfamiliar touch, as if his body had forgotten how to stay still.

As if on cue, the mist of Isa's breath wafted enticingly over his naked cock. Nate's leg muscles tensed as unease gripped him again. He watched, paralyzed, as she guided his member to her pouting lips, closing the distance until she leaned forward and kissed him tenderly on the tip. Even that slight contact sent a surge through his throbbing length and into Nate's stomach, and his balls contracted powerfully as Isa gazed up at him, a tiny pearl of precum glistening in the dip of her upper lip.

The kiss was so gentle he almost thought he'd imagined it. But the moisture of her lips, the tiny trace of gloss left behind on his glans, was real. Too real. His toes curled in his shoes, as if his whole body was trying to pull away from the sensation while simultaneously drawing closer.

“You know what?” Her elegant lashes fluttered like blackened butterfly wings. “You can consider this my official apology for fucking Ethan instead of you.”

“Wait. Isa! That's really not neces—” But the panicked tumble of words came too late and was instantly cut off as Isa tilted her chin forward and pressed the tip of Nate's cock against her plump, rosy lips. Effortlessly they slid around his glans and over his trembling shaft, gradually taking in inch after inch until she had swallowed almost his entire length down to his aching balls. A long, drawn-out moan swept Nate's protests aside as a multitude of magnificent sensations hit him all at once—concentrated in his groin, radiating from the firm seal of her exquisite lips around his mushroom head and the indecent caress of her searching tongue.

The heat of her mouth enveloped him like molten metal. Every muscle in his body cramped simultaneously, as if he were being struck by an electric shock. His eyes rolled back, and for a moment he saw nothing but white stars exploding behind his lids. The taste of copper filled his own mouth, where he had bitten his tongue to keep from screaming.

Isa pulled back in a slow, sensual glide. Sparks of delight shot through her as she dragged her tongue along the underside of Nate's shaft, her senses heightened while he writhed to the melody of her delicious teasing, until she dove back in for another taste, taking in even more than before. Nate's cockhead bounced against Isa's palate, drawing a muffled mewl from her as it pulsed millimeters from her throat.

There she held him for a while, raising her eyes to gauge his reaction. Nate looked torn between horror, shock, and arousal in equal measure, his nostrils flaring and his eyes bulging with disbelief. Even with her mouth full, Isa couldn't suppress a muffled giggle at the sight.

His hands trembled so violently that he had to clench them into fists to keep them still. Sweat gathered at the nape of his neck and ran in thin rivulets down his back. The world around him seemed to blur, as if he were looking through water. Only Isa's face remained sharp, her eyes gazing up at him over his own cock, as if she could read his soul.

“I... kind of like this apology,” Nate admitted weakly.

“Mmm. It's a very special apology,” Isa purred, rubbing her lips over his cockhead and painting them lavishly with his precum. She licked up every drop and grinned at him toothily.

Isa gave Nate barely a second before diving back down after a quick intake of breath. His throbbing glans slid into her yearning mouth, and she exhaled contentedly as the underside rested hot on her tongue. She gripped the shaft with both hands, the farthest one tickling Nate's tangled nest of pubic hair, and began pumping him in a sinful rhythm while she sucked and slurped. Nate made another sound from above, the loudest yet, laced with the release of tension, as his trembling body leaned back against the trunk. Meanwhile, Isa's tongue came alive with a will of its own, coating his swollen cockhead with an efficient yet enchanting tenderness.

The sensation of having his cock sucked was new and overwhelmingly unfamiliar. Nate squirmed with a slight twitch of his groin, as if part of him wanted to throw her off. Every lick of her tongue, the loving massage of her soft palms on his cock, the otherworldly yet intensely pleasant suction of her heated mouth—each feeling came with equal intensity to what he felt when satisfying himself with his own hand, and yet this felt so much more satisfying, so much more rewarding than masturbation ever had.

His thoughts disintegrated into fragments. Words lost their meaning. There was only sensation, raw and overwhelming. His hips began moving involuntarily, a primitive rhythm his body had found without his awareness. The bark of the tree behind him scratched through his shirt, but the pain was only a faint echo compared to the intensity of what Isa was doing to him.

Nate froze again as Isa gazed up at him with enchanting amber eyes that glowed like streetlights, framed by silky lashes and an expression he had never seen on a girl before. The corners of her eyes were pulled upward, replacing a smile she couldn't manage, igniting a tingling euphoria that shot through his shaft like an electric current.

Before he knew what he was doing, Nate's hands shot forward. With one he grabbed Isa's long, thick ponytail at the base and gripped it firmly, enjoying for a moment the luxurious silkiness of her chestnut hair. The other he pressed roughly against her scalp. Then, driven by an involuntary instinct, he pushed her ruthlessly down onto his cock.

The feeling of her hair between his fingers was like silk and fire at once. He could smell her shampoo, sweet and floral, mingled with the salty scent of his own precum. His fingers dug deeper into her scalp, feeling the warmth of her skin, the slight tremor of her muscles under his grip. It was as if he were truly understanding what power meant for the first time.

Isa yelped and gasped simultaneously, the sound condensing into a raw, choked moan as she enthusiastically gagged around Nate's massive shaft like a passionate little porn star. From high above, he gasped excitedly at the sight of how he stretched her slippery mouth so obscenely—but also in horror at his own boldness, responding with a considerable spurt of precum over Isa's tongue as she licked hungrily against his tingling shaft. Threads of saliva mixed with Nate's precum oozed from Isa's overstuffed mouth and ran down her chin in long silvery strands that broke off and dripped onto the yielding skin of her décolletage, where they practically sizzled.

The sounds she made were raw and animalistic. Every gag, every wet slurp shot straight down his spine and sent shockwaves through his entire body. He could feel his control dissolving, the thin threads of his self-restraint snapping one by one. His balls tightened so much it was almost painful, and he knew he wouldn't be able to hold out much longer.


Chapter 8

Isa had never moved faster. Her hand flew to Nate's wrist, and she pulled him off the path and across the grass. The touch of her fingers seared his skin, as if electricity was arcing between them. Her nails dug lightly into his flesh, leaving small crescents on his pale skin.

He stumbled after her, still unable to quite believe the words that had come out of his mouth. Did I really just call her a slut? His stomach twisted as she turned and beamed at him—a seductive look infused with such wild energy that his heart skipped a beat as he stared back, trembling. Her eyes sparkled like cut amber, and he saw something in them that simultaneously frightened and attracted him. Something hungry, predatory, that made his knees go weak.

They reached a small grove about twenty meters from the path, a cluster of green willows with low-hanging leaves crowning a small hilltop near the lake. The air here was cooler, heavy with the earthy scent of damp leaves and the sweet aroma of wildflowers. Musky notes and the metallic smell of moisture hung between the trunks. The branches parted obediently as they rustled through, pushing as deep as they could go until the sounds of the park were safely muffled around them. Isa pushed Nate back against a tree trunk before immediately sinking into a deep crouch directly in front of him. Her movement was fluid, feline, as if pouncing on prey.

The rough bark scratched against his back through his T-shirt. Nate's heart somersaulted in his throat as he felt her fingers tugging at his zipper, and he threw his gaze up to the canopy above, flinching when his head hit hard bark. What the hell was she doing? Surely she wouldn't actually— The scent of her perfume drifted up to him, mixed with something musky that clouded his senses. Sweat and arousal, a combination that shut down his mind.

His zipper opened with a sharp, quick tug between Isa's insistent thumb and forefinger. The sound cut through the silence like a blade. His dismay must have been written all over his face, because Isa looked up and grinned at him disarmingly, her perfect teeth gleaming like a row of diamonds. “Relax, sweetie,” she purred, running her nails over his thigh, “I don't bite. Well, not yet anyway.” Her voice was hoarse, almost rough with desire. Her nails left fine red lines on his skin that burned and throbbed.

Nate didn't even know what to say. He could barely think straight. His thoughts melted like wax in the heat. Instead, he simply stared down at Isa as she struggled with the rough fabric of his jeans, trying to open the stiff button of his fly. Her small fingers trembled slightly—was she nervous? Her gaze wandered back to his as she worked, and their eyes met, held by a magnetic intensity that fused them in this moment, a moment when neither knew exactly where they stood with the other. Her pupils were dilated, almost black with arousal.

Isa's excited smile wavered a bit, and she seemed to sag for a moment under his penetrating gaze. A bead of sweat rolled down her temple and traced the line of her neck. “This, uh... doesn't usually take this long.” Her voice sounded breathless, as if she'd just finished a sprint.

“It's okay,” Nate stammered awkwardly, finally mustering enough self-control to look away. He glanced quickly from side to side, like a deer in headlights. His palms were damp with sweat, sticky and warm. Okay? Right now he felt anything but okay. “Look, before this goes any further... this is just a joke, right? You're messing with me? I mean, we both know there's no way you're actually going to blow me.”

He tried to keep a cool head. It was almost like high school all over again. Maybe Isa's friends were hiding out of sight, filming him and laughing to themselves? Watching with bated breath and giggling at how she'd bring him to the edge of hope and then leave him standing there with his pants down. Surely there was no way an outrageously hot girl like Isabella Ortega actually wanted to suck his cock? His mouth was dry as sandpaper, his tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth.

“Are you serious? As if I'd have nothing better to do. Ah-hah!” Isa let out a triumphant grunt as she finally managed to open the button on Nate's jeans, and his head jerked as she yanked them down his thighs to his knees in a single motion. The heat of the day seeped through the leaves and brushed over his exposed, skinny legs. Goosebumps spread across his pale skin, his body hair standing up like little antennas.

“We're just having a little fun, remember?” Isa continued, winking at him cheekily. Her breath brushed over the thin cotton of his plaid boxers as she spoke, warm and moist against the fabric. Nate's entire body tensed like a drawn wire as his cock, already rock hard, pressed insistently against the fabric, forming a distinct bulge.

Maybe it was the forbidden nature of the whole situation... along with the realization that a guy with so little sexual experience might be willing to do anything she needed to satisfy her seemingly endless arousal. Isa felt her own wetness between her legs, a warm, throbbing desire that threatened to steal her focus.

Her fingers wrapped around his hardness through the thin fabric, and Nate gasped, his head falling back against the bark. The feeling of her hand around him, even through the cloth, was electrifying. His hips bucked forward involuntarily, seeking more contact, more pressure.

A drawn-out moan from above drew Isa's attention back. Nate's head lolled dazedly against the tree trunk, his mouth hanging open in overwhelming pleasure. His cock was already leaking precum, the first drops moistening the fabric of his shorts. She quickened her pace, stroking the length of him through the cloth, making the best use of the added slickness. The scent of his arousal drifted up to her, salty and masculine, and she licked her lips in anticipation.

Another moan. It rumbled deep from within Nate, punctuating the quick, wet sounds of Isa's hand on his covered cock. The contrast with the other sounds around them—birds chirping in the trees, children laughing and splashing in the water, the lazy breeze rustling through the canopy—was downright obscene. No one suspected what they were doing here, hidden in the shelter of the mighty willows, desecrating the sanctity of this familiar place.

The two students were well hidden, but that didn't mean they couldn't be discovered. Especially given the half-dazed sounds Nate let out with each vigorous stroke of his twitching cock. Still, the urge to go further, to escalate the depravity of their situation, gnawed relentlessly at Isa, while her needy core throbbed and her tight-fitting clothes began to strain against her heated skin. Her bra suddenly felt too tight, her nipples pressing hard against the fabric.

“Isa, you... you can stop if you want.” Nate struggled to form coherent words as another satisfied grunt escaped him. “It's really nice of you, but I didn't expect... I don't want to force you into anything you don't want.” His voice was rough, fractured by desire.

“Force?” Isa raised an eyebrow, puzzled. “You're not forcing me to do anything. I wouldn't be doing any of this if I didn't want to.” Her fingers tugged at the waistband of his boxers, playing with the elastic.

“But I don't understand... why do you want to?” He just couldn't wrap his head around it. He couldn't fathom how a girl as breathtakingly hot as her would ever be willing to take him in her hand, or her mouth, or anywhere else.

To Nate's credit, if there was anything that actually made Isa pause, it was that. Why was she really doing this? Her hand still rested on his covered cock, feeling it pulse beneath her touch.

It wasn't unusual for her to feel a bit frisky after working out. But this whole morning had felt different from the start. More blood pumping through her veins than usual. More adrenaline coursing through her body. Her skin tingled as if electrically charged.

Was she just trying to get back at Ethan? You're nothing special. I like your nerd roommate's cock just as much as yours.

Maybe. But the thought that all this was happening only because of Friday night's events was one Isa didn't want to entertain, so she pushed it away. Instead, she focused on the here and now, on the way Nate's body trembled under her hands.

Nate was still looking at her. The whole situation was so absurd that he obviously expected a real answer. Isa shrugged, her fingers still playing with the waistband of his shorts.

“Does it really matter?” She surprised herself with a cheerful laugh as her other hand stroked his chest, feeling how fast his heart was pounding beneath her fingertips. He was so worked up she could feel his pulse through his T-shirt. “Maybe I just want you to stop feeling so damn sorry for yourself.”

“But I don't understand... I thought...” The poor boy sounded genuinely confused as he stammered and struggled for words. Had he been just a little less nervous, he might have recognized the perverse irony—here he was, no closer to women than before, even though one of the finest specimens of the female sex was crouching so close he could feel her body heat.

“God, you really are such a virgin.” Isa bit her lip as a mischievous sparkle flashed in her eyes. “You know, virgin, the bigger the cock, the faster I usually want it in my mouth.” Her eyes shimmered in the dappled sunlight, and Nate groaned as he felt his balls tighten, already aching to release. His fingertips dug into his thighs as he tried to hold himself together, squirming, determined not to let everything come to a sudden and tragic end.

Maybe that was what she really wanted? To make him come prematurely, before she'd even gotten to the promised blowjob, turning him into an even bigger joke? Again the thought tormented him that her friends might be lurking nearby, just out of sight, filming his impending humiliation.

But any real desire Nate might have had to throw off the captivating chains of Isa's feminine attention remained astronomically small compared to one simple, primal joy. The joy of finally having his cock touched by someone other than himself. The joy of feeling her warm fingers on his skin, breathing in her nearness, accepting her power over him.

God, it really did feel so much better when someone else did it. The unfamiliar fingers on his skin, the unpredictable touches he couldn't control—every sensation was more intense, more real than anything his own hands could ever have achieved.

As if on cue, Isa's breath drifted enticingly over his exposed cock. The warm gust tickled the sensitive skin of his head, making it twitch with anticipation. Nate's leg muscles tensed as a renewed wave of excitement seized him. His thighs trembled against the rough tree bark pressing into his back. He watched, paralyzed, as she guided his cock to her pursed lips, closing the distance until she leaned forward and kissed him tenderly on the tip.

Even this slight touch sent a jolt through his throbbing cock and into his stomach. His balls contracted powerfully—a sharp pang of pleasure—as Isa looked up at him with a tiny pearl of precum glistening in the center of her upper lip. The salty droplet of his arousal shone on her skin like a perverse piece of jewelry.

“You know what?” Her elegant lashes fluttered like blackened butterfly wings. The black mascara had smudged slightly, giving her a wickedly innocent expression. “You can consider this my official apology for fucking Ethan instead of you.”

“Wait. Isa! That's really not neces—” But the panicked rush of words came too late and was abruptly cut off as Isa tilted her chin forward and pressed the tip of Nate's cock against her full, rosy lips. The soft wetness of her lips enveloped him like warm velvet. They slid effortlessly around his head and over his trembling shaft, gradually taking in inch after inch until she had swallowed almost his entire length down to his aching balls.

A deep, drawn-out moan swept Nate’s protests aside as a multitude of magnificent sensations hit him all at once—concentrated in his groin, radiating outward from the firm seal of her exquisite lips around his swollen head and the lewd caress of her searching tongue. The rough texture of her tongue rubbed against the sensitive underside of his glans while her cheeks hollowed around him like a living, breathing glove.

Isa pulled back in a slow, sensual movement. Sparks of pleasure shot through him in all directions as she dragged her tongue along the underside of Nate’s shaft. Her senses sharpened as he writhed to the rhythm of her delicious teasing, until she dove back in for another taste, taking even more than before. Nate’s glans hit Isa’s palate, drawing a muffled mewl from her as it pulsed millimeters from her throat. The heat of her mouth enveloped him completely, a wet paradise of warmth and pressure.

There she paused for a moment, her gaze lifting to gauge his reaction. Her amber eyes sparkled with a mixture of triumph and curiosity as she held him completely captive in her mouth. Nate looked torn between horror, shock, and arousal in equal measure, his nostrils flaring and his eyes widening in disbelief. Sweat beaded on his forehead despite the cool air. Even with her mouth full, Isa couldn’t suppress a muffled giggle at the sight, the vibration of her amusement sending further shockwaves through his shaft.

“I... I kind of like this type of apology,” Nate admitted weakly. His voice was hoarse, broken by the intensity of the sensations rolling through his body.

“Mmm. It’s a very special apology,” Isa purred as she rubbed her lips over his glans, coating it lavishly with his precum. The clear fluid mixed with her saliva, creating a slippery layer that made the glide even more effortless. She licked up every drop and smiled at him mischievously, her tongue darting briefly between her lips like a little pink snake.

Isa barely gave Nate a second before, after a quick breath, she dove forward again. His throbbing glans slid into her eager mouth, drawing a satisfied exhale from her as the underside rested hot on her tongue. She wrapped both hands around his shaft, the one at the base tickled by Nate’s tangled thicket of pubic hair, and began pumping him in a sinful rhythm while she sucked and slurped.

The obscene sound of her lips moving over his skin filled the wooded clearing. Another sound escaped Nate from above, the loudest yet, laced with notes of releasing tension as his trembling body leaned against the tree trunk. The rough bark scratched against his bare skin, but the pain was nothing compared to the overwhelming pleasure pulsing through his veins. Meanwhile, Isa’s tongue came alive with a will of its own, caressing his swollen glans with efficient yet enchanting tenderness.

The overall sensation of having his cock sucked was new and overwhelmingly intense. Nate writhed with a slight twitch of his hips, as if part of him wanted to buck her off. Every lick of her tongue; the loving massage of her soft palms on his member; the otherworldly yet intensely pleasant suction of her heated mouth—each sensation came with the same intensity as when he pleasured himself, and yet this felt so much more satisfying, so much more rewarding than masturbation had ever managed. It was as if his body was truly living for the first time, every nerve pathway electrified by her touch.

Nate stiffened again as Isa looked up at him with captivating amber eyes that glowed like streetlights, framed by silky lashes and an expression he’d surely never seen on a girl before. The corners of her eyes crinkled upward in place of the smile she couldn’t manage, igniting the sparkling euphoria that shot up his shaft like an electric current. There was something predatory in her gaze, something hungry that both frightened and aroused him.

