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-
I met Laena during college. She first introduced herself to me in a class we both shared and eventually we started to be really good friends. We started to hang out with each other more often. I was dating this one guy, but towards the end of my tenure in college that relationship went to total shit.
Laena really helped me through my break up with my now ex. We often went out to watch movies, play video games in our dorm, and help each other study in the school library. She really helped me get through college during one of the deepest lows in my life. Laena even got me to start going on jogs with her, which really helped me clear my mind.
Eventually we became inseparable. Some of our guy friends in our group would sometimes joke and ask if we were banging each other. I would laugh it off but when I looked at Laena her face would often turn beat red and then she would punch whoever made that joke.
Over time I started to look at Laena differently. As our friendship deepened, the physical distance between us shrank into intimacy. We would unknowingly sit very close to each other, cuddle during movies, and sometimes share a bed; it just felt very natural to us. Laena and I would often joke around and kiss each other, but usually it would be a quick peck on the cheek or if we were feeling extra silly, on the lips. But our physical interactions always had this sort of playful tone, never really getting too serious.
Laena was someone you would describe as a tomboy but she still liked to be a bit feminine. She used to have longer hair during the first year of college, but eventually she cut it shorter, mostly out of convenience because she competed on the college track team.
She had brown hair and some of the prettiest eyes I had ever seen. They were emerald green and were very mesmerizing. She was slightly taller than me, standing at 5 foot 7. She was pretty fit compared to me, she had a well toned body and very nice legs. Sometimes I would catch myself staring at her for too long.
Who am I? My name is Hannah, I was raised in an asian family. My parents were second generation immigrants so they were less conservative than my grandparents. Thankfully I was blessed with good genetics, I stood at 5 foot 6 with a slim body, but I had curves in all the right places. I was happy to have a modest c-cup, I considered myself lucky since my family is known to have smaller breasts. My brown eyes matched well with my naturally black long silky hair, but I dyed my hair blonde mid-way through college.
I would often bring Laena back home during holiday breaks since her parents were divorced and didn't host family events. Eventually my family grew to adore her. Especially my two brothers, since both Laena and my brothers enjoyed watching and playing sports. I would often catch them shouting at the TV watching a basketball game, and I would roll my eyes and continue catching up with my parents or playing on my brother's Nintendo Switch.
-
My relationship with Laena would change during one fateful night.
It was the day leading up to that night. I was in the school courtyard with my legs crossed waiting for Laena to finish her team practice before we headed out for some lunch. I was scrolling through my phone when I saw someone sit right next to me in my peripheral vision.
"Hey, Laena" I said without looking, except it wasn't Laena who sat next to me. It was my classmate Zach.
"What's up beautiful, watcha doin'?" he said as he put his arm around my shoulder.
Zach was about half an inch taller than me, he was a little lean, and he had curly jet black hair. I would have been lying if I said I didn't find him attractive. Sometimes I would catch myself staring, but any girl would.
"Just waiting for Laena before we head out for lunch," I responded as I put my phone down to look at him.
We talked about some in-school drama and about some new albums from our favorite artists that had recently come out. We had always had good chemistry with each other. I had thought about dating him but, for some reason, every time I thought about it, I would think of Laena instead. If I were to date Zach, I would have to spend more time away from Laena, and I didn't want that.
"There's a party off campus tomorrow night, you should come," he said as he played with my hair.
I didn't really like to go out to those kinds of parties since they can be super sketchy sometimes. But I could just take Laena with me: I knew she would look after me if something happened. Plus, I wanted to be nice so I accepted his invitation.
"Yeah, sure I'll go, you don't mind if I bring Laena with me, do you?" I responded as I checked my phone to see if Laena had texted me.
"No problem, the more the merrier. I'll see you there," he said, standing up.
He took my hand and gave it a kiss as he said his farewells and walked away. I was a bit flustered by his actions, but before I could give those feelings much thought, I saw Laena walking towards me. She was wearing her tracksuit and carrying her duffle bag over her shoulder. I stood up and walked over to her, greeting her with a tight hug; she returned the favor and hugged me back.
"Who was that?" Laena asked as we pulled away from our hug.
"Oh, that was Zach, you know him," I responded as we walked together to go eat lunch.
"He seems very fond of you," she said to me, leering at me in a jealous way.
Laena wasn't the type who disliked guys. Hell, she hung out with more guys than she did girls. But she was very protective of me, especially if some dude tried to talk me up.
"Oh, that, he was just being nice and if it makes you feel better I am more fond of you than him," I replied, giving her a friendly kiss on her cheek.
Her jealousy quickly dissipated, and she returned to a happier mood as we walked until we arrived at a local restaurant.
"You want to come with me to a party tomorrow night?" I asked Laena as we were waiting for our food.
"I don't know, Hannah, those kinds of parties are pretty sketchy. And what makes you suddenly want to go out and party, you usually don't participate in those kinds of things," she responded.
Not wanting to tell her that Zach had invited me, I just told her my friend Christie had been bugging me to go all week.
"We're not going to stay long, I just want to have a couple drinks, then we'll head out, plus I got you to watch my back, right?" I said to her, smiling. Laena was still hesitant, so I put on my cute begging face which worked on her most of the time.
"Fine, I'll go, but don't go too crazy,'' she said, finally relenting.
I smiled with joy, then our food finally arrived. We continued to talk about school and how her practice went as we ate.
-
It was the night of the party. Laena and I were having fun and a bunch of frat boys were hitting on us throughout the entire party. Personally I enjoyed the attention a little, while Laena paid them no mind. One football jock even came up to us and asked if we wanted to do a threeway with him. Laena just groaned in annoyance and grabbed my arm to pull me away from that guy.
I had always been a lightweight when it came to drinking, and after a few drinks I was beginning to feel a bit tipsy. Laena told me she was going to use the restroom. As soon as she left, someone took the opportunity to try to get a chance at me. It was Zach, he saw me and immediately walked toward me. When he reached me, he gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek.