Before he knew what he was doing, Nate’s hands shot forward. One grabbed Isa’s long, thick ponytail at the base and gripped it firmly, enjoying for a moment the luxurious silkiness of her bound chestnut strands. The hair slid between his fingers like liquid chocolate. The other pressed roughly against her scalp, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath his palm. Then, as if driven by involuntary instinct, he pushed her ruthlessly down onto his cock.

Isa squealed and gasped simultaneously, the sound congealing into a raw, choking moan as she enthusiastically gagged around Nate’s massive shaft like a passionate little porn star. From above, he gasped excitedly at the sight of how obscenely he stretched her slippery mouth. Her lips were spread wide around his thickness, almost painfully so. But he also gasped in horror at his own thrust, his body responding with a considerable gush of precum over Isa’s tongue as it licked hotly against his tingling rod.

Threads of saliva mixed with Nate’s precum were pressed from Isa’s overfilled mouth and ran down her chin in long silvery strands that broke off and dripped onto the yielding flesh of her décolletage, sizzling there. The warm fluid seeped into the fabric of her top, leaving dark stains on the light material.

Damn. It felt so fucking good.

Really, really, really good even. Almost as if he was about to... The realization hit him like a sledgehammer. His entire body tensed, every muscle contracting in preparation for what was coming.

“Oh God.” The sudden, overwhelming swelling in Nate’s groin that enveloped him in a cloud of ecstatic pleasure hit him with as much warning as lightning from a cloudless sky. His balls contracted painfully, a sensation like molten metal flowing through his veins. Nate opened his mouth to warn Isa before it happened, to give some kind of hint, any indication at all...

...and then he spilled directly between Isa’s seductive lips.

A thick, hot rope of cum landed heavily over Isa’s tongue in a steaming layer. Her eyes widened in shock just as another spurt splashed against her cheeks and drenched the inside of her mouth with a second sticky salvo. Nate’s twitching member trembled in her mouth, shuddering with each pulsing ejaculation, and Isa’s muffled cry came with a hint of alarm—every time she thought he was finished, another load came that filled her mouth far too quickly.

One rogue shot even managed to spray directly into her throat, and it took every ounce of effort not to immediately gag everything back up. Only the horror at the thought of vomiting up his cum kept Isa holding Nate’s load in her mouth. The salty, slightly bitter taste filled her completely, a flood of heat and moisture.

Finally, his cock gave its last spasm, and Isa swallowed enough of the sticky cum to carefully ease Nate's shaft from her mouth and gulp down the rest. She swallowed hard, her face scrunching slightly at the unfamiliar texture and intense taste.

“Damn,” she gasped breathlessly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Jesus, Nate, warn me next time you're gonna do that.”

Isa wiped her lips clean with her thumb and blinked, amused, as she saw Nate slumped against the tree, staring into space with such a blank expression that she half-seriously wondered if the force of his orgasm had somehow lobotomized him. His chest heaved in irregular breaths, sweat glistening on his forehead despite the cool air.

“Fuck,” Nate murmured, his voice as glassy and distant as his empty stare. “Fuck...” The words came out mechanical, like his brain was still trying to process what had just happened.

“You okay?” Isa asked as she stood up and brushed the dirt from her knees. “That was a lot of cum that just came out of you, big boy.”

“I-I know,” Nate said, slowly shaking his head as if trying to gather his thoughts. His entire face had turned bright red, and a hint of dejection flickered in his tense eyes as he looked at her. “I-I'm sorry. That happened so fast... I...”

“Yeah, damn right it happened fast.” As her initial surprise faded, Isa began to see the funny side. A teasing smile played across her still-swollen lips. “Got a little too excited there, hm?”

“I... guess so.” A slow, sheepish smile spread across Nate's face, and the wild flush that had settled on his cheeks started to fade. “That... that really just happened, didn't it?”

“Yeah. It really did,” Isa grinned, eyeing Nate's still-rock-hard cock with a mixture of admiration and disbelief. “That was also a nice trick you pulled there, trying to choke me with your huge cock.”

“Oh. Yeah. Sorry. I, uh... I guess I got a little carried away.” Nate suddenly looked embarrassed, wringing his hands, fingers intertwining nervously. “You're... you're not mad about that, are you?”

“No. I'm not.” Isa stepped forward, still wearing that broad, mischievous smile. Her eyes sparkled with a new kind of hunger. “What if I told you it was kind of hot?”

“It... it felt good,” Nate said, his voice trembling slightly as he straightened up. His hands clenched into fists and opened again, like he could still feel the sensation of her hair between his fingers. “Taking control like that.”

“I believe you.” Isa's attention wavered as she looked at Nate's crotch again. Despite the intensity of his orgasm, his cock didn't seem to be going soft. If anything, it strained toward her more aggressively than ever, the thick veins along its length pulsing angrily, as if filled with a life of their own. Like it had so much more to prove.

Isa shuddered as an unexpected wave of lust coursed through her body. The spot between her legs was suddenly agonizingly sensitive, aching almost as much as Nate had, desperate to receive the lavish attention she had so generously given. Her panties clung uncomfortably to her skin, soaked with her own arousal.

The longer she stared, the wetter she became. The wetter she became, the more slippery she felt. And the slipperier she felt, the more her thoughts drifted into territory that would have seemed absurd just minutes ago. Thoughts of Nate's massive cock and the countless other ways to use it circled in her head like vultures, and Isa began to wonder how it would feel between her aching lips, if only for a brief moment...

The thought made her tremble inside. Her nipples hardened beneath her top, rubbing against the fabric with every movement. She bit her lower lip, still tasting his cum on her tongue, and wondered if she would have the courage to act on these dangerous thoughts.


Chapter 9

“Isa?” Nate’s voice cut through her thoughts again as he waved awkwardly to get her attention. “Are you there? I... I just wanted to say thank you.” Isa blinked and flinched when she saw Nate bend down to grab his jeans and boxers, ready to pull them back up. “For doing that to me... I mean, for giving me—”

“Hey, wow, wait a minute!” Isa lunged forward and grabbed his thin wrists, stopping him from pulling up his pants. Her fingers burned against his skin, leaving small impressions where she held him. “That, uh... you still look pretty big down there.”

Nate followed Isa’s gaze down to his relentless hard-on. His cock jutted between them like an accusation, the tip still wet from her saliva, the skin flushed and swollen. “Oh. Heh. Yeah. I guess so.”

“Well... don’t you think we should do something about it?” She gave him a meaningful look, as if he were missing something as obvious as the sky being blue. Her tongue darted briefly over her lower lip, still tasting the salt on her skin.

“Do something... about it?” Realization slowly dawned on Nate’s face as his jaw went slack. Sweat beaded on his forehead despite the cool shade. He’d thought he’d blown it—literally—with an embarrassing premature ejaculation as the only result of his one shot with such a beautiful girl. But Isa’s delicate grip had already returned to wrap around his length, just as eager as the first time she’d knelt down to open his jeans.

“Yeah, I mean... we can’t have you walking around with that thing. People will think you’re carrying a surfboard in your pants or something.” Her palm was warm and slick, gliding effortlessly over his sensitive skin.

“So... it’s not bad that I... came so fast?” His voice cracked slightly on the last words.

“Well, it was a bit surprising.” Isa smiled, a knowing sparkle in her eyes. “But also pretty flattering.”

“Heh. Yeah. I guess.” Nate rubbed the back of his neck awkwardly, feeling heat crawl up his throat. “Sorry.”

“Don’t apologize.” Isa wrapped her hand around Nate’s cock and gave him a few quick strokes, and he was surprised at how good it felt—not overly sensitive, like it usually was after he came. His skin responded to every touch like an instrument being tuned. “You definitely have more in you. That’s enough for me.”

“Are you going to... are you going to use your mouth on me again?” Nate asked, a barely noticeable hesitation in his voice. His hands trembled at his sides.

“I don’t think so.” Isa rolled his cock in her slick palm, as if thinking it over. The scent of her arousal mixed with the salty smell of his cum in the warm air. Her eyes locked onto his, and her lips curved into a gentle grin. “That was your very first blowjob just now, wasn’t it?”

“Um...” Nate swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly. “Yeah?”

“Interesting.” Isa’s grin widened, and Nate felt a little uncomfortable as her eyes swept over his body like hands feeling him up. Her hand gripped his cock like a firm, fleshy leash. Drops of leftover cum beaded at the tip as she rolled him in her warm palm. “That was pretty generous of me to do it for free, don’t you think?”

“I... guess so.” Nate’s chest tightened as if an invisible fist were squeezing his heart. “Thanks, by the way. I really appreciate it.”

“Oh, I believe you.” Isa released her grip on Nate’s cock and took his hand instead. Her fingers were smaller than his but surprisingly strong. His hand trembled slightly with nervousness as she guided it toward herself, until his fingertips were only inches from the taut skin of her bare stomach. He could feel the warmth of her skin, smell it—a sweet scent of sweat and something deeper, darker. “Round one was a lot of fun. How about we make round two a little different?”

“Round... two?” Nate stared at Isa, his eyes deep and lost like a man trapped in a dream.

“Round two.” Isa’s eyes filled with excitement like a glass overflowing with the purest spring water, even though her intentions were anything but pure. Her pupils were dilated, her cheeks flushed. “It would be a shame if I got nothing in return for my generosity, wouldn’t it?”

She weighed Nate’s shaft in her free hand again, testing its firmness with provocative movements. On one hand, a simple blowjob was a waste of such a magnificent cock. On the other hand, Isa knew her increasingly fertile pussy was painfully off-limits, even though it ached with desperate anticipation for the satisfaction it hadn’t yet received. Her clit throbbed beneath the thin fabric of her shorts, swollen and ready.

But it wasn’t just Nate’s cock that could ease the lustful throbbing inside her.

“I... guess so.” Outwardly, Nate kept his features surprisingly calm, though his fists clenched so hard that his nails left small impressions in his palms. Blood pooled under the skin, painful and sharp. He saw where their hands were—one holding his cock and pointing it between her legs, the other holding his own hand so close to the waistband of the tiny pink shorts that hugged her firm, round ass so perfectly. Surely... surely she wasn’t suggesting what he thought?

Isa said nothing more. Instead, as her grin spread across her face like shadows at sunset, she guided Nate’s arm downward until his fingertips were millimeters from the spot between her thighs. Nate’s hand trembled as he felt a faint warmth radiating from her—wet, inviting, forbidden. He looked up at Isa, surprised by the suggestive grin that had settled on the brunette’s lively face. Pure sexual naivety left him fumbling in the dark for several seconds.

Then she pulled him even closer, and Nate's heart pounded in his chest like a caged bird as the heat intensified. The edge of his middle finger pressed against the cotton of her shorts, right between her thighs—a touch that would have told even the most innocent virgin everything they needed to know. The fabric was already damp, clinging to her swollen vulva.

“Let me ask you something, Nate. How far do you want to go? Right now?” Her voice had gone husky, rough with desire.

“What?” Nate blinked rapidly, caught off guard, his lashes fluttering like butterfly wings. “How... far? Now?”

“Right now.” Isa's fingers tapped lightly across his skin, leaving trails of electricity everywhere she touched him. Nate looked down as if trying to buy time to think, each tap raising goosebumps wherever her fingers landed.

It would be a shame if I got nothing in return for my generosity, wouldn't it?

Isa's words echoed unbidden through Nate's head like a voice in a cathedral, and only now did he give them serious thought. A complete lack of sexual confidence came with the territory when you were a virgin. Yet as her hand continued to grip his hard cock and it throbbed against her soft palm, he felt a strange lightness in his chest, as if freed from the weight of his repressed virginal shame. A sense of calm washed over him, a sensation so out of place given his situation that it was almost instantly swept aside by the racing of his own heartbeat.

He was still very hard. Even harder than before. Nate's cock was a granite column jutting boldly into the space between Isa's legs, the tip glistening with moisture. Whatever flicker of confidence he felt evaporated as he looked at the foxy brunette again and recognized for the first time just how feverishly horny she really was—that lustful grin, the way she gazed at his cock with barely restrained hunger. Her tongue ran across her lips, wet and pink.

Finally, Nate stammered his answer.

“As... as far as you want.”

“Excellent.” Isa leaned in close until her lips nibbled at Nate's earlobe. Her breath was hot and moist against his skin, making him shudder. “Because I have a few ideas I'm sure you'll like.”

Nate shivered, both from her words and from the way her breath swept across his neck like a caress. “A few... ideas?”

“Yes. You just have to follow my lead.” Isa's small fist stayed locked around his cock, her knuckles white from the grip. She stepped closer, bringing the warmth of her flawless body with her, and Nate fought the urge to swallow as her full chest hovered just millimeters from his torso. He could see her nipples through the thin sports bra, hard and dark against the white material.

“Do you like them?” Isa's words seemed to echo as if called from a mountaintop. Nate noticed he was staring again, hopelessly lost in the canyon of her cleavage that disappeared behind the appetizing curve of her breasts, speckled with the faintest shimmer of sweat from her earlier exertions. Her voice wasn't harsh or raised. It was melodic and gentle, carrying her desire as softly as a lifting breeze.

“I... yes. Yes, I like them,” Nate said, somewhat dazed. His mouth was dry as sandpaper. Her angelic face filled his field of vision, smoky eyes and a mischievous grin showing nothing but amusement at his captivity, spellbound by the lushly full tits she so teasingly deployed against him.

“Have you ever seen breasts?” Isa asked, her voice barely more than a whisper. “Naked breasts, I mean.”

The unwelcome heat of a blush flared across Nate's cheeks like fire on dry grass. “I... not in real life, no.”

“I see.” Isa's thumb crept behind the strap of her sports bra, and she pulled it suggestively away from her shoulder. The elastic material snapped against her skin with a soft sound. Her elbow pressed into the underside of her breast, making it squeeze satisfyingly against its yielding partner. “Do you want to see mine?”

Nate's mouth went completely dry. His tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. He tried in vain to formulate any—any—kind of coherent response. Isa giggled, and the sound made his heart lift in a way so foreign to him that his brain nearly shattered into a thousand pieces.

“Cat got your tongue?” Isa released Nate's cock and cupped both hands over her breasts, which bulged promisingly against her sports bra as if desperate to break free. The material stretched taut over her swollen nipples. “I asked if you want to see my... big... bouncing... breasts.”

She emphasized each word with slow relish as she rolled her supple, sun-kissed mounds in circular motions beneath her palms, squeezing them and pressing her fingers into their golden expanse with practiced provocation. Her nipples stood out prominently through the thin fabric.

“Yes!” Once Nate managed to blurt out the first word, the others followed with much greater ease. His voice was rough with desire. “Yes, I... I really want... I'd love to see your tits.”

“Oh, I know that, sweetie. I know.” Isa's hands fell to her hips as her lips curved into a tender smile, equal parts soothing and teasing with its piercing mischief. Her fingers played with the hem of her bra. “Well, maybe I'll let you see them. But first you have to do something for me. That's what we agreed on, right?”

“I... guess so.” Nate's arms stayed glued to his sides, but his fingers twitched against the bark of the tree trunk, possessed by the impulse to simply yank Isa's white sports bra up over her plump breasts to her collarbone. God, how he wished he was brave enough to give in to his fantasy. The rough bark scratched at his fingernails. Nate couldn't help but wonder if Ethan would have done it without hesitation.

“Good.” Isa grabbed the hem of her sports bra, pulled it up an inch, and offered a tantalizing glimpse of the underside of her breasts. “Then let's get started.”

“Good. Then lick my pussy,” Isa commanded with a sweet, playful smile. Her thumb slipped under the waistband of her shorts and tugged it down an inch, revealing another strip of her tanned, smooth belly below her navel. “Lick my pussy, and if you do a really good job, I might just show you what's under my top.”

“Okay. I... I can do that.” Nate nodded, reflexively licking his lips in anticipation and apprehension. That seemed like a pretty good deal. He'd seen enough pussy-licking in porn, masturbated countless times to spray-tanned girls with fake tits screaming with pleasure while enthusiastic tongues explored their most sensitive spots. How hard could it be? His palms were already sweating at the thought of finally doing what he'd imagined in countless late-night fantasies.

The bushes protested with rustling leaves and cracking twigs as the two students switched positions. While Nate dropped to his knees with almost submissive readiness, Isa leaned against the tree. She looked down at him expectantly, her front teeth catching the edge of her lower lip, one hand on her bare thigh, the other gripping her shorts. Her sneaker scraped through dirt and fallen bark as her thighs parted, offering an enticing hint of what lay between them. The earthy scent of damp leaves mixed with the salty aroma of her arousal, already seeping through the thin fabric of her shorts.

Nate's fingers brushed the soft cotton fabric of Isa's hot pink shorts. He hadn't even noticed he'd reached for them. All he had to do was pull them down. His chest tightened with nerves and he flinched back. The reality of what he was about to see made his mouth go dry.

But Isa's hands, gentle and delicate, pressed his down with surprising force, pinning him to her. Her fingers were warm and slightly damp from excitement. Nate swallowed so hard his Adam's apple jerked in his throat. He dug his fingers into Isa's shorts, felt the fabric under his nails and the firmness of her taut legs beneath. Then he began to pull.

The tight-fitting shorts barely moved an inch before they predictably caught on the lush curves of Isa's hips and ass, refusing to yield without a fight. A breath escaped her as Nate pulled harder with a strained grunt, and her yielding rear finally gave way with a sudden, welcome surrender. The garment peeled down her muscular thighs and calves with the satisfying whisper of fabric gliding over skin, until it gathered around her ankles. The sight of her long, athletic legs made Nate's breath catch.

Isa freed herself from her shorts with a kick and hung them over a branch before spreading her legs for Nate's eager gaze. The heat of the day only occasionally penetrated the green canopy shielding their private oasis, and a shadowy coolness touched her freshly bared rear and thighs as the ocean breeze whistled through leaves and branches. Nate could smell the salty scent of the ocean mixed with the intoxicating aroma of her skin.

She shivered, suddenly aware of how much skin she was showing, as goosebumps spread across her body. It was a testament to how skimpy her running outfit was that removing her shorts had already left her almost naked, with only her panties, sneakers, and sports bra left to cover her. The cool air brushed over her bare thighs and made her nipples harden under the thin material of her bra.

Nate, on the other hand, was much more clothed, his baggy t-shirt hanging almost to his pubic bone and his jeans and boxers crumpled around his sneakers. Only his thin chicken legs and knobby knees were fully visible. As far as Isa was concerned, if she was stripping down in the middle of the city's busiest park, then he should too.