"You made it. I didn't see you earlier so I was starting to think you hadn't come," he said, pulling away from our hug and looking down at me.
"Yeah, sorry, Laena has been moving me around the house to avoid some of these frat guys," I spoke into his ear because of the loudly-blaring music.
As we talked, he began to move a bit closer to me. Soon, he was standing right over me, so close I could smell his cologne.
"You look very pretty tonight," he said.
I was surprised because I hadn't worn anything too special. All I had on was a gray hoodie, some ripped jeans, and a pair of white Nikes.
"Thanks, but you're being too kind," I replied, trying to keep my composure.
Then he moved even closer to me. My face began burning as he gripped my waist in his hands. It had been a little while since I had broken up with my ex, so I thought I was entitled to have a little fun. Plus I was already tipsy enough that I might not have been thinking straight. Zach then grabbed my chin and pulled me in for a kiss. Just as his hot breath touched my lips, my arm was grabbed and I was yanked away from him. I was drunk enough that I didn't know what was happening. As I began to piece together what was going on, I realized it was Laena dragging me out of the frat house.
"What the fuck are you doing!" I shouted as she kept hauling me along. Laena kept ignoring me until we reached her dorm. She grabbed her key card from her pocket, unlocked her door, and quickly shoved my tipsy ass into her room.
"What the hell were you doing with him?" Laena demanded in an angry tone.
Her dorm was faintly lit by a single lamp. I could just barely see her face in the dim room. She looked very jealous and angry as she paced back and forth in the living room.
"I was just enjoying the party, what is your problem?!" I threw back at her. I still couldn't grasp why she was so angry. So I again asked what her deal was. She wouldn't budge, I could tell she was struggling to say something but wasn't able to put words to whatever it was.
She suddenly stopped her pacing and sighed. "It's because I love you!" she revealed.
Though I had heard the words she had used, I couldn't seem to process what she meant. Admittedly, I can be a bit dense at times. And being slightly tipsy didn't really help.
"I know, I love you too," I answered back, still not grasping her true intent. Growing frustrated, Laena stalked over, grabbed both my hands in hers, and pulled me against herself. She looked at me with the deepest sincerity. Meeting her beautiful emerald eyes as the alcohol began to wear off, I was finally beginning to process her meaning.
"I have always had feelings for you, ever since the day we met," she said in a tone which was much more shy than usual. To see Laena this timid was a new and unexpected side of her. She clutched my hands even tighter.
My mind was all over the place as I heard her describe her feelings. I didn't know what to say: all I could do was stare at Laena while I gathered my thoughts.
Belatedly realizing her sentiments, I asked, "So how come you're just now getting around to telling me this?"
"It's because I didn't want to ruin our friendship. I was scared that telling you how I felt would make things awkward between us, and I couldn't bear to lose you," she said, tearing up and looking down at the ground out of sheer embarrassment.
Recalling our time together, I realized how intimate we had been, the way she would look at me, and how protective she was of me. Given the intimacy of our interaction with each other, we were practically dating: no wonder our friends kept joking about us being "together."
"I would never leave you, you're the most cherished person I have in my life" I told her, tilting her face up to look at me as I wiped her teary eyes.
"I don't know how this is gonna work out, but I can give it a try," I responded.
"Me neither, Hannah, but I think we can figure it out together," she said in a happier tone. She was very relieved by my response to her confession.
There was a long silence as we stood as close as we could, gazing deeply into each other's eyes, as if searching for something new and undiscovered. All that could be heard was our breathing slowly getting heavier as our faces drew ever closer to each other.
Then it happened, our lips brushed together ever so lightly.
We held our lips together for a few moments before pulling them apart. My lovely brown eyes were fixed upon her emerald gems.
"Are you okay, Hannah?" Laena said in a breathy voice.
I nodded, then we sank together for another kiss. It was a bit awkward at first: the only times we had kissed before had been done more playfully. But the longer we kissed, the more accustomed we grew to each other's lips. As we continued to make out, our tongues slowly crept into each other's mouths. We kissed more aggressively, breathing harder and harder. Pulling away momentarily to catch a better breath left a trail of our saliva suspended between our mouths. Our tongues were never missing from each other's mouths for more than a couple of seconds.
As we continued passionately kissing, Laena began feeling up my body. Her hands tugged at my waist, pulling me closer as our tongues battled. Her hands traveled down my back, slowly creeping down onto my ass before she started to gently grope my soft cheeks. Every time she squeezed my supple cheeks, I moaned into her mouth. As we made out more ever more intensely, I wrapped my arms around Laena's neck and used one of my hands to push on the back of her head. I couldn't get enough and needed to bring as much of her as close to me as I possibly could. Laena's mouth tasted sweet as we traded our fluids back and forth. Laena was so intoxicating, I almost felt drunk again.
Wanting to take the initiative, I started walking backwards towards the couch pulling Laena along with me. I lay back bringing Laena down on top of me. I wrapped my slender legs around her waist, pulling her ever more closely against me. We started to push against each other as the intensity of our passion reached new heights. We ground our crotches together as our make out session got sloppier and still more intense.
Now Laena's hands move slowly from my waist up to my stomach. She eased her hands under my sweater, steadily advancing towards my chest. I wasn't wearing a shirt under my sweater so only my black bra protected my breasts. Laena wasted no time, sliding her hands under my bra to gently grope my soft tits. I moaned with pleasure each time she squeezed them.
My body was getting extremely hot, so I whipped my sweater off and threw it to the side. Laena promptly shoved my bra above my boobs, exposing them to the open air.
"God, you always had the nicest boobs, Hannah!" Laena sighed as she briefly pulled her mouth from mine, before returning her lips to mine.
I moaned, thanking her with a giggle.
Laena was getting hot too, so she rose up above me to unfasten her white button-up shirt. Beneath her shirt she wore a gray sports bra, which tastefully showed some of her cleavage. Throwing her shirt behind her, she fell back upon me like a hawk swooping down on its prey.