“Nate, can you take off your shirt?” A command disguised as a request. Her voice carried a new authority that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Huh?” Nate blinked, actually a little grateful for the distraction. With Isa's shorts gone, the next step would have been to treat her panties the same way. The sudden reality that he might have a girl's naked pussy just inches from his nose for the first time in his life had brought sweat back to his forehead and palms. “My shirt?”

“Yes. Off with it.” Isa pinched a sleeve and shook it lightly to make her point. “Take it off.” Her fingers brushed over his arm in the process, a fleeting touch that made his skin burn.

“Why?” Nate was well aware that he was practically a skeleton. He had no bulging pecs or washboard abs; he had nothing she'd want to look at. In fact, he had no doubt that Isa—a girl, no less—was more muscular than he was, as the sun shone through and highlighted the contours of her toned stomach and the definition in her athletic legs, illuminating every irresistible curve that shaped her lean, fit body.

“Because I'm almost naked,” Isa said emphatically, snapping him out of his reverie. “And you're not. Show some skin.” Her eyes wandered over his covered torso with an intensity that made him shiver.

Nate grimaced. But there was no one else who could see them. And if she wasn't going to mock him for coming prematurely, then she probably wouldn't mock him for being too skinny either. His fingers trembled as he reached for the hem of his shirt.

“Good boy,” Isa giggled as Nate pulled off his shirt. He stood there awkwardly, hunched forward, his long, bony body so ghostly pale it almost seemed to glow in the shade. Now he was the naked one, exposed down to his ankles. The cool air brushed over his bare chest and made him shiver as Isa's gaze wandered over his scrawny frame.

“Now. Where were we?” Isa's eyes flashed suggestively downward as she slowly stroked the skin of her thigh, barely an inch from the center of her womanhood. Her fingers left a trail of warmth on her skin.

“Yes. Of course.” Nate knelt down again, convinced that if he could just get eye-level with her hips, the rest would come naturally. His gaze settled on Isa's panties again, the last barrier, and he noticed the deep wet spot that had been steadily soaking into the cotton since their teasing on the streetcar. The musky scent of her arousal filled his nostrils and made his mouth water. He chewed the inside of his cheek as he stared, far too long, steeling himself to pull down her panties yet refusing to make the move, his brow furrowed and his breath caught in his chest. Where should he even start?

“Like what you see?” Isa asked playfully. “I'm soaking wet, Nate. I've been wet all morning. But you know what really got me fucking wet? Crouching down and sucking your big, beautiful cock.” She glanced quickly to both sides, making sure they were still alone, that no one was nearby to see what she was about to do. Then she hooked a thumb around the crotch of her panties. The thin material was already drenched and clinging to her skin.

“Hey. Here's a preview you don't want to miss.” With those words, it took only a flick of Isa's wrist to pull her panties aside and reveal her neat, shaved little pussy to Nate in all its exquisite nakedness. The sight hit him like a punch to the gut.

“Holy shit,” Nate gasped, his jaw clenching in shock. He hadn't expected Isa to just do it like that. He copied her, looking from side to side and then turning to check behind him, making sure they were alone. The sounds from outside their leafy refuge—the distant thump of a kicked soccer ball, the shouts of children splashing in the lake—suddenly sounded like they were coming from only a few yards away. His heart pounded so loudly in his ears he feared it would give away their presence.

“Want a closer look?” Isa's amber eyes flickered like candle flames in the wind. She was so casual, her body relaxed against the tree, one hand still holding her panties aside while the other stroked her bare skin, just inches from her narrow slit. If she was anxious or nervous about exposing herself like this at all, Nate thought, she was doing an excellent job of hiding it. Her nipples pressed visibly against the thin material of her sports bra, betraying her own arousal.

As if reading his thoughts, Isa's next words were playfully mischievous. “You know, no one will be able to see it when your face is buried in it.” Her free hand stroked through his hair, the touch gentle but possessive.

A surprised squeak escaped Nate at her frankness. Yet he couldn't tear his eyes away as they fixed on the space between her legs, now so open, so vulnerable, so accessible. The sight of her exposed womanhood made his cock so hard it ached.

“Oh my God.” Nate heard himself whisper the words, so distant they sounded like they were drifting by on the breeze. Almost too late, he noticed that his fingers had unfolded, stretched out, and ventured to within inches of her slender, pink folds. He held back, caught by the last shred of doubt still gnawing at his instincts, trying to convince him that this might all be too good to be true. The warmth radiating from her pussy was unmistakable against his trembling fingertips.

“Do you like it?” Isa asked. A lazy smile, slightly mocking, spread across her face. Her tongue ran briefly over her lower lip, moistening it.

“Yes. It's so… pink.” Nate's hand began to tremble. But it was no longer nerves making him shake. His rock-hard cock jutted obscenely between his legs, dripping precum like a salivating dog at the prospect of everything that was possible at this stage. His arousal joined with his embryonic male instincts in the same chorus, begging him, imploring him to seize the opportunity that had been thrust upon him so remarkably and without warning. To take this stunning girl, incorrigible cocktease that she was, and give her what she so obviously wanted from him.

Isa's pussy was drenched. Even Nate knew it as he stared at it, his fearsome opponent, now so submissive and desperate to be satisfied. It was so small, so slender, so pretty. A neat, thin, pink slit, flanked by labia so flawless and hairless they were almost imperceptible in the way they gently protruded from the surrounding skin. Her vulva glistened beautifully in the sunlight now breaking through the trees with increasing regularity, sparkling and lush and enchanting. Small droplets of her moisture gathered at the delicate folds, threatening to run down at any moment. Nate couldn't have looked away even if his own life had depended on it. The sweet scent of her arousal enveloped him completely, making his mind go blank.

Only now, so close to what he had wanted for so long, did Nate understand the depths of his own follies. His pornographic habits had not only made him detached and reckless, but also complacent. Far too complacent. For so long he had wished to discover for himself what played out before him on his glowing computer screen: to know how a girl tasted, how she felt when you touched her, held her, gave her pleasure.

He had never admitted it, but it hurt him. Sometimes he hated himself. Yet he always hid behind his shield of instant gratification, finding comfort in the certainty that there was always a way to steal a taste of the raw satisfaction of sex, no matter how artificial it actually was.

Now, with such a clear way out, it struck him as obvious—he didn't want to be that guy anymore. His body already knew it, evident in his arousal, in the way he stared transfixed at Isa's velvety sex inviting him despite his pounding nervousness. All that was left was for his mind to give in, to surrender his weaknesses, fears, and complexes. There might never be such a chance again. He just had to take the first step.

So with a deep breath, Nate found all the courage he needed to lower his head, bring his mouth to Isa's glistening folds, and give her that first, exploratory lick.

The taste exploded on his tongue—salty, sweet, completely different from anything he'd expected. His lips pressed against her soft folds, and he felt her wetness coating his skin. The musky scent of her arousal enveloped him completely, filling his nostrils and making his head swim. His hands trembled as he placed them on her hips, feeling the warmth of her skin through his fingertips.

“Oh, fuck.” Isa sucked in a sharp breath as Nate's tongue pushed into her aching slit. Her voice broke slightly, a gasping sound that cut through the forest's silence. Encouraged by her reaction, Nate repeated the exact same motion, again and again. His tongue glided over her swollen lips, gathering her juices, while his heart hammered against his ribs. He did it so often that Isa feared he would simply continue the same monotonous action in his inexperience, without variation or creativity, until one of them tired from frustration.

Then Nate changed his tactics. He ran his tongue over Isa's clit, nudging and tapping her precious rosy pearl with the tip, before breaking the rhythm by pushing deeper and then sliding up and down, caressing the entire length of her greedy slit. His nose pressed into her shaved mound, and he breathed deeply, intoxicated by her intimate scent.

Isa moaned loudly, completely surprised by the wave of pleasure that flashed between her legs. Her hips jerked forward involuntarily, pressing her pussy tighter against Nate's hungry mouth. The sound rippled through the air, far too obvious for the secretive nature of their activity, yet the land itself seemed to absorb the cry, concealing their scandalous adventure. A strong gust of wind blew against the branches and drowned out the swelling song of Isa's lust, leaving the world oblivious… at least this once.

As the wind died down, Isa did the opposite. Her lustful sighs grew bolder and drifted away with the breeze, which suddenly turned against them, carrying evidence of their debauchery out into the park. Her fingers dug into the rough bark of the tree behind her, while her other hand clutched Nate's hair.

Nate paused long enough to peer anxiously through a gap in the trees, his next window to the real world beyond. Saliva and Isa's wetness glistened on his chin, dripping slowly. He returned his tongue to Isa's dripping bloom quickly enough—until another trembling moan from above made him look up again, trying to gauge whether any of the dozens of people in the park could hear them.

“Don't stop,” he heard her plead. Her voice was rough with desire, desperate. A free hand grabbed his head, and with surprising strength she yanked him back so hard his neck snapped back. Her fingernails scraped across his scalp.

“You're too loud,” Nate said, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. Dry leaves crackled around him. His knees ached from the hard ground, but the pain faded against the overwhelming heat pulsing through his veins. “Someone will hear you.”

Isa only giggled, a dark, lustful sound. “Mmm. Hopefully. Imagine someone coming in and seeing you nibbling on my little pussy.” Her eyes sparkled dangerously as she looked down at him.

“Isa, I'm serious.” Nate made a split-second decision and started to stand, his legs trembling from the unfamiliar position. “This is way too risky. Maybe we should just—mmmffff!”

“Don't you dare!” Isa cried out and pushed Nate's face back between her thighs. Her thighs enclosed his head like a silken vise. Surprised, he tipped forward, his knees sliding through the dirt as she pressed his head between her legs. Earth and rotted leaves clung to his pants. “And don't talk about risks! You don't just start licking a girl's pussy and then decide not to make her come. Especially when she just sucked your cock! I thought you were a gentleman, Nate.”

“Mmhmm! MMM!” Nate's muffled words were unintelligible, swallowed by the hot wetness between her legs. His ears had turned bright red, and for a moment Isa thought he might make a second escape attempt. But then his shoulders relaxed, his hands gripped her hips, and the welcome return of his tongue to her clit made her entire body sigh with pleasure.

“Oh! Good choice,” Isa grinned lazily as the renewed thrill of Nate's efforts built again between her thighs. Her hips began a slow, circling rhythm against his face.

Nate tightened his grip on Isa's hips and pressed his fingertips in until they left impressions on her skin. Her skin was soft and warm, slightly sweaty from her arousal. Part of him still shuddered at the thought of being discovered. But the longer he lingered there, with mouth and nose buried in the sweet cave of Isa's hungry sex, the more the thought of stopping troubled him. His own cock throbbed painfully in his pants, dripping precum that left a wet spot on the fabric.

Occasionally during his nightly forays through the multitude of porn sites he'd saved on his computer, he'd wondered—if only for seconds—what it must taste like, feel like, and smell like to lick a woman. Was it something he could enjoy? Or a necessary evil, another hurdle on the path to getting a girl into bed?

Now he had the reality before him, as his tongue tickled and teased Isa's swollen clit, as his nose pressed into her soft, shaved mound, as his fingers kneaded her golden skin, and as her lustful sounds rained down on him like cheers from an adoring crowd. Every breath filled his lungs with her intoxicating scent, every taste on his tongue made him crave more.

Sure, she didn't taste quite like he'd imagined—there was a somewhat more metallic taste than expected. But she tasted good. There was a distinct hint of sweat from her morning run, though it wasn't overwhelming and far from unpleasant. If anything, her aromatic scent was addictive, and Nate pushed deeper, craving more of her, eager to capture more of her glorious slit on his tongue, so mild yet spicy with her delicious arousal.

Nate couldn’t get enough. He devoured Isa’s drenched pussy, drilling his tongue into her slit and pressing his lips against her folds, reveling in the sensation of her honey-sweet nectar oozing from her soaked flesh and running down his chin as he ate and ate and ate, returning again and again like a bee to blooming roses. His hands roamed over her thighs, caressing the silky skin as he buried himself deeper.

Nate worshipped Isa’s pussy. He loved every single thing about it—the way it opened beneath his tongue, how her juices flooded his taste buds, how her thighs trembled around his head. He was completely lost in her, forgetting the world around them.

Isa purred as a particularly aggressive thrust of Nate’s tongue hit her clit at just the right spot before immediately circling her tight entrance. A serene smile settled on her face, her eyes half-closed and flickering as Nate’s repeated strokes danced over her lotus blossom. Her free hand wandered to her breast, kneading the soft flesh through her sports bra. She had to admit, he was surprisingly skilled for someone without a hint of experience. Not incredible, of course. But still damn good.

Maybe it was chance or luck. But Isa couldn’t ignore that after his slow start, Nate had effortlessly found all the right rhythms—from tender yet exploratory licks to a vacuum-like suction that made her toes curl in her sneakers. His innocence made every touch even more intense, every tentative movement of his tongue a promise of pleasure to come.

“Damn, Nate,” Isa grinned, laughing a little before her own greedy moan cut her off. “Oh! Who taught you to eat pussy like a champion?” Only the crown of his head was visible, his flat brown hair shapeless, occasionally bobbing up and down as the wet smacking of his tongue over her drenched petals filled the air.

“Do you like it?” Nate pulled back to look at Isa. His lips glistened with her moisture, his eyes glassy with desire. Sunlight reflected off the patches of pussy juice and saliva covering his chin and the tip of his nose, and a single glittering thread hung suspended between his lip and her folds before it broke. His tongue ran over his lips, tasting her once more.

“Do I like it?” Isa smiled at Nate before pushing him back between her thighs with a firm press on the top of his head. “I’m not moaning loud enough for you, is that it?” The joyful flicker of Nate’s tongue returned to caress her drenched folds. His hands slid over her thighs, leaving wet trails on her skin.

“I think you should be a little quieter,” Nate said, his voice muffled by the pressure of her pussy against his mouth. Then he broke into a light giggle, a sound so unexpectedly delightful to Isa that she began to giggle too. “I don’t want anyone to find us. I don’t want this to end.” The vibrations of Nate’s breath against Isa’s pussy as he spoke drew a series of small, sharp breaths from her with each word.

“Oh! But being quiet is no fun,” Isa gasped, running a single finger through his hair. His hair was damp with sweat and her juices. She sucked air through her teeth, feeling the coolness on her palate as she tried to focus her thoughts while the oral assault on her pussy continued unabated, building a torrent of wild lust in her core that was already approaching its peak.

“Oh God!” Isa whimpered. Her voice broke, becoming hoarse with desire. “Damn, that’s so good.” Her eyelids fell closed, the black lashes merging as her head sank back against the tree trunk. The rough bark scratched against her scalp. Her breathing accelerated; the muscles of her toned stomach tensed and contracted more rhythmically as the fireworks in her pussy began exploding—first individually, then in pairs—a slow march toward the grand finale, the mere thought of which already sent a wave of hot arousal down her spine.

“Oh! Yes! Keep going! Don’t stop! My God!” Isa’s voice rose to a pitch that drowned out even the birds still singing in the trees around them. Her hands clenched in Nate’s hair, tugging at it as her body approached ecstasy. If it hadn’t been before, the leafy canopy hiding them was now definitely not dense enough to conceal her incessant moaning. They could only hope no one was close enough to hear. Or curious enough to investigate…


Chapter 10

“Hey, guys! Look here! Over here!”

A rough shout pierced through the thicket and exploded like a thunderclap around Isa and Nate. Their hearts shot into their throats, pounding like strobe lights, as their pleasure came to an abrupt end. Nate pulled away from Isa’s lap with a wet sucking sound, his eyes wide as saucers, his head whipping frantically toward the hostile voice.

Isa’s nostrils flared as she nearly gave herself whiplash too, spinning around so fast. She gasped in horror at the sound of footsteps and rustling branches and pressed her back firmly against the tree. Nate was still crouched in front of her, exposed, and Isa nearly stumbled over a gnarled tree root as she grabbed him by the shoulders and yanked him out of sight, squeezing herself between him and the tree.

Frozen like time during a Monday morning lecture, Nate was hyper-aware of everything as he waited to be discovered. He heard Isa’s quiet, panicked breaths, felt them flutter against his collarbone, along with the soft pressure of her warm breasts against his sternum. He caught the floral, feminine scent of her espresso-colored curls tied in a high ponytail, and resisted the urge to breathe deeply, mindful of their predicament. More than anything else, he was aware of his cock, harder than any of the tree trunks around them, pressing against Isa’s slender stomach.

As they remained in tense silence, another salvo of pulse-raising words splintered through the undergrowth from very nearby. Much too close.

“This will be perfect. There’s plenty of space here. We’ve got some shade too for later when the sun gets higher.”

“Good spot, bro. Hey!” A piercing whistle cut through the air, making both half-naked students flinch in alarm. “Over here! Nobody else is here!”

“Good Lord,” Isa whispered. She peeked cautiously around the trunk and then began to giggle, her whole body sagging with relief. But Nate was too tense to see the funny side as he pulled away from her.

“Holy shit. That was way too close,” he said, shaking his head uneasily.

“It was, wasn’t it?” Isa kept giggling as she slipped away from Nate, his cock twitching in protest at her departure. “I’m not lying, I definitely recognized one of those voices.”

“I know them too,” Nate nodded, creeping around the tree and squinting through the bushes. “Those are buddies of Ethan’s.” A group of about a dozen students were setting up with a soccer ball, barely six feet from the edge of the woods. At least half of them were shirtless, their muscular torsos gleaming in the morning heat, and Nate swallowed another bout of self-doubt as he turned to see if Isa was also watching the overly masculine crowd, any one of whom could probably satisfy her much better than he could.

She was leaning against her tree, arm propped casually, her body relaxed as she caught his gaze. When she did, she began to laugh again. Her radiant smile, teeth white as pearls, flanked by the rosy cushions of her lips, made her statuesque cheekbones stand out. Her clever eyes narrowed to thin, fluttering crescents that crinkled at the edges with mirth.

With slight surprise, Nate heard himself laugh along with her, his concerns silenced by the way her face lit up like the morning sun rising high over the ocean. How could he not, when such a beautiful creature was here, willingly spending her time with him?

“We should... we should find somewhere quieter,” Nate finally said when the moment had passed. “I’m sure you don’t want Ethan’s friends to find out about us and tell everyone.” He took a deep breath. “Maybe... we could go to my place?”

“Your place? I’d rather stay here.” The ground crunched under Isa’s heel as she spun on the spot and sauntered deeper into the clearing, toward a tree whose trunk was illuminated by a thick beam of sunlight falling through the leaves. When she reached it, she turned to Nate. Then, in a single fluid motion, Isa grabbed the hem of her sports bra and pulled it over her head.

Nate had already begun stumbling after her. But as soon as her top disappeared, he came to such an abrupt halt that he nearly slipped, his jaw dropping so fast it was a wonder it didn’t dislocate. His eyes bulged to the size of golf balls as they latched onto the lush curves of Isa’s exposed breasts, the mysterious treasures she had teased him with so effectively, now free for his viewing. A wave of desire boiled in Nate’s groin, and he gritted his teeth, crossed his legs, and doubled over as he came agonizingly close to coming a second time from this sight alone.

Despite his virginity—or perhaps because of it—Nate had indulged in countless videos of countless breasts from countless porn stars during his private time. Yet none could compare to the bouncing beauties Isa had just revealed before him. They were as round and full as he could have wished for his first real pair, each as large and lush as a juicy pomelo. The loss of her sports bra had barely changed their shape, as if an invisible force was working overtime to keep them so firm and perky against her chest despite their size.

“I know you like them.” Isa’s voice echoed as if from far away, beyond the tree line, but when Nate refocused, she was standing right in front of him, wearing nothing but her sneakers and panties, leaning casually against the sun-drenched tree with her half-naked body bathed in light. Her voice was laced with such a seductive tone that Nate’s cock twitched wildly at the sound alone. “Don’t think I didn’t notice how you stared the other day.”

“Are you even listening to me?” Nate asked. Up close, he could make out the pebbly stiffness of Isa’s brownish-pink nipples, as well as faint tan lines running across the outer halves of her breasts. “We’re too exposed here. What if we get caught?”

“That won’t happen if we’re quiet,” Isa said with a carefree shrug.

“But you’re not quiet!” Nate said desperately, unable to suppress a small laugh at the absurdity of it all.

“Well, that’s not my fault,” Isa said with a mischievous grin before giving Nate a playful shove. “Speaking of which, you never answered my question from earlier.”

“Your question?”

“Yes, my question.” Isa grabbed Nate’s arm and pulled him closer, lowering her voice until their faces were just inches apart. “Where did you learn to eat a woman out so well?” She tilted her head, giving him a slight pout. “You wouldn’t lie to me about being a virgin, would you, Nate?”

“No!” Nate stammered. “No, I swear, I’m... a virgin. I would never, never—”

“Nate, I’m just messing with you,” Isa giggled. Still holding his wrist, she slowly guided his hand upward and placed his palm on the plush cushion of her bare breast. Nate hesitated only a moment before gently curling his fingers, carefully exploring her generous curves—savoring how smooth and buttery soft she was, yet flawlessly firm and alive.

Nate squeezed again, this time with more intensity and enthusiasm. He felt Isa’s hips twitch against him in response. It was all the wordless encouragement he needed to lift his free hand and slide it over her other breast, teasing the rigid nipple before pressing his fingers deeper into her soft flesh. She hadn’t been wrong about Friday night—he remembered all too well how badly he’d wanted to grab her big tits, play with them, caress them to his heart’s content. Never believing such a situation would ever, ever actually happen.

“Come on, Nate. Tell me,” Isa pleaded, a lustful whimper escaping her parted lips. “Where did you learn tricks like that?”

“It’s really not an interesting story,” Nate said as he continued working her breasts. “Ethan was bragging to all of us once about eating out a girl at a beach party. We all went out that night, so I just... asked him for some pointers. Just in case.” His eyes were wide with delight, fascinated by the way her soft, tanned breasts yielded just enough to the pressure of his grip, how they felt heavy and tender in his hands. How fitting that her breasts were just as worthy of worship as the rest of her.

“Mmm.” Nate’s thumbnail grazed Isa’s budding nipple, and she arched her back with a lustful hiss. “Ah! Just a few pointers, huh?”

“More or less. Apparently good ones,” Nate said. “He just told me how he usually does it. Honestly, I’m surprised I remembered so much.”

“I’m glad you remembered.”

“Heh. Me too.”

Emboldened by a surge of courage, Nate grabbed each of Isa’s taut nipples between thumb and forefinger and pulled, drawing a surprised whimper from her. “That didn’t hurt, did it?”

“Oh! No, it didn’t.” Isa’s face flushed as Nate pulled again, harder this time, and then a third time, stretching the supple skin of her breasts like putty as she writhed under his touch.

Would his friends, or Ethan, or anyone ever believe him if he told them about this later? Not just about the things he’d done with one of the hottest girls on campus, but that she’d enjoyed it too? No chance.

But that thought didn’t bother Nate in the slightest. Not as long as he was the one molding her perfect breasts, licking her sublime pussy, and feeling her heavenly lips around his cock. All that mattered was that he’d done it, that he was here, that he’d somehow managed to get such a desirable beauty to fool around with him in the middle of Paradise Park. He almost laughed at the sudden appropriateness of the name.

“Unh!” Nate gave both of Isa’s nipples an almost brutal twist at once, and she flinched as real pain hit her, amplified by how sensitive her nipples were. “Hey! Slow down! I don’t know what else Ethan told you, but ripping my nipples off isn’t going to make me come.”

“Oh. Right.” Nate grimaced as he released Isa’s breasts and noticed the reddish marks where he’d pinched them. “Uh, sorry. I guess I got a little carried away.”

“It’s okay,” Isa said, ignoring the painful throbbing in her nipples. She hadn’t expected Nate to get so rough so quickly, but chalked it up to him being too pent up. She couldn’t blame him. After all, who was she to judge others for getting carried away?

Isa cupped Nate’s cheek with her hand. Her radiant smile reassured him as their eager gazes met, and his internal cringing faded as a bright smile lit up his face. “If you want to make it up to me, how about you go back down for another taste?” Her eyes wandered downward meaningfully. “You had me right on the edge. Before those idiots interrupted us.”

Nate smiled so hard he felt like his face might shatter like glass. As if she even needed to ask. He needed to hear more from her. He had to see more of her. The way she gasped while he worshipped her flawless body, the flutter of her long lashes like the wings of a tiny blackbird. Her happiness was his happiness, and the fact that she craved more of what he had to offer set his soul ablaze.

There was just one small change he wanted to make.

Nate remembered Ethan’s words about how girls didn’t always want to rush sex and foreplay. How they liked it slow and steady. Done right, it could drive them crazy. He took a shaky breath, equal parts nervous and excited, and instead of kneeling down, he leaned toward Isa.

Nate had realized by now that the more he thought about what he was doing, the more it rattled him. So he forced himself to forget that they were in such a public place. He forced himself to forget that the soccer players were whooping and hollering just a few yards away. And he forced himself to forget that he'd never done any of this before and honestly had barely any idea what he was doing.

Isa seemed to understand what was going through his head. A smile tugged at the corner of her mouth, and she tilted her head slightly to the side, offering him her neck. Then Nate's lips fastened onto Isa's smooth skin, just below the high ridge of her cheekbone.

The first volley of kisses was short and sweet, raining down in rapid succession on Isa's neck, as if Nate was afraid of overstaying his welcome with each one. But as he began to wander further down, leaving a trail to her collarbone, he seemed to relax. The kisses became longer and wetter, sinking into Isa's neck with relish, savoring her taste while his fingers stroked across her cheek. It all came almost automatically, as if awakened from a long-dormant instinct. It wasn't his habit to be so physically vulnerable with someone, and yet it felt so right.

But if that wasn't enough, there was Isa's reaction to his touch. She exhaled loudly as his fingertips and lips peppered her cheek and neck in perfect harmony, sending goosebumps across her bare breasts and shivers down her bare back. Her nails ran soothingly over Nate's arms as she held him, eyes squeezed shut and head thrown back, listening to the gentle smacking of his lips against her skin.

As he approached her collarbone, Nate began to nibble at her tenderly, acting on another instinct. Something, somewhere, a feeling or a voice, promised him she would like it, and so he did. The more she reacted, the more he listened.

Purely by chance, his teeth held on a second too long as he pulled back, and the resulting tug that Isa felt on her skin sent a spark of excitement shooting into her core, her arousal dripping freely to the ground and down her thighs.

“Oh! That tickles!” Isa giggled. Lost in such blissful sensations, she arched her back and thrust her chest upward, desperate to feel Nate's tongue on her breasts. He was so tantalizingly close to her stiff, hypersensitive nipples, and it cost her everything to hold back and let him get there on his own as he dragged his lips across the swells of her plump breasts, teasing toward her pebbled nipples.

“Please,” Isa gasped, pressing her fingers into Nate's scalp. “God, please Nate. You're making me so fucking wet.”

Nate was practically trembling as he tried to pull himself together. He wanted to scream in triumph and punch the air. Isabella Ortega was putty in his hands, her beautiful face twisted with pleasure under his touch. Every second with her sent his confidence soaring to heights it hadn't even dared to graze before.

“I love that you're wet,” he said, his breath teasing Isa's nipples as it passed over them, too little to satisfy. “It's so sexy. You're so sexy.”

Isa's only response was a tighter grip, driven by unmistakable impatience. If that wasn't permission enough for him to keep going, then the sharp intake of breath she made as his mouth carefully latched onto her breast was more than enough to confirm it.

“Oh! Oh, that feels good,” Isa murmured, placing her hand back on Nate's cheek. His tongue ran against and around her erect nipple, making it grow even harder, and he cupped both breasts, kneading the soft, heavy mounds beneath his fingertips. His thumb reached over to brush the neglected nipple of her other breast, flicking and teasing it, and Isa's giggle transformed into a lustful gasp as Nate's probing fingers and tongue became heavenly pleasure surging through her chest.

Nate pinched her nipple again, more carefully this time, before switching breasts. His tongue circled her areola, exploring the contrast between the steel-like firmness of one and the supple tenderness of the other. Isa arched her back with a strained moan, pressing her breasts against hand and mouth as Nate began to suck on her teat like a newborn calf, savoring the faint, sweet taste of sweat on her skin and appreciating its silky smoothness.

He wouldn't stop until every single millimeter of her pebbled nipples had been lavished by his grazing tongue. When he was certain he'd achieved that lofty goal, he went over both of them completely once more for good measure, before scattering kisses across the plump expanse of her chest, each one a glowing spark added to the fire of her reciprocated lust.

Satisfied with Isa's breasts, Nate wandered further downward, peppering her flat, taut stomach with kisses. Compared to the fullness of her breasts above and the wide hips below, she possessed a waist so narrow and streamlined that it was hard to believe it alone held these two halves of her seductive body together. The only visible counterargument to this train of thought was her abs, which looked as soft as the rest of her but felt completely different beneath his gentle kisses—irresistibly taut and firm.

Nate had never really found a woman's stomach erotic, but as his gaze glided over Isa's toned and slender abdomen, his cock stirred at the mere sight of her flawless midsection, defined but not overly muscular and without a hint of visible fat. He could have wandered back and forth between these two regions, breasts and stomach, for hours. But then he felt Isa's hand pressing gently against his scalp, guiding him where she wanted him to go.

“Keep going,” he heard her whisper from above, and when he looked up, he saw her head thrown back and eyes closed, her mouth open in an endless, silent moan. Her nipples glistened with his saliva in the midday light. “Nate… please…” Her tone was so pleading, so sincere. Birds chirped around him in the trees, as if congratulating him for making a girl so far out of his league beg for his attention.

Nate finally knelt, letting his hands slide down Isa's thighs, hearing her breath quicken the lower he went. He was desperate too. He wanted to know how close she was and how quickly he could bring her to climax. God, how he burned to make her come. What would it be like? Would she scream? Would she give them away?

Isa pressed tight against the tree while Nate's breath steamed against her shaved mound, so close yet too far away. She hooked a finger around the soaked crotch of her panties and pulled it aside again in silent invitation. He stroked her inner thighs, torturously close to her heated center, and she whimpered in frustration, caught in an intoxicating swirl of lust.

Then he was back, caressing her hot slit with the eager patter of his hungry tongue, igniting a shower of sparks on the tinder between her legs.

“Oh, fuuuuck.” Isa stretched out the word, so caught up in the bliss she could barely finish it. Half of it came from the sheer enthusiasm with which Nate went to work, the devoted worship he gave her like a penitent begging forgiveness for his sin of chastity. All she could see looking down was his tousled hair peeking out between her thighs and the flexing of her own abs. His tongue worked tirelessly on her clit while two fingers massaged the depths of her dripping slit as she bent her knees to grind her sex against his face.

Isa reached for Nate's smooth strands and wove her fingers into them, pressing against his scalp and urging him on. She hadn't meant to pull his hair, didn't want to hurt him, but that's exactly what she unconsciously did when his fingers rubbed her in just the right spot, when his tongue caressed her clit. Yet he continued undeterred, and Isa could only laugh with joy at his eagerness, at the devotion that translated so skillfully into the relentless, churning rapture enveloping her core.

She spread her legs wider, desperate to get both his fingers and his tongue deeper into her slit, to scratch the itch that couldn't be scratched. When that wasn't enough, she lifted her leg and draped it over Nate's shoulder. He buckled slightly under the weight of her muscular thigh but took it in stride like everything else, adjusting to stroke her clit with his thumb and lick her dripping hole, his nose nestled in her primrose-pink folds.

The relief lasted barely ten seconds. Too soon, it still wasn't enough. Isa whimpered bitterly, a sound Nate obviously misread as joyful as he began licking her with even more zeal, flexing and arching his back and neck while his tongue glided along the entire blooming length of her pussy, exploring every fold.

When she tilted her head to the side, Isa saw it. Nate's cock—just as firm, large, and erect as before when she'd held and tasted it—jutted from his crotch like a concrete pillar. Anyone might have thought she couldn't get any wetter than she already was, until that moment. She gushed over Nate's face at the sight alone, at the thought of it, at the idea of what it would take to get him into a position where he would stretch her exactly as she needed, in a way that would bring her unimaginable bliss.

“God, you're hung as fuck.” The words escaped Isa's gasping lips before she'd even processed the thought that created them.

“Hm?” Nate was still licking her slit but raised his eyes to her questioningly. Isa, to her own surprise as much as his, flushed dark red.

“Uh, I said… I said, 'God, I love your tongue.'”

“Oh. Thanks!”

“Yeah. You're welcome.” Isa gritted her teeth and tried to focus on the feeling of Nate eating her out. She didn't need anything more than that. This felt perfectly good enough.

But then 'good enough' wasn't what she was looking for. She wanted nerve-shattering. She wanted explosive. That would come when… if…

Isa's thoughts were cut short as she focused on it again. Hard as steel, gleaming like the pale moon, curved dominantly toward her. Nate's magnificent manhood demanded her attention, knowing full well she was falling headlong under its spell, promising with its veined beauty everything she craved and more.

And God, how she craved it.

“Do you think you—OH!” A sharp gasp helped Isa rein in her tongue just in time. Then, driven by the fleeting swirl of butterflies in her belly, the desperate words spilled out anyway. “Do you think you'd be as good at fucking me as you are at eating my pussy?”

Nate was so busy it took him a good three seconds to fully process Isa's words. He did a dramatic double take, then pulled back from her, eyes wide with shock. The expression on his face was so priceless it almost made up for the sudden interruption, for the loss of his mouth on her dripping folds. Not to mention the thrill that shot through her for saying something so reckless.

“Do I think… what?!” he gasped, suppressing a stutter as his brain froze. “You mean, I can… you want me to… we can…?”

Isa's chest rose and fell as the thought went quiet in her head. She realized, as her brain caught up with her mouth, the crossroads where she now stood. The same moment of clarity had hit her on Friday night. A moment in which, had she behaved less like a horny slut, had she actually paused to consider the possible consequences of her actions, she might never have gotten that ill-timed load from Ethan. The ill-timed load that was still haunting her in an all too tangible sense.

Nate had come so quickly earlier. There had been so much. Isa knew she'd been completely caught off guard, just like when Ethan had pumped legions of his wriggling sperm into her. What if Nate hadn't shot into her mouth? What if he'd shot into her pussy too? Isa's stomach churned as she imagined, just for a second, something like that happening again, so soon after it had backfired the first time.

Her morning-after pill was a lifeline, but it didn't make her untouchable. There was having fun, and there was being irresponsible. Making the latter a habit only meant begging for more trouble.

“I... I was just kidding.” Isa half-smiled, half-grimaced, and pressed slightly harder on his scalp to push him back under her mound. “Sorry. That just... slipped out. I didn't mean to say it.”

“Oh.” Nate nodded awkwardly, as if he'd known all along. “I mean, right. It's cool. I figured.” Still, the disappointment squeezing his heart when she didn't immediately take back her words was impossible to ignore. For a few glorious seconds, he'd been so close.

Isa felt terrible as she watched Nate's head sink, his chin pointed toward the ground, his lips pressed together. Why on earth had she opened her stupid mouth? She wanted to explain. Tell him how risky Friday had been, and that she'd be especially fertile in less than 72 hours. But how could she?

“Nate... I—OH!”

Quick as lightning, Nate dove forward. His tongue returned to part Isa's wet folds, and she sighed—satisfaction and unease mingled together—as her hand pressed against his mop of hair and urged him deeper, relieved that maybe he hadn't taken her rejection as hard as she'd feared.

Nate's hands clung to the smooth, taut skin of Isa's hips, holding her steady as he devoted himself once more to savoring the vibrant sweetness between her legs. His jaw still ached like hell from going down on her earlier, but newfound determination seized him as he slurped aggressively at her clit.

He raised two fingers that slid into her pussy with merciful ease. Within moments he heard Isa gasp above him and suck air through her teeth, her sneaker scraping across the ground as she repositioned herself against the tree trunk. He imagined her angelic face contorted in sublime pleasure, drinking in the wet sounds of her pussy as he sucked on her and finger-fucked her, reveling in her addictive, ambrosial taste. It eased his dejection somewhat as he wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close, grinding her pussy against his mouth to extract as much bliss as possible.

Nate didn't want Isa to keep pitying him. This thing between them had nothing to do with pity.

Okay, the blowjob, sure—that had been out of pity. And he'd needed it more than he'd realized. But now this had evolved into something else. Him going down on her, playing with her breasts—ever since he'd come down her throat, he'd been a mostly willing and equal partner in this indulgent game. Part of it was showing her he didn't care whether he got to fuck her or not. If licking her wet pussy dry was the way to make that point, then he'd do it.

But as much as Nate tried to convince himself otherwise, he was still thinking about fucking her. It took a minute or two before he admitted that to himself. When he did, it was the only thing he could think about.

The idea now lay open between them, hovering wordlessly as an invisible possibility. The more Nate thought about it, the less frightening it seemed. The more he thought about it, the harder his cock got, refusing to accept anything less than being buried in the hot, dripping pussy he'd been pampering all afternoon. Not to mention doing it right here, in their idyllic grove, so precariously hidden from the city and all its prying eyes.