As we continued to kiss, Laena's hand began to drift down towards my pants. When she reached my crotch, Laena hesitated and stopped to look at me. Seeing that, I gave her a nod of approval. Without saying a word, her hand slipped down into my pants and her fingers stole across the sheer fabric of my panties.
As she began to rub my pussy, Laena could feel how soaking wet my panties were. My moans were muffled by her mouth over mine. I could feel her fingers positioning themselves right over my clit. Her rubbing began again. All along, we were having the sloppiest make out session: anyone watching would have been cumming out of their minds. As Laena rubbed me even more aggressively, my orgasm inexorably began to build. Suddenly she stopped! Before I could complain, her hand moved under my panties and she slowly inserted two of her fingers into my throbbing wet pussy. I couldn't help but squeal with pleasure.
"Does that feel good, Hannah?" Laena asked, whispering into my ear as she slowly fingered me.
"Yeah, keep doing that, Laena," I responded in a breathy voice.
"I want you to beg for it," she seductively whispered into my ear.
"Please, Laena, please keep doing that, I'm begging you," I moaned.
As I begged, I felt my pussy wrap around Laena's fingers as they plunged in and out of my wet hole. She bent her two fingers up inside me, searching for my love spot. My eyes shot wide open and I moaned loudly when she found what she had been looking for.
"Oh my god!" I moaned as the build-up to my orgasm came roaring back again.
"You gonna cum, Hannah?" Laena asked, looking down at me.
"FUCK......Yes, Laena, you're going to make me fucking cum!" I desperately replied.
Hearing that, Laena's face curved back down to mine and she shoved her tongue back into my mouth. As our tongues were wrapped around each other my orgasm at last reached its peak.
I climaxed fully: my pussy contracted tightly around Laena's fingers, but she refused to relent, rolling her fingers even more vigorously up into my special spot. I squeezed my thighs strongly around her hand as I loudly moaned out my pleasure into her mouth. My eyes rolled behind my eyelids and my body shook profusely as I came.
As my orgasm finally subsided, Laena withdrew her fingers which were now covered with my juices.
We kept kissing for a bit before Laena pulled away. She looked down at my orgasm-wracked face: I was a mess under her.
"Should we go somewhere more comfortable?" Laena asked. Still recovering from my massive orgasm, all I could do was nod my assent . We both got up and Laena grabbed my hand, pulling me towards her room.
Once we reached Laena's dimly lit room, she slammed the door shut and we began to make out intensely in front of her bed. As we kissed, we undressed each other. Laena unclasped my bra from behind me as I pulled her sports bra off over her head. Once Laena's bra came free, her tits popped out. I always forgot that she had slightly bigger boobs than me, since she tried to hide them by wearing sports bras all the time. Her supple yet perky D-cup boobs were very pleasing to the eye and tastefully perky.
"There they are, I haven't seen those in a while," I giggled, feeling up her tits.
Laena just rolled her eyes and smiled as she pushed me down onto her bed. We desperately rushed to remove the rest of our clothing. As I struggled to unbutton my pants, I saw Laena kicking off her shoes, ripping off her socks, and unbuttoning her jeans as fast as she could. She pulled her panties along with her jeans down her legs and off her feet. I faltered partway through my own undressing as I gazed enthralled at her beautiful body. I had never before been as attracted to a woman's body. I drooled at the sight of her nice tits, her lightly toned body, and her sexy legs: my pussy was drowning in my own juices.
"You need help?" she said as she caught me staring at her, still stuck in the rest of my clothing.
Without saying a word she stepped out of her pants and walked over to me. She helped take my shoes and socks off as I finally got my jeans unbuttoned. I pulled off my jeans right before removing my panties.
Now that we were fully naked, she gathered me into a nice wet kiss. We climbed higher up the bed and began to tongue fuck each other again. But after a bit more feverish kissing, Laena pulled away so she could begin kissing her way down my body. She began by sucking and licking my neck, then nibbled her way down to my boobs. She began to suck and lick them, lathering them with her saliva as she began mauling them even more aggressively. "God, she's making me so horny," I thought, moaning with pleasure. Then her impetuous kisses reached my soaking wet pussy. I felt Laena's hot breath scorching my pussy, summoning forth still more liquid in a vain effort to put out the fires she was stoking. A wet spot began forming on the bed directly under me.
"You ready, Hannah?" Laena asked, looking up at me.



"Are you seriously asking me that, this far in?" I moaned, seeing her face poised above my crotch.
"God, you are soaking down here, Hannah," Laena said with anticipation as she prepared to eat me out at last.
"Because of you, dummy, now hurry up," I desperately implored.
Laena began her assault by giving my pussy a nice long lick. I threw my head back and moaned. Graciously licking my pussy lips, she slowly inserted her tongue into my wet crevice. She grabbed my thighs as her tongue explored my pussy ever more deeply. Feeling her wet tongue maneuver inside me turned me into a moaning mess.
"Hannah, you taste so good," Laena mumbled with my pussy still in her mouth.
"Glad you like it, I had some pineapple for lunch earlier," I responded in a breathy voice.
As Laena ate me out, I placed my hands onto her head to draw her tongue deeper inside me. I fondled her soft brown hair as she continued to ravage my lips. Laena's tongue drove deeper still; my pussy squeezed tightly around her wet pleasure tool. Then she managed to find my spot with her tongue. I clamped my thighs around her head.
"Right there, Laena, right there," I moaned.
Emboldened by my words, Laena devoured my throbbing pussy more aggressively. Hearing me moan was like music to Laena's ears. As I kept crying out her name, Laena maneuvered one of her hands to her own already-wet pussy. She rubbed her clit and moaned into my dripping pussy. It wasn't long before we could both feel our orgasms rushing upon us.
"Laena, I'm... I'm gonna cum," I said, releasing one of my hands to grab onto the bed sheet.
Laena started to rub herself faster so we could climax together. As we were reaching our peak, we began to moan uncontrollably together, making things even hotter for both of us.
I squeezed Laena's head tightly with my thighs and arched my back, and my pussy vibrated with Laena's loud moans as we both reached our climax. In the extremity of my pleasure, I screamed Laena's name loudly enough that the other dorms probably heard me.
We collapsed onto the bed that was now soaking in the sweat and juices pouring from our bodies. Laena climbed back up to me and gave me a nice deep kiss.
"I do taste good," I said in a giggly voice after tasting myself in her mouth.
We were now cuddling together covered in sweat. We continued to lie there recovering from our mind-shattering orgasms.
"I've never been with a girl before," I said, looking deeply into Laena's eyes.
"Me neither, you were my first too," Laena responded timidly.
My eyes shot open in shock. I sat up looking down at her. Stunned, I responded, "How the hell did you learn to do that then?!"
"Um.... I learned from watching porn," Laena whispered, embarrassed..
Seeing her face starting to redden, I gave her a nice kiss on the cheek to help alleviate her embarrassment. I got up and headed for the bathroom. As I reached the door, I stopped and turned to face Laena.
"Why don't we take a shower and maybe I can return the favor?" I said in a seductive voice.
I turned around and entered the bathroom with Laena getting up and following me soon after. I opened the shower door and turned on the water. As I waited for the shower to heat up I turned to Laena. She had just entered the bathroom and was closing the door behind her. She looked at me: as I bit my lip, I couldn't help but rove my eyes up and down her beautiful body.
Smiling, I walked over and gave her a deep kiss; returning to the shower, I put my hand in to make sure the water was already hot. I went back to Laena, grabbed her hand, and pulled her into the shower with me. At first we just stood there next to each other, getting our hair nice and wet.
Then I grabbed a scrub and applied body wash to it, helping Laena to clean up. As we stood under the hot water, I gazed at the water cascading down Laena's fit glistening body. Laena's eyes were closed as the water flowed down over her upturned face. Beams from the bathroom light played across her face, making her shine marvelously under the streams of water. Bathed in both the water and the light, her beauty truly shone through.
I gently guided the now-soapy scrub up and down her toned body. I started by soaping Laena's neck, then made my way downward. I lathered her armpits, then slowly made my way up to her boobs. She moaned as I softly rubbed them and covered them with soap. I slithered on down to her nicely curved hips, where I could reach around to scrub her also nicely-curved cheeks. I lightly groped them at the same time, causing her to giggle. I guess I was kind of eager, but how could I not be?
Scrubbing on down, I dropped to my knees so I could more easily clean her nice long legs. She moaned as I scrubbed and groped her toned legs. Then I started cleaning between her thighs. I could sense her anticipation as I made my way upward to her crotch. Laena's breathing became more jagged, coated with her beginning lust. She grew more vocal as I scrubbed closer and closer to her pussy. I teased her a bit by lightly grazing the scrub against her folds. When I finished cleaning, I stopped and looked up at her. Laena was gazing down at me in a trance state with her mouth sexily parted open.
"You want to help me clean up?" I asked, breaking her trance.
She simply nodded and helped me up from my knees. I handed her the scrub and she poured more soup onto it. Laena told me to turn around: I simply did what she said. I was finding out that I liked obeying Laena. She started by soaping my back. Feeling her cleaning my body with such care made me feel very bubbly and happy inside.
Then she pulled herself closer to me and reached around to soap up my chest and stomach. I could feel her wet boobs push up against my back as she cleaned. I bit my lip. She moved on down to my legs: she returned the favor of how I had cleaned her down there, teasing me just as much as I had teased her. Once Laena was finished, she got up from her knees and I turned around to meet her gaze.
"Didn't you say you would return the favor, Hannah?" Laena said to me in a seductive voice as the water streamed down our faces.
I just smiled and pushed her back against the shower window and shoved my tongue into her mouth. Laena's eyes shot open in surprise at this sudden outburst. But her eyes soon closed in pleasure as our tongues danced into each other's mouths. My eyes closed too as we held each other tightly, kissing passionately under the shower. Laena reached around my head and grabbed my hair. With her spare hand she grabbed my ass and groped my cheek. Deciding to kick it up a notch, I grabbed her hips and pressed my leg between her thighs: My thigh slid against her bare pussy as I forced her against the shower window.
Laena moaned into my mouth and slowly rotated her pussy on top of my thigh. We clutched each other tightly, pushing our wet boobs against each other. The stimulation of our boobs touching caused us both to moan continuously into each other's mouths.
"Turn around," I said, withdrawing my mouth from Laena.
"Okay," Laena said in a breathy moaning voice.
Once Laena had her back towards me, I pushed her against the shower window, squishing her tits against the glass. I pressed up against her back reaching around to squeeze one of her boobs. Laena moaned as I kissed her neck and shoved my wet boobs into her back.
With my spare hand I slowly navigated down her body. My hand glided down her stomach until it reached my desired destination. Once my fingers grazed against her fold I could feel that she was practically drenched down there, and it wasn't from the water. I began to play with her pussy, finding out what Laena liked. Each time I elicited another moan, I knew I was doing something right.
I spread Laena's lips apart with my index and middle fingers, wringing still more pleasure-filled moans from her. I continued playing with her pussy; with my other hand I groped her boob as I enjoyed plucking still more moans out of Laena's throat. I halted long enough to press my middle and ring fingers against her entrance. I slowly inserted my fingers into her dripping pussy. Once I had worked my fingers inside her, I wiggled them around and explored her crevice.
"Fuck, Hannah, you're a natural," Laena said moaning.
"You know I have a pussy too, right? Of course I know my way around," I giggled, moving my fingers remorselessly in and out of her.
Imitating what Laena had done to me, I curled my fingers upwards, searching for her special spot. It didn't take long before I heard Laena squeal, signaling that I had found what I was looking for. Her moaning steadily mounted as I focused my flexing fingers on her sensitive spot.
"Hannah.... Hannah, I'm gonna..." She climaxed before she could finish moaning out whatever she was trying to say.