Isa moaned as the glowing pyre of an orgasm began to burn within her. Her eyes were squeezed shut not only in ecstasy but also to avoid the arousing sight of Nate's steel-hard cock glistening with precum, hungry for her womb. Yet the image still hung in her mind's eye, taunting her, making her toes curl in her sneakers and her wetness run down her thighs like condensation on a windowpane, intensifying the pleasure coiling ever tighter around her core.

She wanted to feel Nate inside her. It was pointless to deny it. It was also a terribly dangerous idea. But when had that ever stopped her?

“Oh, fuck. Fuck, that feels so good! Oh! OH!” Isa slammed her back against the tree, then arched it as her climax built and coiled like a spring in her belly. Her skin stretched taut over her ribs; her muscles twitched all over her body as gasps poured from her mouth. The salty aftertaste of Nate's cum from earlier lingered on Isa's tongue, and she remembered again, all too vividly, his huge load flowing down her throat...

...and yet she was seriously considering inviting Nate's cock into her increasingly fertile pussy. This wasn't just asking for trouble; this was begging for it on hands and knees. But she wanted it just as badly.

It shocked her how much she wanted it.

And that realization pushed Isa over the edge as the warmth in her pussy began to bubble and overflow. She cried out, pinching her own nipples and grinding her pussy against Nate's face as he finally drove her to a hot, throbbing, explosive orgasm...


Chapter 11

The edge of the woods exploded in a shower of leaves. A soccer ball, cleanly kicked into the underbrush by Ethan's friends outside, skittered across the dry mud and twigs toward Nate and struck him hard in the leg. He jerked back from Isa in surprise, and she let out a cry of dismay as her building climax collapsed at the peak of its intensity. The tension dissolved into a terrible, agonizing ache of wasted passion that washed over her from head to toe.

Her muscles cramped with frustration. The heat that had pulsed through her veins transformed into a burning hunger that throbbed deep in her belly. Isa's fingers clawed at the rough bark as her body cried out for the release that had been so cruelly denied.

Despite the pain of her ruined orgasm, Isa was just clear-headed enough to meet Nate's eyes. They shared a horrified silence as the call they'd been expecting rang out from the field beyond the woods.

“I'll get it!”

The voice cut through the sultry air like a knife. Nate's face went ashen, sweat beading on his forehead despite the cool shadows between the trees.

“Shit,” Nate gasped. “Fucking shit, they're going to find us!”

Isa clung to the tree trunk as she tried to find solid footing, surprised by how shaky her legs were. Her thighs still trembled from the interrupted pleasure, her skin glistening with a mixture of sweat and arousal. Their clothes hung scattered across various branches, and she reached for them in growing panic as the sound of heavy footsteps crushing dry leaves grew louder.

“Nate!” she called out, as loud as she dared. “Nate, grab our stuff!” Isa didn't want to be discovered, but if it happened, she definitely didn't want to be standing stark naked in the middle of the park. The thought of strangers' eyes on her while her body still trembled with unfulfilled desire made her cheeks burn.

But Nate, despite his obvious alarm, had already sprung into action. He snatched up both his clothes and Isa's running gear, bundled them in his arms, and then, almost as an afterthought, grabbed Isa's arm and yanked her along with him. They practically fell on top of each other on the other side of the trunk, away from the tree line, their naked bodies pressed together by sweat and fear.

This time Isa was on the outside and felt terribly exposed. The cool air brushed over her heated skin and made her nipples harden. Why hadn't they gone to a different tree? She tried to press closer to Nate, who winced as his back scraped roughly against the bark.

“Hey! I can't go back any further!” Nate whispered. His voice was hoarse with tension.

“He's going to see me!” Isa hissed, trying again to push against Nate. Her naked breasts pressed against his chest, their skin sticking together. “Damn it, Nate, move a little!”

“There's no room! He'll hear us!”

“Nate, you have to—”

“SHHHH!” Lightning-fast, Nate pressed his hand over Isa's mouth, muffling her. His palm was salty with sweat, warm and firm against her lips. His other hand gripped her hip, pressing her tight against him. Isa squirmed indignantly and slapped him away... but then froze as a boot crunched into the ground barely six feet away.

Both Isa and Nate went stiff as stone statues. They barely dared to breathe, huddling against the tree in petrifying silence, their bodies so tense they ached and cramped within seconds. Isa's heartbeat pounded in her ears like thunder. More heavy footsteps followed, along with the sound of bushes and brambles being kicked aside as the intruder cursed, unable to find his ball.

All they could do was wait, knowing the game was up, that the shout would ring out as soon as they were discovered.

The stomping of his boots made Isa's stomach do somersaults. As did Nate's heartbeat, which she felt so clearly against her back. The rhythmic pulse of his life against her spine was hypnotic, both soothing and arousing. Each time the intruder muttered in frustration, she flinched, only partially calmed by the warmth of Nate's hasty breaths on her neck. His warm breath tickled her skin and raised goosebumps down her arms. She startled again as branches snapped so close that the debris scattered against her heel, pushing her even further against Nate's front while her hair stood on end.

And while her own heart drummed powerfully and relentlessly in her chest, she shuddered as she noticed Nate's massive cock pressed warm against her lower back. The heat of his hardness burned through her skin like a branding iron.

“Is this guy blind?” Nate whispered, as loud as he dared, which was barely loud enough for even Isa to hear. His breath brushed over her ear and made her shiver. “His stupid ball is lying right over there, I can see it.”

“Who is it?” Isa asked, pressing her thighs together as she tried to ignore the cock pressing into her. Damn, Nate was really huge. She could feel his length and thickness through the thin film of sweat connecting their bodies. How damn good it would feel to have that magnificent cock inside her... The thought made her already wet pussy even wetter.

“I... I didn't see.” Nate leaned slightly to the left as he tried to catch a glimpse of the intruder as imperceptibly as possible. His movement made his cock slide across her skin, and Isa bit her lip to keep from moaning. Only to tense immediately as another crunch of fallen leaves made him recoil. His whole body shifted. Including his cock, which slipped from its place to nestle between Isa's ass cheeks, the tip pushing against her pussy lips.

The wet warmth of her opening enveloped his tip like an invitation. Isa felt her inner muscles contract involuntarily, as if wanting to pull him deeper.

Isa gasped, high and sharp. The sensation was electrifying—his hard tip parting her soft, swollen lips. She pressed her own hand over her mouth in horror, and Nate froze behind her. But the intruder remained oddly oblivious, cursing softly and sighing theatrically as he continued searching in vain for his ball. Isa slowly lowered her hand. It took all her effort not to guide it to her clit, with Nate's cock motionless in its new position, nestled deep in the groove between her cheeks.

Being denied her orgasm had piled a mountain of longing onto Isa's aching core, which tensed under the weight and desperation for the release she craved so badly. Her clit throbbed rhythmically, swollen and sensitive, while her inner walls clenched around emptiness. The long-awaited return of a bare cock so close to her starving opening sent surges of pleasure shooting up into her belly with Nate's slightest movement. Though those movements felt anything but slight as his tip pressed against her unprotected entrance, sampling her slick folds.

It was all completely unintentional. But with one flex of their hips, Isa knew they could be joined. A single thrust, a slight angle, and he would slide into her. The thought made her pant like a bitch in heat, her juices already dripping over his tip.

“I know who that is,” Nate said suddenly. His voice was rough, strained. “I recognize the voice. Jason Nakamura. He's the biggest damn blabbermouth you'll ever meet in your life. Of course it had to be him.”

“Mhmm. Okay.” Isa was barely listening. She had begun rubbing herself as inconspicuously as possible, biting her lip with a lazy grin, eyes half-closed as she imagined Nate sliding into her, his incredible cock disappearing into the velvety grip of her pussy. Her hips moved in tiny circles, rubbing her swollen lips along his length.

“He'll tell everyone if he sees us. If he doesn't try to blackmail you first in exchange for his silence. I wouldn't put it past him.” Nate's voice grew deeper, hoarser, as he felt what she was doing.

“Mhmm.” Isa increased the pressure as much as she dared and suppressed a moan with a cute little grunt. Her fingers swirled over her clit, and she exhaled unevenly as the denied ecstasy of her ruined orgasm began to return, setting her whole body humming with heat. The combination of the danger of discovery and Nate's hard cock against her pussy nearly made her lose her mind. “I bet you want him to see us, don't you?”

“What? No! Why... why would I want that?” Nate's tone was unshakably defensive, but his hips moved involuntarily against her, pressing his cock more firmly between her thighs. Though Isa really believed him, she couldn't help but giggle.

“Why do you think?” This time she let herself moan softly, hoping Nate would notice, that he would be encouraged by it. The sound was barely more than a breath, but she felt his body react to it, his muscles tensing. “Because it would be so totally embarrassing for you if people found out, hm?”

“I'm thinking of you!” His voice was strained, desperate.

“Oh! I believe you.” Isa shuddered as a wave of pleasure rippled through her body, now steadily building toward the euphoric heights she'd nearly reached just before Jason's untimely interruption. Her nipples were so hard they ached, her skin glowing with heat despite the cool forest air. She desperately wanted to slip one or two more fingers into her dripping hole, but forced herself to hold back for the one thing, the only thing, that would feel even better.

A thrust of Nate's hips. That was all it would take.

“That's not what I meant... I just wanted...” Nate's protest weakened, his self-control crumbling under the onslaught of sensations.

“I mean, look how naughty you already are.” Isa glanced over her shoulder at Nate, her eyes flicking suggestively downward. Her lips were swollen and moist, her cheeks flushed with arousal. He followed her gaze—and gasped when he saw which part of her body his cock was nestled against. The tip glistened with her wetness, her pussy lips embracing him like a second skin.

“Oh, shit! I didn't mean to... I...” His voice broke as he grasped the reality of their position.

“Oh, of course not,” Isa giggled, loud enough to make Nate tense as he remembered why they were pressed so tightly together in the first place. “I know you want to. I know you're dying to find out how good my pussy feels.” Her words were a warm breath against his ear, wet and seductive.

Now that Nate was aware of where his cock was, Isa felt no need to hold back anymore. She began grinding suggestively, sliding the length of her slit up and down his taut shaft, rubbing her clit harder and faster as pleasure swelled within her. Her juices made the movement slick, letting him glide effortlessly between her swollen lips. The promise of her orgasm, returned with full force, was enough for her to rationalize throwing all caution to the wind, and she let out her loudest moan yet as the tip of Nate's cock dipped between her wet pussy lips before sliding out again.

The sensation was overwhelming—his hard heat parting her soft wetness, only to withdraw again and leave her empty and yearning.

“Isa,” Nate said, his tone heavy with urgency. His eyes were wide as he watched her touch herself, and he nearly choked when his tip briefly slipped inside her. But he forced himself to keep his composure. Not that he could stop himself from staring. “Isa, you have to stop. Jason will find us. You're way too loud!”

“But it feels so good,” Isa gasped with a grin. “Oh! Fuck! Come on, Nate. Don't you want to know how my pussy feels? My tight, hot pussy? Gripping your huge cock?”

“I... I...”

Isa rubbed her ass seductively against Nate's crotch, and her grin widened deliciously at the soft squeak that escaped him. His cock, unimpressed by its owner's restraint, pushed imperiously between her ass cheeks, seeking another taste of her slick heat. She yielded just enough to take his dripping tip inside her for a fraction of a second before pulling him out with a skillful roll of her hips. With the crotch of her panties pushed aside, there was nothing to hold back Nate's insistent cock.

“Come on, Nate,” Isa breathed, her voice dripping with seduction. “A girl shows up and wiggles her ass like this. What's the first thing you want to do?”

“Isa, we… we can't… I…”

“You've waited so long for this. You deserve it. Come on, Nate. Do it. I want you to fuck me, Nate. Please, fuck me. You know you want to.”

In the short time he'd known her, Nate had never heard this edge in Isa's voice. She sounded feverish, almost possessed, her desire for him to take the next step showing in the frantic way her ass rubbed against his hips, in how her soaked pussy coated his cock, and in her heavy breathing as she massaged her clit with even more passion.

Of course he wanted to. The thought made his throat tight and his chest heavy, as if filled with water. But he couldn't do it. Not here. Surely not here?

“I want to,” Nate stammered. “So badly. But we can't. Not here. Not now. Isa, this is insane. Please. We'll get caught.”

But Isa had gone too far and couldn't have listened to Nate even if she'd wanted to. Her climax was so close, building inside her like a geyser about to erupt, while his tip repeatedly grazed her tight opening, driving her to the edge of madness. Her desperate need to be filled showed in the way her pussy tried to cling to Nate's tip.

Despite her provocative words, Isa knew full well that Nate wouldn't push inside her on his own. He'd proven himself today and done some brave things, but going from completely inexperienced to losing his virginity within half an hour… well, even she had to admit that was quite a leap. A hurdle he probably lacked the courage for right now.

But that didn't mean she couldn't have her own fun. He just had to stand there while she pleasured herself to the thought of his wonderful cock stretching her, stroking her clit and teasing herself with his shaft. That would be enough.

“Fuck,” Isa gasped. She grabbed Nate's wrist and pulled it down painfully as she rushed toward her sublime climax. “Fuck, I'm about to come. I… I'm coming!”

“You can't!” Nate said, his voice trembling. His skin tingled as he began to sweat under his arms and on his forehead. His cock twitched as Isa's sweet slit caressed it with seductive ease, each rub of her glistening pink folds sending waves of pleasure along his swollen shaft. Nate watched as the tip disappeared inside her again and again, catching on her opening before slipping back out. Without thinking, he moved closer, allowing himself to push just a little deeper each time she sank back against him. It was simply too easy, aided by the slick wetness between her legs that urged him with each enticing rub to do something he hadn't even dreamed of moments before.

Isa's muscles trembled in her back and legs, tensing against Nate's body. He gritted his teeth. She was going to give them away. She was going to ruin everything, just for her own selfish desire to climax as quickly as possible.

Why should he care? She was right, after all: if what they were doing here was discovered, he'd be a king among his friends. A legend on campus. It would certainly wipe that stupid grin off Ethan's face to know that his nerd of a roommate had gotten the same girl he had.

If she didn't care, why should he? If she was so eager to get caught, then so be it. If she wanted it so badly… then she'd get it.

As Isa's pussy slid over his tip again, Nate grabbed her curving hips. He pressed his feet firmly against the ground. His hips thrust forward awkwardly, as if of their own accord, as he pulled her against him.

Within seconds, every inch of Nate's rigid cock was buried to the hilt inside Isa.

Isa was so soaked between her legs that she barely felt any friction for the first few inches. Only when Nate lost momentum against her sheer tightness did his thrust slow and his thickness inside her become noticeable. From there, Isa felt every throbbing inch stretching her slick walls so pleasantly that she threw her head back, completely powerless to suppress a piercing half-gasping, half-squeaking sound that escaped her lips into the still air.

The sensation was overwhelming—her inner walls clamped around him like a silk glove, pulsing and hot. Nate could feel her contracting around him, her muscles trembling and quivering around his throbbing shaft. His own legs threatened to give out under the intensity of the moment, the reality of what was happening. He was inside her. Completely. Her heat enveloped him, consumed him, as her body adjusted to his fullness.

Isa gasped, her breath halting and irregular. The stretch was deliciously painful, a mixture of pressure and pleasure that brought her nerve endings to life. She could feel every inch of him filling her most intimate depths, completing her in a way she'd never experienced before. Her clit throbbed against her fingers, swollen and sensitive, as her orgasm continued to build inside her.

“What the hell? Who's there?” Nate froze as Jason's voice thundered from nearby. He immediately regretted his carelessness and pressed his hand over Isa's open mouth in one last desperate attempt to preserve the secrecy of their union.

If Isa knew they'd been heard, she didn't show it. She moaned deep into Nate's palm, the sound torn uncontrollably from her throat. Trembling and shaking violently in Nate's arms, convulsing as if having a seizure, her hands clawed at his hips in a desperate attempt to hold on. Her legs wobbled, buckled, and then gave out.


Chapter 12

With a quickness that surprised even him, Nate caught Isa around the waist and pulled her back with a strained groan. He tightened his grip, trying to still her trembling body. Isa’s eyes were squeezed shut, her pussy clenching his cock—lodged inside her as firmly as Excalibur in the stone. Pulling out would have been nearly impossible, even if he’d wanted to.

But it wasn’t until Isa let out a satisfied sigh and relaxed against him—despite their predicament—that it finally hit Nate: he’d just made her come. Her body still trembled in his arms, little aftershocks of pleasure rippling through her muscles like waves across a still lake.

Both naked students pressed against each other, rigid as the tree they hid behind, their pulses racing like jackhammers. Deathly silence filled the air. Even the birds and insects had stopped their chirping and buzzing, leaving only the soft rustle of leaves to mask their presence. Nate felt every heartbeat in his cock, still buried deep in Isa’s hot tightness.

“Who’s there? Hello?” The footsteps came so close that Jason had to be standing on the other side of their tree, two feet away. Isa looked up. Nate looked down. Their gazes met, filled with as much tension as their intertwined bodies, yet there was small comfort in the fact that they were in this together. If only they hadn’t been caught right on the verge of the best part. The taste of danger mixed with the salty taste of sweat on Nate’s lips.

“Dude! What the hell is taking so long?” A new voice echoed in the distance.

“I was just... I thought I heard... I can’t find the—”

“Dude, it’s a damn soccer ball. It’s not exactly camouflaged. Find it and get back. We’re waiting.”

“Yeah. Two seconds.”

But Jason didn’t move. They could still feel his presence, so close. Isa struggled to breathe, her hand pressed to her mouth, mind and body still foggy from her climax. Sweat covered her forehead and dampened her neck, and she couldn’t tell if it was from the intensity of her orgasm or her fear of being discovered. Her pussy still twitched around Nate’s cock, little contractions that nearly drove him insane.

Then they heard a loud snort of defeat. Bushes rustled as they were pushed aside, followed by the dull thump of hands on synthetic leather as Jason finally found his soccer ball. He spun on his heel, his footsteps steadily receding into the distance until the grove lay in complete silence once more.

Isa and Nate let themselves breathe at the same time.

“Shit. Is he gone?” Isa’s voice was barely more than a whisper. Delayed satisfaction radiated through her body, and she shuddered as she straightened up and felt Nate’s cock pulsing against her inner walls—a sobering reminder that she was still impaled on him like a fish on a line. The movement made him slide even deeper inside her, and she bit her lip to suppress a moan.

Well. That’s what she got for thinking he’d be too chicken to stick his cock inside her.