As she came on my fingers, Laena's back arched and her legs shook profusely. I could feel her walls contract tightly around my fingers until her orgasm subsided. Laena could speak no words, she just stood there with her hands against the glass panting in pleasure. Laena turned back to face me and gave me a deep kiss. As we kissed, we began to giggle into each other's mouths from the sheer amount of fun we were having. Regretfully, Laena reached behind me to grab the lever and turn off the shower.
"We're wasting water," Laena said into my mouth, before pulling away to reach for the shower door.
"Wait, we're not done yet," I said, seizing her hand before it could reach the door handle.
"Oh, and why is that?" Laena said in a surprised but yet seductive tone.
"I want to please you with my mouth," I responded softly.
"All right, Hannah, use your mouth to make me cum," she continued, giving me a quick kiss on the lips. Again, it thrilled me to do her bidding.
I simply smiled and began kissing her body, slowly making my way down again, but this time with my mouth instead of my fingers. As I lowered to my knees, I ran my hands down along her sides, drifting down her hips until I stopped at her mid-thigh. I bit my lip as I stared at Laena's wet pussy. Looking up, I saw Laena with her eyes closed and her head leaning against the glass behind her, breathing heavily and waiting in anticipation for what was coming. Nervously, I tilted my head closer to her crotch. Just when I was about to put my mouth onto her pussy, I stopped.
"Why'd you stop?" Laena said in a confused and desperate tone, opening her eyes to look back down at me.
"Um..... I'm not really sure what I'm doing," I said timidly.
"Just go for it, I'll let you know if you're doing something right," Laena reassured me.
I was still hesitating as I began to approach her pussy again. Growing frustrated with how long I was taking, Laena grabbed my head and shoved me into her wet folds. Startled, my eyes shot open and I looked up at her.
"Sorry, Hannah, you were taking too long," she moaned. I rolled my eyes and began to awkwardly lick between her lips to familiarize myself with her. I was a mess down here, I had no idea what I was doing.
"Try licking my clit," Laena said, trying to help me out. Following her instructions, I pressed my tongue against her clit.
"Yeah, right there, Hannah... now lick," Laena moaned. Wanting to please Laena, I tentatively wiggled my tongue on her clit. In response Laena's moans became more vocal.
"Fuck, yeah, keep doing that," Laena commanded, closing her eyes again.
Emboldened by her words, I began employing my tongue more aggressively. Laena grabbed my hair tighter and pulled my head deeper into her crotch. Starting to get the hang of what I was doing, I decided to be bolder still, slipping my tongue into her pussy. Laena moaned, jerking her head up toward the ceiling. Taking my cue from what Laena had done for me, I decided to do the same for her.
I used my tongue to explore her dripping crevice. All I could hear were Laena's moans and the light drips of the water falling from the shower head and echoing around the bathroom. Wanting her to cum, I made my way towards her g-spot. As I searched with my tongue, Laena squealed, indicating I had found it.
"Holy shit, right there, Hannah, right there!" she screamed putting her leg over my shoulder, giving me more leverage to go deeper.
Laena's breathing became more erratic and labored as I continued to eat her out. She became a moaning mess as I gripped her thighs tighter and continued my attack.
"Jesus fuck... you're gonna make cum," Laena shouted.
She finally climaxed onto my mouth. She grabbed my head tightly and arched her back as her legs shook uncontrollably. Her inner walls contracted around my tongue and her sweet nectar flowed into my mouth. "She tastes so good," I thought as I lapped away, savoring my new lover. Finally, she lifted her leg off my shoulder and helped me up.
"God, that was amazing!" Laena said in a breathy voice.
"I told you I would return the favor," I smiled, giving her a quick peck on the lips.
After we had both exited the shower, we began to towel ourselves dry. Once we were done, we headed back into the bedroom. I grabbed my panties from the floor and slipped them back on. Laena changed into some new clothes: she slipped on new panties, some cotton shorts, and a t-shirt. As I gathered the rest of my clothes from the floor, I heard Laena ask me something.
"Um.... you wanna stay the night?" she inquired softly, grabbing her arm from behind her back.
"Yeah, sure, of course I will," I said gladly.
Hearing me accept her invitation, Laena gave me a very big smile. Her excitement made me flutter in return.
"But I don't have any sleeping clothes with me," I said with regret. Before I got any further, Laena opened her drawer and quickly threw a t-shirt at me. I couldn't react fast enough and the shirt hit my face. Laena laughed as I pulled the shirt off my face.
"Ha ha, so funny, Laena" I said sarcastically while piling my clothes onto a chair.
I slipped on the large t-shirt she had thrown at me, crossed over to her bed, and slipped under the blanket. Laena joined me soon after. As we cuddled in bed, the exhaustion from all that had transpired overcame us.
"That was fun," I said exhaling in relief.
"Hannah?" Laena asked, leaning up on her elbow.
"What's up?" I responded.
"What are we now?" she asked, staring into my deep brown eyes.
A brief silence fell between us as I pondered what we were. I thought deeply about how this would work out. It was a little difficult to envision us officially dating. But as I reflected on how we had behaved towards each other over the course of our friendship to get to this point, I realized we had practically been dating already - we basically did everything together already anyway.
Then I thought about what others would think of us. What would my friends and family think? "Well, our friend group already jokes about how we are dating," I thought to myself. But it was my family that I was the most nervous about, what would they think? God, my mind was everywhere, until Laena grabbed my hand and held it close to her and we gazed deeply into each other's eyes.
At that moment, looking at her and feeling what she meant to me, all the confused thoughts cleared away and I made up my mind. I didn't care what anyone else thought of us! All that mattered was that I would be with Laena and as long as we were together, everything would work out just fine.
"I guess we're girlfriend and girlfriend now," I said smiling, kinda giggling since it sounded a bit awkward to me saying it out loud.
Hearing those words come out of my mouth, Laena's face lit up with joy. We moved closer together as we gave each other one last kiss before we drifted off to sleep.
-
My eyes slowly started to open seeing a beam of light peeking through my window curtains. Feeling someone lying next to me, I sat up and looked down to see who it was. It was Hannah. Remembering all the events that had transpired the night before, my face got hot. "God, that was amazing," I thought to myself. As I stared down at Hannah's sleeping body, she looked so pretty with strands of her silky blonde hair covering her face and her mouth slightly parted.
Not wanting to wake Hannah up, I carefully slipped out of bed and looked for my phone. Remembering where I had left it, I grabbed my pants off the floor and pulled my phone out of the back pocket. Once I opened my phone, it blew up with notifications. They were from my track teammate, Andre. I tapped on the notifications and began to read them.
8:00AM (Andre): We got practice at 9 don't forget.
8:30AM (Andre): I'll wait for you in the courtyard.
8:50AM (Andre): Laena, where are you at, we're gonna be late.
8:55AM (Andre): Shit I'm just gonna go on ahead I'll see you there if you do decide to show up.
After reading his messages, my eyes shot open remembering that I did have practice today. "Fuck!" I said to myself. My phone told me it was already 9:15AM. In a panic, I ran back into my room to gather my stuff. Stripping out of my sleeping clothes, I began putting my sports clothes on. I threw on my sports bra, put on a pair of socks, and slipped on some black running shorts. While I was looking for a tank-top, Hannah awoke, sitting up because of the commotion I was causing.
"Why are you in such a rush?" she said in a groggy voice, rubbing her eyes.
"I'm late for practice," I said in a rush, finding a tank-top and quickly throwing it on.
Then I grabbed my duffle bag, and began to throw in the other stuff I needed for practice.
"Last night was something else, huh, Laena," Hannah said, still sitting in bed.
"Yeah, it was, it was the most fun I have had in a while," I responded happily, retrieving my last few things.
"Laena?" Hannah said.
"What's up?" I responded.
"We should go on a date after your practice," she said in an excited voice.
"Yeah, sure, that sounds fun," I said, matching her energy.
"I'll leave you my extra key card just in case you forget anything," I said to Hannah, slipping on my running shoes, starting towards the door.
"No problem, I'll see you later, babe," she said happily, winking at me. Hearing Hannah calling me babe caused me to blush and made my stomach tingle.
"All right, see you later..... babe," I said kinda awkwardly, then I quickly walked back over to her and gave her a quick peck on the lips before leaving the dorm.
Closing the door behind me, I started to make a beeline to the school track. When I finally made it to my destination, I quickly threw my duffle bag down onto the grass where everyone else had dumped their bags. I looked around to locate my team, then started to make my way over to them. While I was walking towards my group, someone grabbed my shoulders from behind and shook me violently.
"LAENA, WAKE UP!" the voice shouted.
Startled, I screamed and looked to see who had grabbed me. I turned around to find a tall lean black guy looming over me. It was Andre looking down at me, with his big toothy grin.
"What the fuck, Andre!" I shouted, punching him in the arm.
"Where have you been, girl, you haven't been responding to my text?" He laughed, but he also sounded concerned.
"Sorry..... I overslept," I apologized, coming up with some sort of lie. Sensing my half-assed lie, Andre put me into a headlock with his muscular arm and began to give me a noogie.
"Come on, Laena, don't bullshit me, what happened," he asked, adding more pressure with his knuckle.
"Okay.... Okay, I'll tell you but not right now, can you let go?" I said as the pain against my skull became unbearable.
"What's the magic word?" Andre teased.
"PLEASE!" I shouted in desperation to make the pain stop. He finally released me from the headlock.
"Now, that wasn't so hard was it?" he laughed, tussling my hair.




"Asshole," I smirked. I pushed his hand off my head and began to fix my hair, as I walked with him towards the rest of the team.
Although I hated how he teased me sometimes, Andre was like a big brother to me, literally and figuratively since he stood at six foot six. I didn't have many friends when I had joined the track team during my first year in college. He was one of the first people to actually make friends with me other than Hannah. Since then, he's always looked out for me.
Luckily my coach was also late, so I was able to avoid punishment. Once we met the rest of the team, we began our daily practice routine. We stretched, did warm-ups, then started to do drills. As I was jogging, my mind suddenly drifted to the thought of Hannah. I started to feel butterflies in my stomach about her. Although we had only been separated for a short time, I was already missing her. Hannah was the light of my life, her smile always brightened my world, and her very presence filled me with happiness. I just wanted this practice to be over so I could be with her again.
As I continued jogging, I faintly heard someone calling my name. I scanned my surroundings trying to figure out who was calling me.
"LAENA!" I heard one more time.
I finally managed to pinpoint where my name was being called from. My face lit up when I realized that it was Hannah. She excitedly waved at me from the stadium benches as I jogged. I happily waved back at her, feeling a flutter in my stomach. Although practice went on, I was unable to focus properly. I kept glancing at Hannah during all my drills.
"LAENA, FOCUS UP!" my coach shouted, causing me to snap out of it. He wasn't the only one who had noticed my loss of focus, though. As I was getting a drink of water, I heard someone else's voice.
"Who do you keep looking at?" Andre asked, resting his sizable hand on top of my head.
He looked in the same direction I was, finally spotting who I kept looking at up in the stadium benches.
"Is that Hannah?" Andre said, beginning to wave at her.
"HI, ANDRE!" Hannah shouted in the distance, cheerfully waving back at him.
Hannah had known Andre for quite a while since she was good friends with his sister, Cassandra. I had interacted with Cassandra a few times, but usually I only saw her if Hannah was hanging out with her and Andre. Hannah had actually taken me with her to watch some of Cassandra's gym competitions; she was pretty damn talented, too, if I say so myself. Based on the few times I had talked with her, she seemed to be really nice.
Andre began to alternate looking between Hannah and me, like he was starting to pick up on what was going on. He was a keen one, always figuring things out pretty quickly.