“Yeah. He’s gone.” Nate didn’t dare move a muscle. He’d done it. For the first time in his life, he was inside a woman. This simple reality repeated in his head over and over as he stared down in shock, taking in the yielding pressure of Isa’s round ass against his crotch and the ring of her pussy stretched around his girth. The heat of her core enveloped him like a silk glove, wet and inviting.

He heard her sigh as her body relaxed and all tension left her. Then she looked over her shoulder at him, blinking with sparkling eyes, and a wave of embarrassment washed over Nate as they both looked down together at what he’d done. His cock disappeared completely into her pink slit, only his balls visible, pressing against her wet lips.

“I’m so sorry,” Nate stammered, raising his hands, suddenly uncertain where to put them. “I don’t know what came over me... why I did that. I... here, let me... let me...” He began to pull out of her, wet skin sliding smoothly against wet skin. Until she grabbed his hip and stopped him.

“Hey! Wait.” Isa paused, savoring the feel of Nate’s cock inside her. He felt good. Damn good, even. She could feel every inch of his length, how he stretched her walls and filled her completely. She looked over her shoulder at him. “You’re... you’re inside me now.”

“I know, I know, and I’m so sorry. It almost got us caught... you teased me so much, and I just...”

“No, no, I mean... you’re inside me now. So... it doesn’t make much sense if you... we might as well... you know?” Her voice was hoarse with desire, and she felt her wetness pooling around his cock.

Nate blinked rapidly. “You... you mean...”

“Yeah.” Isa’s face flushed with arousal as a small smile crept across her lips. “If... if you want to?”

“I... I... you want me to... you want me to...?” Nate’s stammering fell silent. He swallowed hard. No more hesitation. No more stuttering. No more beating around the bush. He had only one question for her. And he was going to ask it.

“Do you... do you want me to fuck you?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” Isa’s tone was rich and cocky, both from Nate’s length inside her and the high of their close call with Ethan’s friends. They weren’t out of the woods yet—quite literally. “I mean, that would be so damn slutty. Just letting you do it, right here. The guys are still out there.” She moved her hips slightly, just to feel his cock twitch inside her.

“True.” Nate pulled back an inch and thrust into her again, his heart swelling with joy at her cooing response. “But you said it yourself. I’m already inside you. I don’t think you could stop me even if you wanted to.”

It felt strange to say such things out loud. Too forward, too bold. But if his time with Isa had taught him anything, it was that playing his cards right would pay off. His hands found their way to her hips, gripping them firmly.

“I... couldn’t.” Isa’s breath trembled as she looked back at him. “I’m at your mercy. You could do anything you want with me.” Her pussy clenched around him, as if trying to pull him deeper.

Nate felt like he was floating through a dream. “Yeah. Whatever I wanted.” Her pussy was much, much tighter than he’d expected. Her narrow walls gripped his cock, squeezing him with the most delicious pressure he’d ever felt along his entire length. He didn’t even need to move. Just being buried this deep in Isa, her soft, warm ass pressed against his hips, felt so perfect, so right, that he was sure he could stay like this forever. The musky scent of her arousal drifted up to him, mingling with the earthy smell of the forest.

A strange dizziness seized Nate as the full weight of what was about to happen hit him. His face, neck, and ears burned impossibly hot. This was it. The moment of truth. His virginity would be history in the next few minutes.

He noticed Isa was still watching him intently over her shoulder, with obvious impatience. She said nothing and even had a small smile on her face, but the rest of her expression—the raised eyebrows, the slightly pursed lips—told him everything about what was going through her head.

Well? Are you going to fuck me or not?

Nate’s nerves screamed. His stomach dropped like an apple from a tree.

No. He could do this. It was simple, right? In and out. In and out. Ten thousand generations of his ancestors had managed it, so he could too. He was already inside her, for fuck’s sake. All he had to do was make the first—

“Oh God, Nate, hurry up and fuck me already,” Isa gasped. Her face was twisted in agony, her senses pushed to the limit by the way his cock filled her pussy, pulsing hot inside her yet refusing to give her any relief. “You’re driving me crazy!” Her hands clawed at the rough bark of the tree in front of her.

“Okay, okay,” Nate stammered. His hands were shaking so badly that even clenching them didn’t help. He took the deepest breath he could, filling his lungs until they threatened to burst, while forcing his hips back. One hand groped blindly over Isa’s stomach as half his cock withdrew from her, his wandering fingers exploring the firmness of her taut abs before coming to rest there. The other hand found the narrow curve of her tiny waist, dipping so far inward that his fingers met over her navel. Then, holding her securely, Nate let his breath escape... and thrust back into her.

The momentum carried Isa forward and forced her legs further apart to keep from being knocked head over heels by the second thrust. It came immediately, clumsy and rough, more like Nate was trying to slam his crotch against her ass than drive his cock into her pussy. The wet sound of their collision echoed softly through the silence of the forest.

Isa leaned back into him before he could make his third thrust, which came as she grabbed his wrists for stability, followed by another and another and another. Nate was ramming into her haphazardly now, not quite hitting the mark, not burying himself to the hilt. It was like trying to hammer in a nail from a different angle each time, until it was bent, deformed, and definitely not what anyone had expected. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her back, and his thrusts grew more desperate, hungrier.

“Wait, wait,” Isa gasped, pressing her hand against his hip. “Slower. Let me help you.” Her voice was rough with lust, but also full of patience. She knew he needed to learn, and she was willing to show him how.

Even Nate’s considerable size was cold comfort for the clumsy way he thrust against her. The constant stutter of his harsh, nervous breaths, the way he hesitated and overthought each thrust before awkwardly following through, was distracting enough to pull Isa out of the moment every time. What he was doing still felt good... somehow. The nerves in Isa’s silky pussy weren’t hard to please as long as something was sliding along them.

But all too quickly, the uneven rhythm of his cock inside her became like scratching an itch for too long: it might have felt good for a while, but the same spot could only take so much before it went numb.

Because the simple truth was that Nate wasn’t fucking Isa. He was using her pussy to get himself off.

“Nate—ugh! Nate, stop, stop, stop.” Isa reached back and pressed against Nate’s hips with both hands, not hard enough to pull him out of her, but enough to stop his movements.

“Is it bad?” Nate sounded hurt, though his awareness of his own inexperience softened the blow somewhat. “Sorry. It’s bad, isn’t it?”

“It’s not bad,” Isa said awkwardly, “it’s just... it’s...”

“It’s okay, you can say it. Even I know it wasn’t very good.” Nate had known his first time wouldn’t end with him pounding into Isa like a jackhammer while she screamed with pleasure, like he’d seen in so many porn videos. Still, he’d managed to pull off halfway decent oral without any prior practice, and a considerable part of him had hoped his first time having actual sex would go just as well.

“You just need to start a little differently,” Isa said, wondering if she even knew what she was talking about. How were you supposed to teach someone to have sex? She’d been lucky enough to lose her own virginity to an experienced friend from high school who already knew what he was doing. He’d been a first-rate teacher, and she in turn a quick learner. But being a star student didn’t make you a good teacher.

“Look, how about I take control for a while?” she continued. “I can show you what I like, and then you can just… you can just…” She trailed off, unsure how to finish her sentence, hoping Nate could at least understand what she was getting at.

“Yes,” Nate said, nodding before flashing a shaky smile. He wasn't out of the game yet. “Yes, yes, okay! You can show me the ropes.”

“A hands-on private lesson, if you will,” Isa giggled. “Okay, hold still.” She gripped Nate's cock around the base and slowly, carefully pulled him out of her. A disappointed sigh escaped them both as Nate's dick plopped free. Her muscles clenched involuntarily, as if trying to hold him back, and an empty, yearning feeling spread through her core. But the pause was only temporary.

Isa and Nate switched positions, and she turned to face the tree while he took his place behind her. The rough bark scratched against her palms as she braced herself. She arched her back, bending it in a perfect curve that showed off her assets. Nate's palms lightly cupped her ass cheeks, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, while his tip promptly returned to press eagerly against her slippery slit.

This time, knowing exactly what to expect, a shiver ran through Isa's spread legs. Her skin prickled with anticipation. For the third time, her mind flashed back to what that same cock had done earlier—exploding in her mouth, sending a flood of warm, potent cum down her throat. She could still taste the salty flavor on her tongue, the memory of its heat filling her throat.

There, it had been harmless.

In her increasingly fertile pussy, however…

Isa's head spun with a twinge of concern as she watched over her shoulder, Nate's thick, veiny cock approaching her entrance, the tip glistening with precum. She bit her lip, tasted blood, as he positioned himself, nestling against her tight opening. His heat radiated against her sensitive skin.

Bare. Naked. Unprotected.

This was a bad idea. A terribly bad idea. She shouldn't do this again. Had she learned nothing from Friday night's disaster? Her mind screamed warnings, but her body craved more, craved the fullness only he could provide.

These thoughts and many similar ones raced through Isa's head as an urgent chorus. These thoughts and many similar ones were instantly extinguished as Nate once again plunged between her pink folds, his advance slower and more lingering this time, while Isa's opening stretched around his girth, nerves firing with delight as her channel widened to receive and envelop him. Every inch of his penetration sent waves of pleasure through her body, making her tremble from the sheer intensity of the sensation.

“Holy shit, that feels good,” Isa purred, anticipating and savoring his entry this time. Her voice was rough with desire. “Oh, fuck, Nate.”

A guttural moan escaped Nate's throat as he sank completely into Isa, his tip kissing her cervix. For Nate, this specific fact meant nothing. For Isa, it meant everything—another loaded weapon holding her reproductive tract hostage. Butterflies swarmed in her stomach, and her voice was quiet and tinged with discomfort as she asked for his attention. The danger was real, tangible, and yet she couldn't bring herself to push him away.

“Hey, um… Nate?”

“Yes? Isa?” His voice was strained with the effort of controlling himself.

“Just, um… make sure you don't cum so fast again. Like, in me. Okay?”

“Oh… oh, yes, of course. Sure thing. I'll do my best.” The words came out forced, as if he were fighting against an internal storm.

“Cool. Thanks.” She took a deep breath, feeling her lungs fill, while her head swam with conflicting thoughts.

If it worries you so damn much, then just don't do it.

Isa knew that was sensible. But Nate's cock filling her pussy felt so wonderful that even the thought of asking him to stop caused her pain. As long as she avoided a repeat of Friday night, everything would be fine. As long as they took it slow and she only let him stay inside her for a few minutes at most, everything would be okay. She just had to make sure he lasted a bit longer this time. The logic was thin, but she clung to it like a lifeline.

By now, Nate had become vaguely aware that he wasn't wearing a condom. The realization hit him like a cold shower, but it was immediately overshadowed by the overwhelming heat of her tightness. He had assumed Isa was on the pill or at least some kind of birth control. Most girls were, right? He had almost asked her, just to be sure, before thinking better of it, now desperately wanting to avoid any topic that might ruin the mood. Besides, he was perfectly willing to pull out and finish himself off. He had seen it in countless porn videos. That all still counted as sex, didn't it?

“Does that feel good?” Nate asked. He moved minimally, crushing the fallen leaves under his feet as he took a small step back. Isa gasped again as his cock slid along an inch of her sensitive walls. The movement had been minimal, but her desire had now risen to such a peak that every tiny motion in her tight tunnel was amplified fivefold. Her nerve endings sang with pleasure.

“It's perfect,” Isa nodded, her eyes closing for just a moment. If she could derive so much pleasure from such a small movement, then the thought of the cosmic ecstasy Nate could give her when they actually started fucking—properly, mind you—sent shivers of anticipation through her body. “I'll start, okay? You just watch. Watch and learn… and enjoy.”

Her words took on such a deeply seductive tone that Nate's cock swelled even further in its compact surroundings. His entire body was taut as a bowstring, every muscle clenched with effort. But that was nothing compared to the tension in his manhood, and he forced himself with all his willpower not to explode inside Isa right at that moment, like a balloon filled with too much air. He had promised her, after all. He couldn't risk blowing his chance. Not again. He would never, ever forgive himself if he did.

“Okay,” Nate stammered, tightening his grip on Isa's ass cheeks as if they were the safety bar of a roller coaster. His fingertips dug into her flesh, leaving white imprints on her heated skin.


Chapter 13

Isa began rolling her hips slowly and methodically, her ass bumping repeatedly against Nate's motionless crotch while her wet lips enveloped his entire length from root to tip. Her movements were long, deep, and savoring—the exact opposite of the shallow, rapid thrusting Nate had subjected her to earlier. The change in sensation hit them both immediately, and it was incredible. Her inner muscles clenched around him with each slow rotation, as if trying to milk him, while warm moisture ran down his shaft and amplified the obscene squelching of their union.

Nate's balls stirred at her ministrations, coming to life like freshly oiled machinery, revived by their sudden proximity to fulfilling their natural purpose. He gritted his teeth as he felt them pulse, already begging to pump their heavy load into her, and his fingers dug deeper into her soft ass to relieve the building pressure. The flesh of her cheeks bulged between his spread fingers, warm and pliable as putty.

Isa's thrusts gradually quickened as she grew accustomed to both Nate's size and her own movements. Each gentle tap of her ass against his hips when his length stretched her completely was accompanied by the cutest little breaths of pleasure and exertion. Her breasts swung with each impact, the stiff peaks grazing the rough tree bark and making her flinch. Nate could already feel himself beginning to respond to her, as if by nature or instinct, his body urging him to support her efforts and enliven their primal dance.

For him, the feeling of fucking was at once intimately familiar and completely foreign. He was used to his hand, to having complete control over the sensations, knowing exactly when to speed up and slow down. Isa's pussy felt simultaneously so familiar and so alien, with so much potential simmering beneath the surface—the kind of rapture it could bring them both, if only the lack of experience between them wasn't so vast. The way her walls rhythmically contracted around him was a language his body was beginning to understand, even if his mind still lagged behind.

Nate swallowed hard as this reality was laid bare before him. He saw it in the way Isa moved so fluidly, without having to think, her body taking control to provide them both with the most primal and joyful pleasure imaginable. Sweat beaded between her shoulder blades and ran in small streams down her back. He saw it in the masterful ease with which she arched her hips back and forth, now faster and faster, the effortless gliding of her slick pussy along the full length of his throbbing cock. He saw it in the bouncing of her round ass against his crotch, driving each ecstatic withdrawal and welcoming each satisfying return.

Nate hadn't even noticed that his own hips had begun grinding against hers as he unconsciously tried to match her rhythm. His attention was focused on anything but the budding euphoria in his cock, which threatened to cross the point of no return with each hungry thrust into Isa's depths. The sweet scent of her arousal filled his nostrils, mingled with the earthy smell of moss and damp leaves.

What Nate chose to focus on were Isa's tits. Their round curves were just barely visible from behind, a sliver protruding on each side of her body, quivering whenever she pushed back onto his cock, accompanied by a soft jiggle as they bounced. He reached for them, reassured by a feeling of comfort as his fingers squeezed their full warmth again and teased her stiff nipples. The buds were hard as little pebbles between his fingertips. He felt her shudder beneath him as he tugged on her nipples and held on, finally noticing how their lower bodies were now swirling together in a storm of passionate thrusting.

“I've been waiting for you to do that,” Isa breathed, placing a hand over Nate's as he pressed his fingers deeper into her supple, swinging breast. Her voice was hoarse with desire, broken by small gasps.

“Heh. You don't mind, do you?”

“Oh! Does it sound like I mind?” Her words were interrupted by a soft moan as he thrust particularly deep into her.

Enlivened by Nate's fondling of her tits, Isa reared back hard while her dripping pussy begged for more, her body craving as much of his touch, his thirst, and his energy as he could offer. Her juices ran warm down her inner thighs and dripped onto the moss at their feet. Nate's thrusts—though improved—were still clumsy and awkward, yet there was something so captivatingly eager, so fantastically passionate about them. He seemed to savor every long thrust to its limits, almost as if he knew he might never fuck a girl as hot as her again.

Every thrust was treasured, every plunge of his cock into her body fully appreciated, every moment their naked bodies met in the sweat and dirt of their risky union a heavenly delight. His reward was sacred, a blessing for his patience and sacrifice, for the chastity that had plagued him so many long years. Isabella Ortega was an angel, and he would worship her with every thrust that slid his cock between her contracting walls, squeezing and welcoming him with unparalleled and unguarded enthusiasm. He was addicted, seized by the ultimate lust of the flesh within the confines of their own personal paradise, even as their naked and unabashed fornication in the foliage made a perverse mockery of Eden.

Isa pressed her hands more firmly against the tree trunk as Nate's relentless thrusting grew more forceful. The bark scraped her palms raw, tiny wood splinters boring into her skin, her breaths escaping wordlessly from her lips, and she could barely respond as Nate's pelvis crashed against her rear, as if he wanted to press her completely against the tree while he took her with fervor. With each thrust of his cock into her, she felt his movements becoming less clumsy and more precise, as that primal urge—to hold a beautiful girl and fuck her as if his life depended on it—took complete control. His fingers left red marks on her hips where he held her fast.

A splinter of fear shot through Isa as Nate's newfound strength pulsed through her. She knew she was giving in, could feel herself melting into him as his hands moved to her wide hips and pulled her deeper onto his shaft. If this really was just a temporary thing, she needed to put a stop to it soon. Her heart hammered against her ribs like a caged bird.

Make him stop. Tell him to pull out. He won't refuse. You know he won't refuse. Just say the word, and you're off the hook.

In a flash, Isa saw it all again. The moment before, when Ethan had seduced her at the club, his bold audacity and confident strength melting her before he took her home and fucked her senseless. Then the moment after, the one she couldn't get out of her head. She still remembered exactly how it felt, the stomach-clenching panic as Ethan's cock pulsed, spurting his seed against her cervix. A womb that was only days away from its most dangerous fertile phase. The memory of his hot load shooting deep inside her made her shudder.

But lust was just as powerful as fear. Isa's wetness ran down her legs, gushing in waves as Nate's shaft filled her completely. Cool earth dusted the undersides of her arms as they pressed against the bark. His body hardened against hers, his hot breath lashing her neck. Her cries of pleasure pierced the air, high and sharp, echoing between the trees. She couldn't stop him. Not now. Not yet. Her muscles clenched around him, sucking him deeper into her heat.

“Yeah, your pussy likes... likes what I'm doing, doesn't it? You... you slut.” Through the haze of her rapture and her own ragged gasping, Isa's ears pricked up at the sound of Nate's voice. His words sounded stiff, rehearsed. “Yeah, yeah, just like that. I... I feel so good when I fuck you, baby.” Isa blinked, somewhat irritated at being pulled from her reverie. Was Nate trying to talk dirty to her?

“You... you make me so horny, baby. So horny. I... I love your pussy.” His voice caught on every word, as if he were reading from a bad script.