"No wayyy," he said, looking at me as he finally pieced everything together. My face turned beet red and I had to look down at my feet, trying to avoid eye contact with him out of embarrassment.
"Late night?" he teased, beginning to tussle my hair again.
"Ugh.... leave me alone, Andre!" I said, covering my blushing face with my hands.
Andre knew that I had a thing for Hannah. In fact he was the only person that I confided in about my feelings for her.
"I knew you had it in you," he said, lifting his hand off the top of my head and giving me a strong slap on the back, causing me to stumble forward.
As I looked up at Hannah, I saw her laughing after watching what had just transpired. Seeing her joyfully laughing always made my day.
"Come on, Laena, we gotta head back," Andre said, grabbing my arm and dragging me with him. I tried to fight back, but he was too strong for me to resist. As I was being dragged away I saw Hannah blow me a kiss, getting me all flustered. Practice was approaching its end, so we began wrapping up our final drills.
I had been stealing glances at Hannah throughout the entire practice. I just couldn't keep my eyes off her. As I was talking to one of my other teammates, I peeked my head to the side to bring Hannah into view from behind them. I noticed someone was now sitting next to her. Squinting to try to figure out who was next to her, my heart dropped when I realized it was Zach....
As my teammate continued to talk to me, I just nodded and gave short responses, not really paying attention to them. I kept maneuvering my head around to get a better view of them and to try to figure out what Zach was up to. I had never really trusted him: though Hannah had said that he was nice to her, I was convinced that he had ulterior motives; he just gave off a fuck-boy vibe. My mind was a mess as I kept thinking about what he might want with Hannah. "He did try to kiss Hannah just last night. Is he going to try and get some now?" I wondered nervously. Then he began to move closer to her. Even at that distance, I could tell that Hannah was getting tense.
Andre suddenly came into my field of vision, his massive frame obstructing my view of Hannah and that fuckboy. As he began conversing with me and my teammate, I was becoming increasingly anxious about what was going on behind Andre's back. I didn't want to be rude, so I acted like I was paying attention to the conversation. As he talked, Andre slowly shifted over, allowing me to see past him a little but not enough to get a full view of Hannah. "Come on, Andre, fucking move just a little more," I thought with growing frustration.
Finally, he moved just enough for me to see everything. My heart dropped once again, petrified of what I was seeing. Zach was sitting really close to Hannah with his arm now around her. Seeing that Hannah was trying to resist him, I was a little relieved. She was always a kind person and wasn't very confrontational, not wanting to cause problems, so I could sort of understand why she allowed him to get away with things.
I could tell that Zach was going to try something. Finally I had had enough of just standing there and watching. Quickly pardoning myself from the conversation I had been stuck in, I made my way swiftly towards the stands. I fast-walked instead of running, not wanting to draw attention to myself and cause a scene. As I made my way towards them, Hannah was still sitting there very timidly with Zach's arm around her. My body felt physical repulsion at the way that he was holding her so intimately.
"Would you mind getting your hands off her?" I interrupted, as I arrived at where they were sitting, startling them both. I had approached from the side, so they hadn't seen me coming.
Hannah's eyes lit up hearing my voice and seeing me come into view.
"Excuse me?" Zach said with a slightly irritated tone, looking at me.
"You heard me," I responded sternly.
He lifted his arm from my lover's shoulder as he began to turn towards me and speak his mind.
"What's your problem?" he said.
"I just want you to get your hands off her," I repeated.
"What? You jealous? You want some of my loving too, sweetheart?" he smirked. He stood up, reaching out to grab hold of my arm.
"Don't call me sweetheart and get your fucking hands off me!" I angrily responded, shoving his hand away.
"Come on, guys, let's relax" Hannah said timidly, trying to deescalate the situation.
"What the fuck is your deal," Zach said, taking a step forward, trying to intimidate me.
"I'm just trying to chill with my friend here, why do you care?" he continued.
"She's not your friend...... she's my girlfriend" I blurted, trying to get past him to reach Hannah.
"Hold on now, I think we can work something out, I do like my girls in pairs," he said salaciously, intending to seduce me and block me from reaching Hannah.
"We want nothing to do with you, now get out of my way, you fucking pig!" I shouted, annoyed at his ambition and pushing him out of the way.
Hannah came back into my view: witnessing the events that were occurring in front of her, she looked very distressed. I tried to reach out for her, but before I could grab her, Zach took my arm once again and pulled me towards him, slamming me into his chest.
"Come on, don't be like that, sweetheart," he said, grabbing my chin and trying to pull me up for a kiss.
"Let go of me, asshole! I told you, I'm not your sweetheart!" I shouted, clenching my fist, ready to punch him across his stupid face and lay his ass out. But before I could, a large shadow loomed over us.
"Everything all right?" Andre said, in a deep intimidating voice. Zach turned his head to look up at the absolute beast of a man. I could tell that Andre's very presence scared the living shit out of Zach.
"The lady told you to let go," Andre intoned, as he drew closer to us. Zach quickly released his grip as he turned toward Andre. I could sense that he wanted to fully square up to him, but Andre's very imposing figure caused Zach to bitch out instead.             
"I was just leaving,'' he said begrudgingly, before walking past Andre and bumping shoulders with him.
With everything deescalated at last, I enfolded Hannah in a tight hug.
"Sorry for causing all this, I should have said something..." Hannah said regretfully, starting to tear up as we pulled apart from our hug.
"It's okay, Hannah, I know how you can be. You're just trying to be friendly, but that douchebag is a creepy asshole," I reassured her, wiping her teary eyes and pulling her back in for another hug. We both started to relax as we continued to hold each other closely.
"You girls gonna be all right?" Andre asked with a sigh of relief.
"Yes, we'll be fine. Thanks for helping us out, Andre" Hannah said sniffling.
"Not a problem, I always protect my own," he responded, making me all the more appreciative of Andre's character.
"All right, you two better not get into any more trouble. I'll see you guys later," he teased walking away.