He was actually trying to talk dirty to her. If she weren't in the middle of being fucked, Isa might have laughed. As it was, Nate's halting sex talk was the last thing she needed to ruin her fun. His uncertainty was like a bucket of cold water on her lust.

“You, you dirty little... little temptress, I'm going to—”

“Nate! Stop it!” Isa gasped, her voice sharp with frustration.

“Don't... don't you like it?” Nate sounded genuinely crestfallen, his movements slowing.

“Oh! Nate, it sounds like I'm having sex with Austin Powers.” She couldn't suppress the giggle in her voice.

“Oh. I just thought I'd... spice things up a bit, you know?” His cheeks flushed with embarrassment.

“What, isn't this hot enough for you already?” Isa said, turning her head with an adoring grin. Her eyes sparkled mischievously in the dim light. “Look, just call me... I don't know, a slut or something.”

“A slut?” His voice cracked slightly.

“Yeah.” Isa's tone softened, became more seductive as she leaned forward, lowering her head between her arms and arching her back as she bent at an angle that thrust her round ass toward Nate. Her spine formed a perfect curve that emphasized her waist and spread her cheeks. Maybe this could be fun? “Call me a slut, and... and maybe give me a spank while you say it?”

“Okay. Sure. You're... you're a slut.” Nate's hand grazed Isa's ass from above, with no more force than the slap on the wrist a naughty child might receive. The touch was so gentle she barely felt it.

“Nate,” Isa said, rolling her eyes. Her voice carried a hint of impatience. “Harder. Do it harder.”

“But I don't want to hurt you—” His concern was touching but completely misplaced.

“You won't hurt me!” Isa cried, suddenly craving the thrilling sting that only a good ass slap could provide. Her skin tingled in anticipation. “Do it again!”

Nate obeyed and slapped limply at the same cheek. Four out of ten at best. The slap was barely more than a caress.

“Again! Harder!” Her voice became more demanding, more urgent.

The third attempt had more force behind it. Isa giggled gleefully as her ass tingled from Nate's palm, a warm flush spreading across her skin. “Yes! Again! Oh, please, again!” The sting was delicious, awakening nerve endings she'd forgotten about.

Nate smiled too as he struck her with the greatest force yet, his chest swelling with accomplishment as her cheek actually rippled slightly from the blow. The skin beneath his palm glowed warm, and he felt the tingle in his fingers. “You're a slut, Isa.”

“Oh! I know I am,” Isa grinned, her eyes sparkling with challenge. “But I don't think you really mean it.” Her voice carried a mocking note, as if daring him to prove her wrong.

CRACK!

Nate's flat hand struck her ass like a whip. The sound echoed through the forest, sharp and piercing. “Then take another one, you slut.” Isa cried out jubilantly, her skin now branded with a scarlet welt that burned with sensual pain. The heat radiated from the struck spot like fire beneath her skin. She pushed back hard onto Nate's cock, ramming herself along his length without restraint as he delivered two more heavy slaps to her taut ass. Each impact sent shockwaves through her body that traveled directly to her throbbing core.

More. She needed more. Her entire body screamed for it.

“Pull my hair,” Isa whimpered, turning her head to the side, her voice hoarse with desire. “Pull my hair and— OH!”

Nate didn't hesitate, grabbing Isa at the base of her long ponytail and yanking her head upward. The silky hair slid through his fingers before his fist closed around it. Her body fell back into his, and both would have landed in the dirt if Nate hadn't planted his leg behind him at the last moment. His cock surged inside her, pulsing wildly and coating her unprotected walls with precum as he pounded her hard. His hot breath seared against her ear, moist and possessive.

“You're a slut.” His hand connected with her rear again with a sharp crack. The force made her skin quiver.

“Oh! Yes! More!” Her cry was pure and desperate.

“And a whore.” The words came from deep in his throat, rougher than anything she'd ever heard from him.

“Oh! Fuck! Are you gonna fuck me like a whore?” Her voice broke on the last syllable.

“Yes, I'm gonna fuck you like a whore.” Nate's tone dripped with a determination so uncharacteristic that Isa almost forgot it was him fucking her and not one of the muscle-bound football players beyond the tree line. He growled in her ear, groping her breasts with his free hand and threatening to give them the same treatment as her ass. His fingers dug into the soft flesh, kneading and squeezing. “You're a fucking slut who's getting exactly what she deserves.”

“Tell me what I deserve,” Isa begged. Her legs trembled from thighs to ankles, muscles cramping with exertion and arousal. “Oh fuck, Nate, tell your slut what she deserves.” The words came between gasping breaths.

Nate's grip on Isa's ponytail tightened. He pulled it downward until her neck arched back, tendons taut as bowstrings. She stared up at the swaying canopy and the deep blue sky peeking through the gaps while his bony chest pressed against the back of her head. His hand crept along her thigh, inches from her throbbing clit. The proximity of his fingers made her shudder. Isa's passionate moans filled the air as her plump ass jiggled and her heavy breasts swayed lazily with each rapid thrust into her drenched folds.

“You deserve… you deserve to have your face covered with my cum.” The words came haltingly, as if he were fighting against his own shyness.

“Yes! Yes, that's so dirty, Nate! Paint my pretty face!” Her voice was shrill with excitement.

“No, your… your tits. All over your huge pornstar tits, like the little slut you are.” His voice gained confidence, grew darker.

“Yes, fuck! Glaze my huge tits! Drench them with your thick, hot load!” She threw her head back as far as the grip in her hair allowed.

“You deserve… you deserve to have your tiny fucking pussy filled and dripping with my cum, you fucking slut!” The words exploded out of him, rawer and wilder than anything before.

“Oh fuck!” Isa screamed as a wave of euphoria exploded in her core so blindingly that she almost came on the spot. Her entire body convulsed, muscles tensing like steel cables. Nate's powerful thrusts rubbed perfectly against her most sensitive spot as he spoke, and Isa's fingers flew to her clit. The swollen pearl pulsed under her touch. Her mind painted the picture of him doing exactly what he promised… of him shooting his boiling load deep into her fertile womb. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, yes! Say it again! Oh, Nate, say it again! Say you're gonna come in me!”

“I… I'm gonna come in you.” Nate's balls tightened at his words, punctuated by heavy breathing, and his cock twitched inside her. He hadn't expected how exhausting sex would be. His legs ached like hell, muscles burning with exertion. Sweat covered his forehead and slicked his neck. Salty drops ran into his eyes. His desire for the stunning brunette beauty pressed against him, for the comfort of her hot pussy clenching tight around his cock, was the only thing keeping him going.

“No, no, like just now! Say it like you mean it!” Her voice was desperate, pleading.

“I… I'm gonna come in you.” The words came tentatively, uncertainly.

“Like you mean it, like you mean it!” She writhed against him, her movements growing wilder.

“I-I don't understand…” Nate trailed off as his balls throbbed again, begging for release. These were just words, right? She didn't really want him to do it, did she? The confusion mixed with the lust in his head. “I… I'm gonna come in you.”

“Nate!” Isa cried out, frustration ringing in her voice.

“What do you want?” Nate gasped, his voice as desperate as Isa's. He couldn't understand. He could barely focus, between the intense pleasure radiating from his groin and the concentration required to keep thrusting into her tight heat. His mind swam in a sea of sensations.

“Say it… say it like you're really gonna do it,” Isa said. Her cheeks flushed deep red as she spoke, the color spreading across her neck. “Say it like… like I don't have a choice. Like you're gonna do it whether I want it or not.” The words came quietly, almost shyly, but with an urgency that couldn't be ignored.

“But I… do you really want me to—” His voice broke off, uncertain.

“Oh God! Oh! Fuck!” Isa's hand was a blur as she stroked her clit hard, her eyes squeezed shut, her gasping mouth open in delight. Saliva glistened on her lips. “Just say it! Just say it!”

“I… I'm gonna come in you.” The words came firmer this time, more decisive.

“Yes! Again! Just like that!” Her voice pitched high with excitement.

“I'm going to come inside you!” More conviction now, a new hardness in his tone.

“Yes! Oh! Yes! Fill me up! Fill my pussy!” She screamed the words, uninhibited.

“I'm going to come so fucking hard inside you!” The transformation was complete—his voice was now rough with dominance.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! YES! FUCK!” Nate gasped as Isa threw herself against him, her hips blurring in frenzied motion. She'd gone wild at his dirty talk, laughing in delight while her pussy clenched him even tighter with each promise to breed her. The velvety walls pulsed around him as his shaft parted her silken folds with each stroke. “Again! Say it again!”

Nate was only too happy to oblige. Something primitive had awakened in him, a power he'd never known.

“I'm going to come in your slutty little pussy!” It swelled in his chest, the power it gave him. He wasn't asking her. He was telling her. The words came like a command, irrevocable.

“Fuck! Give me what I deserve!” Isa squeaked, her voice breaking with lust.

Nate released Isa's ponytail, ostensibly to knead her breasts from behind, and her head fell forward to relieve the strain on her neck. Her hair fell like a curtain around her face. His other hand traveled from her thigh to her hip, fingers hooking into the waistband of her useless panties. The thin material was soaked with her juices. Then, with a single savage yank, the soiled garment slipped to mid-thigh, the fabric stretching taut just above her knees. The sound of tearing fabric mixed with her gasps.

Isa trembled with arousal as the fresh air caressed the bare skin between her legs. The coolness was a sharp contrast to her burning heat. Nate pushed her hips back, forcing Isa to tense her leg muscles and rise onto her tiptoes to keep the right angle for him. Her calves burned with exertion. Her hand slipped further down the tree as Nate's assault on her pussy continued unabated, leaving her practically bent at a right angle. The rough bark scraped against her palm. One arm remained stretched against the trunk while her free hand circled frantically over her clit, her ass nothing more than a thick cushion absorbing the blunt thrusts of Nate's hips.

Nate felt Isa's strength and flexibility, her power and beauty—all of it surrendered to him in her vulnerability, except her beauty, which remained hers alone. The muscles beneath her skin played with each movement, taut and defined. As he held her body in his hands and against his skin, he also held the source of her confidence. Her unshakeable self-assurance flowed into him, the all-conquering hero, as he fucked his damsel senseless. He was no longer the shy Nate—he was something new, something powerful.

He didn't want this to ever end. He felt like he was on top of the world, surely experiencing the pinnacle of his life, as his cock plunged in and out of the vise-like slit of such an exquisite beauty, bathed beneath blue sky and sun, without a single care. The scent of earth and leaves mixed with the salty aroma of their lust. He felt every ragged breath, every cry of pleasure. Finally they were moving as one, a perfect beast of flesh and desire.

“I'm going to come inside you, slut. I'm going to come so fucking deep inside you that you'll be dripping for days,” Nate growled, kneading her ass with one hand while gripping her neck with the other. His fingers dug into her skin, leaving white impressions. His hips pounded into Isa like a piston, relentless and rhythmic. The rapid, shallow thrusts drove deeper and deeper, stopping just short of her cervix. Each impact sent shockwaves through both bodies.

Isa could barely form words anymore, and a lustful whimper became her only response as her muscles twitched in tense anticipation with each thrust of Nate's cock. Her inner walls clung to him, trying to pull him deeper. The manic stroking of her clit with her own hand amplified every sensation until it was almost unbearable.

“Do you hear me, slut? I'm going to come in... I'm going to... I...” Nate trailed off with a croak as his cock swelled inside Isa, his balls tightening in preparation, offering him a compelling whisper of release. The throbbing in his groin became a thunderclap echoing through his entire body. He could lose himself completely if he just let go... if he just allowed his seething load to spray into her. “Fuck, Isa, I... I-I think I'm really going to come.”

The urgency of Nate's loud, strained breaths, coupled with the words he forced out between them, was enough to return a spark of sense to the shrieking brunette. Isa's stomach clenched in alarm as she heard him moan, felt him tense against her. His fingers dug deeper into her skin, desperate and possessive.

Isa opened her mouth. Several times she opened her mouth, her lips moving silently. She tried to say something, anything, that could convey to Nate why it was a terrible idea to fill her up, to slow him down or even stop entirely. But every attempt robbed her of words with another whimper, another gasp, another enthusiastic moan. Her body betrayed her, wanting what her mind feared.

She could feel it too. The simmering anticipation deep in her core, like a boiling kettle. The way the skin around her pussy lips began to tingle and prickle, as if a thousand tiny needles were dancing over her most sensitive spot.

As Nate's cock churned her orgasm within her, the memory of Ethan's defilement surfaced in her mind for the thousandth time, squeezing every drop of regret, apprehension, and excitement out of Isa that she still felt about what had happened. The images of Ethan's face, contorted with lust as he exploded inside her, burned into her retinas. The feeling of his hot seed flooding her womb was so vivid, as if it were happening again right now. She couldn't let it happen again, no matter how much her pussy wanted it—couldn't let it lead her down a path that should never exist outside her wildest fantasies.

From Ethan she had received her first breeding. And from Ethan she would receive her only breeding.

“Oh! Oh! Nate!”

“Yes?” He forced the word out in a barely audible breath, his voice rough and strained.

“You have to pull... pull... pull out...”

“Have to...?” His hips faltered for a moment, uncertain.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck!” Isa struggled for enough breath to both speak and continue her ecstatic cries. Her mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water. “You... you have to... OH! Keep going! Oh, please keep going! Oh, fuck! FUCK! Just keep going!”

“What? Really?” Nate’s voice pitched high, edged with panic yet full of eagerness. His eyes widened in disbelief. “I-I don’t think I can hold it, I... I...”

“Not yet!” Isa gasped. She rubbed her clit faster and squeezed her eyes shut, wishing her surging climax would hit her now, while she still had a chance. Her fingers slipped over the swollen pearl, slick with her own juices. “Not yet, Nate! Please! I... I’m so close. I’m so fucking close, Nate.”

“Isa, I can’t! I-I...” Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her skin, salty and warm.

“Nate! Please!” Isa’s voice broke on the last word as she was overwhelmed, torn between the desire to come, the urge to risk everything, and the pleading voice in her head screaming at her to get that cock out of her before it was too late. Through it all, she never stopped throwing herself against Nate, never did anything to stop his invasion of her tight, dripping pussy. Her hands pressed against the rough tree bark, seeking purchase in a world spinning around her.

Nate made a strangled sound as he gritted his teeth. His jaw clenched so hard the muscles at his temples stood out. The pressure in his cock had grown too strong, too fast, ready to explode like a champagne cork. The tension in his balls had built to unbearable heights, begging for release. On the edge, he fought off his impending orgasm... barely. His cock plunged into Isa at his deepest thrust, spraying slippery precum over her bare inner walls.

“Fuuuuuck,” he groaned, squeezing his eyes shut with the effort and pain of ruining his own orgasm. His fingernails dug deeper into her skin, leaving small red crescents. But his resolve was fading, hard and fast. His core muscles, never well trained, were now tender and weak. He wouldn’t manage a trick like that again. “Isa. I’m seriously so fucking close. Do you want me to—?”

“OH! Me too!” Isa shrieked with delight. Her voice echoed through the forest, startling a bird from its nest. “Oh fuck, this feels so fucking good! Don’t stop! Please don’t stop!”

“I won’t... Isa, I can’t—” Nate stammered and fell silent. He could already feel it returning with force, an unstoppable wave threatening to break through the dam. His hands trembled with the effort.

Did she actually want him to do it?

Had Nate known how much Isa’s belly was tingling with nervousness in that moment, how her womb was contracting with anticipation, he might have had his answer.

“Please. You can do it,” Isa said, her voice a ragged whisper, almost drowned out by her sensual exclamations, sharp breaths, and the depraved slapping of their naked bodies. The smell of sweat and lust hung heavy between them. “Oh! Keep going! Ngghh! No matter what happens!”

Nate wanted to do it. God, how badly he wanted to do it. A voice, a sudden natural instinct, urged it upon him, as if spraying his sticky seed into her eager hole was the only right thing to do in this moment. His frantic thrusts reached the peak of their endurance. Her slick slit clamped down on him tightly, trying with all its might to milk him to the last drop.

“Oh! Please, Nate! You can hold out for me, c-can’t you?” Isa’s second orgasm had built to a thundering fever pitch. Agonizing ecstasy swelled like an inferno in the pit of her belly, scorching her at the wavering precipice of release. Her toes curled in the damp leaves. “Oh! Oh! Just a-a little longer? Oh! Just for me?”

Did she want him to do it? She had never, actually, explicitly told him not to. It had been Nate’s own decision to be careful and pull out when necessary. But all she seemed to want was for him to do the opposite. Surely they wouldn’t have gone this far, come this close, if she had wanted a different outcome.

Please don’t stop?

Keep going, no matter what happens?

Those weren’t the words of a girl worried about getting bred. That much was obvious. And so was the solution. All Nate wanted was to make Isa happy. So that’s exactly what he would do.

Nate pounded into Isa, losing all composure and rhythm, with a force that was completely unnecessary given how close he really was. His movements became wild, desperate. Her ass cheeks jiggled and rippled like whitecaps on the sea as his groin crashed against her rear. The sound of skin on skin echoed through the forest’s silence. Her satisfied curses pierced the air as he drove into her tight, hot pussy, her own rapid counter-thrusts meeting him with charged and carnal passion.

He felt himself losing the fight, recognized the precise moment it happened. His balls drew up tight, ready to release their load into her unprotected pussy. His shaft trembled violently, bulging against the walls of her tight channel.

The pressure in Nate’s cock rose and rose, coiling tight, pressing along its length as shooting pleasure coursed through his shaft and squeezed his swollen tip with overwhelming urgency. His cockhead pulsed with a force that was equally triumphant and threatening. Isa’s pussy responded in kind, meeting the challenge head-on as she clamped down on his throbbing cock with enough force to crush steel.

And in that forest clearing, the two students—brunette beauty and lanky nerd—cried out in burning ecstasy as their bodies merged and time stood still. A gust of wind stirred the leaves above them, as if nature itself were witnessing their moment of surrender.

“Ugh, shit!”

“Oh, FUCK!”

Isa screamed toward the sky as a second orgasm detonated through her body in a chain of rhapsodic explosions. Her hands clawed at Nate's hips, holding him in place, deep inside her, as she came obscenely around his buried cock. Her sharp nails cut so roughly into his skin that she could feel the tiny crescent marks she was leaving on him. Blood beaded beneath her fingernails, mixing with the sweat on his skin.

She had absolutely no idea how close Nate actually was. But the thought of him going over the edge, just like Ethan had, spurting his hot load deep into her soaked pussy, bathing her insides with so much cum that it would leak out and drip down her legs—it only intensified the rapturous pleasure igniting every corner of her body. The image made her womb clench with anticipation.

Isa trembled from head to toe. Her eyes rolled back in her skull. Drool dripped from her open mouth. And then she came a third time, her heart somersaulting like a circus acrobat and her throat constricting. Wave after wave of intense, warming spasms lashed over her like gusts of wind battering a struggling kite, and she gripped the tree as her legs wavered dangerously, threatening to give out at any moment while her world blurred before her.

The pent-up pressure in Isa's body slowly ebbed away. She felt Nate step back, heard him say something. His voice sounded muffled, as if he were speaking through cotton. But her head was so foggy, so fuck-drunk from her climax, that she didn't understand a single word.

Her hand still lingered at her clit, which throbbed, oversensitive. Had Isa been more clearheaded, she might have sworn she felt something warm dripping over her fingers as she pulled them away. Something thick that wasn't her own juices.

But she wasn't, and she didn't. She'd nearly collapsed in a daze, still whimpering and gasping for breath, her knees pressed together, bent so far forward that her shins were nearly stuck in the mud. It took all her strength to straighten up and wipe the dirt from her forehead. Her fingers left streaks on her sweat-soaked skin.

Isa blindly reached for her panties and pulled them up her sweat-stained thighs, noticing how wet her ass cheeks felt. Was that just sweat, or something else? The fabric stuck to her damp skin. She naturally assumed Nate had pulled out—he was a smart guy and surely not the type to breed her without explicit permission. She opened her mouth to ask, or to see if he needed her to finish him off with another blowjob.

Then a rich glob of something dripped from Isa's fucked-out pussy and landed in the crotch of her panties, just as she pulled them up over her hips. The warm, sticky substance spread through the thin fabric, and Isa's eyes widened in shock as reality came crashing down.


Chapter 14

“Isa!” Nate was suddenly in her face, fully clothed, shaking her shoulder. He had her discarded clothes bundled in his arms. “They heard us. Ethan's buddies. They definitely heard us this time.”

She could hear it now—shouts, jeers, the sounds of at least half a dozen muscular bodies crashing through the underbrush, growing louder as the distance closed. The voices were rough and hungry, filled with the kind of primal greed that made Isa's blood run cold.

“Isa, come on,” Nate urged, and without waiting for an answer, grabbed her hand and pulled her in the opposite direction. His fingers were slick with sweat, his palm slippery with panic. Isa had no idea how she managed to slip back into her clothes while he dragged her along. But she got her shorts back on and yanked her sports bra down just in time as they stumbled through the tree line toward the lake and ran across the open grass. The fabric clung to her sweaty skin, every movement rubbing the material against her still-sensitive nipples.

Yet as focused as she was on their escape, Isa couldn't help but wonder. About the wetness between her legs, which could have been anything—sweat, her own arousal, or possibly something more dangerous. The warm, sticky feeling reminded her with every step of what had just happened. About the broad grin on Nate's face as they ran, lit up with a satisfaction that suggested he'd actually managed to finish before they were discovered. His cheeks glowed with pride and adrenaline, eyes sparkling with wild euphoria.

The only question was: where to?

The two kept moving, dodging confused onlookers and bouncing children. Isa felt curious stares on her and wondered if her disheveled hair or the earthy smell clinging to her clothes gave them away. They passed the lake and the fountain and didn't stop until they were through the park gates and out on the roadside. Nate had been the one pulling her along, yet Isa was barely out of breath while he panted beside her, hands on his knees. His t-shirt clung to his back, dark sweat stains spreading under his armpits.

“That... that should... put enough... distance between us,” Nate huffed. His breath came in short bursts, chest rising and falling rapidly.

“You think?” Isa asked, starting to laugh. “The whole park?” Nate met her gaze, and then he started laughing too, struggling to catch his breath even as the laughter shook his whole body, making his shoulders tremble.

“That was incredible,” he said, shaking his head in disbelief. Drops of sweat flew from his hair. “That was fucking incredible. All of it. Every second. I can't believe... shit, my friends! When I tell them that I... with you... man, they won't believe a single damn word out of my mouth!” Nate laughed even harder, not sure he believed it himself yet. His voice cracked slightly with excitement.

“It's quite a story,” Isa said, her smile fading. A shadow of concern flitted across her face. “Listen, could you... do you think you could keep this just between us?”

Nate's laughter faded too, replaced by a frown. As grateful as he was for everything she'd let him do, he couldn't help the wave of dismay that washed over him. His euphoria transformed into something colder, more vulnerable. Was she ashamed of having fucked him? Even now, after everything? Was he seriously supposed to act like none of this had just happened?

“Really? You're serious?” He sighed heavily but managed to put his smile back on, though with a slightly pained edge. His eyes lost some of their sparkle. What was the point of nailing a girl like Isabella Ortega if you couldn't brag about it? “Sure. I mean yeah, of course I can.”

“It's not about you, by the way,” Isa said quickly, her tone softening as she saw his face fall. She placed a hand on his arm, feeling the warm, damp skin under her fingertips. “I'm not embarrassed. Not because of you. But I'd just rather people not know that we... you know, did it in the middle of the park. I really loved it. But people might think it's a bit... a little...”

“Cheap?” Nate said with a slight chuckle. He could live with that reasoning. His muscles visibly relaxed. “It's okay, I get it. I won't say a word to anyone. I promise.”

Isa's smile broke out again, tinged with relief. “Thanks, Nate. I really appreciate that.” She leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. It was the briefest, least intense thing her lips had done to him all day. But combined with the genuine sparkle in her eyes, it gave Nate the biggest rush yet. Her lips were soft and warm against his skin, lingering just a moment. “It'll make a great story someday,” she continued. “Just wait until we've graduated before you tell it, maybe.”

A shrill ding! cut through the air. Isa looked up and saw a streetcar rounding the corner, slowing to stop at the same spot where she'd gotten off earlier. The squeal of brakes mixed with the hum of electricity.

“Listen, I gotta go,” she said, pointing at the streetcar. “My roommate's the nosy type. She tends to ask a lot of questions when I'm out too long without her.” Isa already felt the first signs of panic rising in her stomach, a cold unease that had nothing to do with their hasty escape.

“Sure,” Nate said with a nod and a smile. “Yeah, I should go too. My buddies will be wondering where I am.” His mouth wavered, as if he had more to say but no idea where to start. His hands fidgeted nervously at his sides.

“Thanks for a fun time, Nate. Really, I mean it,” Isa said, beaming at him sweetly before turning to check for traffic and cross the street to the stop. “See you around, okay?”

“You’re welcome. Uh, thank you too!” There was a brief pause, and just as Isa was getting ready to cross, his voice came from behind her again. “Hey! Isa?”

Isa glanced over her shoulder. “Yeah, Nate?”

Nate wrung his hands nervously, and his ears turned bright red as he started speaking quickly, almost stumbling over his own words. “Do you think... maybe we could do this again? Not right now, obviously! And... and maybe not in the park. But, you and me... again? Sometime?” Almost the second he finished, Nate dropped his gaze to the ground and stuffed his hands in his pockets. His shoulders hunched as if he were bracing for a blow.

Then he recovered in an instant, pulling his hands out of his jeans. He puffed out his chest, and as he met Isa’s eyes, his voice steadied into calm confidence. “What I’m saying is... I could always use some more practice. And you’re a damn good teacher.” A smug grin spread across his face.

Isa could only grin. Why the hell not? Once she’d gotten him going, he hadn’t been half bad. Especially for a virgin. The memory of his clumsy but enthusiastic movements sent a warm wave of satisfaction through her.

“Sure, Nate. You’ve got my Instagram, remember? Just say when and where.” With that, she winked at him and hopped across the street just as the streetcar slowed and opened its doors. She climbed on and turned in time to return Nate’s awkward little wave before the car pulled away and rattled back toward her apartment.

“Damn,” Isa breathed, smiling at the satisfying throb between her legs as she sank into one of the seats. The upholstery was rough against her still-sensitive skin, each vibration of the streetcar sending small shockwaves through her lower abdomen. The streetcar was practically deserted, the car almost completely silent. Only the rhythmic clacking of wheels on tracks and the quiet hum of the air conditioning broke the stillness. In that quiet, the unease that had been lurking in the back of Isa’s mind since leaving their forest clearing began pushing its way forward.

Isa’s chest tightened as she looked down. Now she could feel it clearly. Something was seeping from her pussy and pooling in the crotch of her panties. The warm, sticky sensation spread, soaking through the thin fabric of her underwear. She squirmed anxiously, feeling the increasing wetness between her legs, wishing for the first time that her shorts weren’t so tight and form-fitting. The material pressed against her swollen lips, amplifying every sensation.

What had her cycle app shown? Isa’s heart began to race as she opened the app and checked today’s result again. Her fingers trembled slightly as she held the phone.

FOLLICULAR PHASE

OVULATION IN 3 DAYS

CONCEPTION PROBABILITY: VERY HIGH

Isa swallowed hard. A single bead of sweat snaked down the side of her face, glistening on her cheekbone. Her throat suddenly felt dry, as if she were swallowing sandpaper. What kind of risk had she just taken? Letting Nate fill her today was even riskier than Ethan’s load on Friday. Her cycle was completely reliable, the same every month. Still, Isa couldn’t help wondering what trouble she might get into if her cycle shifted by just a few days for some reason, this one time. The possibility sent cold fingers of panic crawling up her spine.

Assuming, of course, that it actually was Nate’s cum leaking out of her.

The pill. That damn pill. She had to take it now. Playing with fire was one thing, but feeling its heat on her skin was quite another. Not to mention getting burned. Her thoughts raced, calculating hours and probabilities with the precision of a machine.

The streetcar ride lasted an eternity. Isa fidgeted and sweated the whole way home, trapped in the air-conditioned box with her own tormenting thoughts—a surprise ovulation the next day, a potentially ineffective morning-after pill left alone too long, the devastating consequences if those two circumstances collided and condemned her in an instant. Every stop felt like forever, each minute stretching like taffy.

When the streetcar came to a stop, Isa jumped out and shuffled toward her apartment as quickly as possible, legs pressed together. The sticky sensation between her thighs intensified with each step, a constant reminder of her recklessness. She burst through the front door without stopping to talk to Camille or even check if her best friend was there. Instead, she went straight to her room, slammed the door, and collapsed onto her bed.

Isa’s shoulders pressed into the sheets as she hastily lifted her hips, placed a towel underneath, and ripped down her shorts and panties. The fabric stuck to her damp skin, peeling away with a soft, sticky sound. She held her panties up to the light from the window. Numerous sticky white spots and streaks were embedded in the cotton, shimmering pearlescent in the afternoon light. With each new spot she discovered, Isa’s breathing quickened. The evidence of her lust stared back at her, undeniable and accusatory.

Isa shuddered as she tossed her panties aside and noticed how wet and slippery her pussy lips were. The moist warmth between her legs pulsed with each heartbeat. Slowly, she slid a finger into her pussy and winced at how sensitive she was after the thorough workout she’d just had. Her inner walls felt swollen, overstimulated from the intense friction.

“Oh, shit. Oh, Jesus.” The sensation was undeniable. So unfamiliar and yet identical to what she’d experienced Friday night. The feeling of a pussy filled to the brim with masses of hot, viscous cum. The sticky substance coated her finger like warm honey. As she added another finger to the already full space, a thick glob of the stuff squeezed out and seeped over her hand and the inside of her thigh before pooling in the towel.

“Shit,” Isa croaked again, her brows drawn together in fear as she instinctively pressed her legs together and resisted the urge to fling the rest of the thick cum from her fingers. The salty scent rose to her nose—the unmistakable smell of male lust mixed with her own arousal. “Damn it. Shit, shit, shit, shit.” Her voice broke, and she whimpered as she pushed her fingers back inside, as if scooping it out were a legitimate way to save herself.

It had actually happened again. How had she let herself get pumped full of cum again? The reality hit her like a punch to the gut.

There was so much of it, too. Given how worked up he'd been, it only made sense that Nate would come with the force of an exploding fire hose, and Isa's ragged breaths were full of regret as she wondered how she'd even managed to keep so much cum inside her on the streetcar. Her muscles had clenched involuntarily, trapping every drop like a greedy cup. It had been her dirty little secret, one that not even she knew was true until now.

Isa looked up and caught sight of herself in the mirror on her dresser. She'd been in such a rush to escape the park that she hadn't taken time to smooth her hair or fix her smeared makeup. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen from fierce kissing. She even had a small spot on her chin that, upon closer inspection, turned out to be dried cum. The pearlescent crust shimmered in the light from the window.

She looked completely disheveled. Like a woman who'd just been thoroughly fucked. In retrospect, Isa was pretty glad her streetcar had been so empty. But there had been two or three people on board, plus the driver, not to mention all the people she'd passed in the park. At least some of them had seen her. How many had figured out what she'd been up to—partly or entirely? The thought of their knowing looks, their silent judgments, made her skin tingle.

The idea, she had to admit, was almost enough to turn her on. A dark shiver ran down her spine.

“Oh boy.” Isa began to giggle as Nate's cum oozed through her fingers and ran over her knuckles, seeping from her opening in pearly white streaks. The obscene sound of dripping cum filled the silence of her room.

A shiver of alarm seized her as she pulled her hand out, though it didn't wipe the smile from her face. I'm laughing. Why am I laughing? Her voice echoed hysterically in her head.

This was no laughing matter. Friday night's breeding had already gone a dozen steps too far. But now? Now she was so close to ovulation and had done absolutely nothing to prevent a fresh load of baby batter from flooding her increasingly fertile pussy. Worse still—she'd more or less begged for it. Her body temperature had risen over the past few days, a telltale sign of her approaching fertility.

A wriggling, virile horde was swarming into her womb, first from Ethan and now reinforced by Nate's fresh arrivals. Driven by their singular goal to seek out and conquer her defenseless egg. There were tens of millions of them. Only one needed to succeed. One daring speck of dust for new life to take root in her belly. The thought made her lower abdomen clench.

This wasn't a game anymore. She had to stop it. She had to save herself.

But as Isa reached for the small cardboard box containing her contraceptive lifeline, that realization only made her giggle harder. She pressed a hand to her mouth as she hung on the edge of sheer delirium, trying to stuff her mirth back inside. The giggling transformed into a choked sob.

In a strange way, she found it incredible. Even fascinating. When had she become such a slut? A slut who willingly risked so much for the promise of a few moments of delicious pleasure? Had it started Friday with Ethan? Or maybe a month ago at Pandora's Box, when she'd been fucked without a condom for the first time while ovulating? Maybe it was long before all that? The transformation had crept in slowly, like poison seeping through her veins.

What had she become? What had happened to the cautious, controlled woman she'd once been?

No. No, there was still time. She hadn't “become” anything yet. She could still regain control.

The box found its way into Isa's hand, her fingers grasping desperately. Her palms were slick with nervous sweat. She sat up, seized by a dizzying whirl of panic and vertigo as she tipped the morning-after pill into her palm. The small white tablet looked so innocent, so powerless against the flood of hormones and desire raging through her body. She stared at it, waiting for its sterile taste to touch her tongue...

...only to gasp as a shiver of lust coiled in her belly, accompanied by the realization that she'd already started rubbing her clit. Her fingers moved on their own, as if her body had taken control.

No. No, no, no, no, no.

Isa's face contorted in agony. The dread inside her suddenly bloomed, gripping her in a vise of fear and finally wiping the smile from her face. Sweat beaded on her forehead, though she felt cold at the same time.

Stop. Please. Take the damn pill.

A long, languishing moan escaped Isa's lips as a shiver of bliss ran through her from head to toe. Her toes curled against the cold floor. She pressed a hand over her mouth to muffle herself as more lascivious sounds bubbled out of her, straining against her palm, desperate to break free and echo through the room.

This couldn't happen. Not again. Helplessly masturbating every time she tried to swallow the pill wasn't an option. At this rate, she'd never take the stupid thing. Her willpower melted like ice in the sun.

Isa's eyes flew open as a massive wave of pleasure rolled through her body. She let out a muffled moan as her bare toes dug into the sheets and her sweat-soaked back arched against the mattress. The bedding stuck to her damp skin. She rubbed more frantically, her fingers a blur over her clit, until she finally took her hand from her mouth and pressed two fingers against her entrance.

Isa was dripping like a waterfall, her arousal running down her thighs and mixing with Nate's dripping cum into a raunchy cocktail of both their fluids. The musky scent of her lust filled the air. Her fingers slid in effortlessly, and she curved them desperately as she felt the first subtle hints of a budding orgasm building deep inside her. Her inner muscles twitched and pulsed around her fingers.

With both hands occupied, Isa figured she must have dropped the pill. Blinking, she opened her eyes to confirm and saw it lying on the carpet, forgotten and ignored. A tiny white dot of hope she was betraying once again. She imagined what could happen, the real risk if she kept going like this. She pictured her egg being released in less than 72 hours, immediately swarmed by an armada of eager sperm. Sperm that, if they could, would be laughing at her right now, thrilled at how easily they’d been deposited into such a willing slut whose mind was too clouded by hormones to even stop them from knocking her up.

As Isa sank deeper into her intoxicated state and her building release drew ever closer, only a few thoughts managed to drift hazily through her mind before all logic and restraint were swept aside by the flare of her inevitable ecstasy. The first thought was more of a realization. The realization that this whole situation might be a little harder to resolve than she’d assumed that morning. Much harder.

But the second thought was the loudest, hammering through Isa’s head in time with her racing heart and trembling body. In nearly five years of being sexually active, she’d never let anyone come inside her. Now, within a single weekend, she’d been careless enough to let it happen twice. Twice she’d acted like a cheap whore.

Isa’s stomach cramped at that revelation. But it wasn’t enough to stop her from pushing a third finger into her tight, needy opening with a worried moan. The stretch burned deliciously, a sweet pain that only stoked her arousal. The flame of her excitement still burned bright, driving her forward with every nudge, twitch, and stroke of her drenched sex.

Barely fifteen seconds later, Isa came hard, writhing on her bed as a trembling climax shattered her fear into millions of glittering pieces. Her screams were muffled in the pillow while waves of pleasure crashed through her body. Only then did she finally stand up, legs trembling like aspen leaves, and retreat to the shower to wash Nate’s cum out of herself... only to reward herself immediately afterward with a second orgasm, even more powerful and overwhelming than the first, at the thought of all the sperm lodged too deep inside her to clean out. The hot water pounded on her oversensitive skin as she leaned against the shower wall and came again.

When Isa fell asleep that night, exhausted from the day’s stimulation, she didn’t think about the morning-after pill lying uselessly on her nightstand once again. She didn’t think about her impending ovulation, due in just over two days. Because the only thing Isa could think about was how, when, and from whom she might get her next creampie. The thought made her smile as she drifted into restless sleep.

The End?
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