I just rolled my eyes at him as he left. We both sat down on the bench, Hannah laid her head against my shoulder and we held each other's hands. Feeling her soft hand on mine really helped me realize how much I had missed her.
"I really tried to keep him away, but he was just so persistent and I was just too scared to say anything," Hannah said timidly.
"It's fine, Hannah, just promise not to hang out with him or any guys that act like him," I responded, giving her a kiss on the cheek.
Hannah simply nodded and we cuddled together for a bit. We finally decided to get up and leave. I ran over to my duffle bag and gathered my things, while Hannah waited for me at the stadium entrance. As we walked, our hands kept grazing against each other. I wanted to hold Hannah's hand, but for some reason I couldn't muster the courage to do it. Sensing what I wanted, Hannah grabbed my hand and interlocked our fingers. Startled, I looked over to her and she just gave me a smile which made my body tingle with joy.
"I think we should postpone our date for another time," Hannah said to me as we walked.
"What made you change your mind? I was looking forward to our date," I responded a bit disappointed.
"I just want to stay in and relax with you, especially after what happened," she responded sweetly.
"Plus," she added and leaned in even closer, "I wanna fuck," she whispered seductively into my ear.
Hearing what she had whispered, my face instantly turned red. As I looked her way, she just winked at me. Butterflies began dancing in my stomach and my panties melted with moisture.
"Let's head to my room," Hannah suggested.
"Lead on," I answered, biting my lip.
We hurried toward her dorm room, excitement humming through our bodies. Once there, I threw down my bag and took off my shoes, placing them on a rack next to her door. "Hannah's room is very clean and organized compared to mine," I thought. Then suddenly, Hannah leaped on me. She eagerly shoved her tongue into my mouth. I closed my eyes and grabbed her supple ass while we desperately made out with each other.
"Wait, before we do this, can I take a shower? I'm kinda gross and sticky from practice," I asked, pulling away.
"Of course you can," Hannah answered, a little disappointed.
"You wanna join me?" I asked in my most sexy and seductive voice.
"As much as I would love to, I already took one earlier," she said smiling.
Smiling back at her, I turned on her bathroom shower, as I began to strip out of my clothing. Before I managed to get into the shower, a notification popped onto my phone. I went over to the counter; opening my phone, I saw it was Andre.
(Andre): You guys all right? Just wanted to check in with y'all to be sure.
(Laena): Yeah, we're fine, I'm with Hannah in her dorm rn.
(Laena): Um, by the way, thanks for having our backs earlier.
(Andre): Just protecting my little sister, no biggy.
(Andre): And don't have too much fun, you don't want to be late again for practice tomorrow.
(Laena): SHUT UP.
(Andre): Love ya <3.
Closing my phone, I entered the shower. As I ducked under the warm water, I closed my eyes and turned to face up toward the shower head. The warm water cascading down my toned body felt really nice. Enjoying Hannah's shower brought memories of what had happened last night in my own shower flooding back into my mind. I replayed all the hot details, causing my pussy to get wet. Unknowingly, I started to play with my shapely tits and one of my hands drifted towards my now-throbbing pussy. God, I was so horny and I wanted to cum. But I snapped out of it and stopped touching myself since Hannah and I were gonna get to do some intense fucking soon. I had best conserve my energy, something I had learned from running track. I quickly cleaned myself, exited the shower and grabbed a towel to dry myself off. Once dry, I wrapped my towel around my chest and made my way to Hannah's room.
The second I opened the door my eyes locked immediately on Hannah lying on her bed naked and playing with herself.
"You couldn't wait for me, Hannah?" I chuckled while scanning my lover's beautiful body.
"Sorry, babe, you were taking too long," Hannah responded in a breathy moaning voice.
Watching Hannah playing with herself naked made my pussy become drenched. Gazing at her as she moaned on the bed, I fell into a trance: only the feeling of my own juices trickling down my legs snapped me out of it. I ripped off my towel and jumped into bed with Hannah. We held each other closely, as we slipped our tongues past each other's lips. Wanting to make things hotter, I threw the blanket over us. We both giggled into each other's mouths as the blanket landed on us.
Our naked bodies pushed and ground against each other. As we lay under the blanket, our bodies began sweating and our breathing became labored. Wanting to experience more pleasure, we ground our wet throbbing pussies against each other's thighs. We moaned profusely as we traded fluids between our mouths. It quickly became quite steamy and humid under the blanket as we continued to have our fun.
"Let's finger each other, Hannah," I moaned, briefly pulling away from her mouth.
Without saying a word, our hands drifted down our sweaty bodies. Once our hands reached our drenched pussies, we wasted no time slipping our fingers into each other's folds. We squealed with pleasure as we simultaneously fingered each other. Things got so intense that we would forget to breathe and we would have to stop to catch our breath.
When we would pull away a long trail of saliva emerged from between our wet lips. "God, we're gonna die under here," I thought. But this was so fucking hot. Our fingers slipped effortlessly in and out of each other, sliding on the perfect lubricant produced by our soaked pussies. Sensing that we both wanted to cum, we bent our fingers up and searched for each other's g-spots. Hannah was very good with her fingers, so she found mine first, just before I found hers. We moaned loudly together as we attacked each other's love spots.
"Laena...... Laena, I'm gonna..." Hannah whimpered.
"Me too.... Fuuuck, cum with me, Hannah," I moaned, cutting her off with my tongue.
Our walls clenched tightly against our fingers as we climaxed together.
"FUCK!" we squealed simultaneously.
We withdrew our fingers from each other's wet holes and shook the blanket off of us. Wanting to taste Hannah, I brought my fingers up to my mouth and sucked on them.
"Mhhmm, you taste so good, Hannah," I said, pulling my fingers from my mouth.
In response, Hannah began to sexily suck and lick on her own fingers to taste me.
"Watching her do that to her fingers is fucking hot," I thought. We continued to lie on her bed panting as our sweat caused our skin to glisten in the light.
"Laena?" Hannah asked, moving onto her side and propping herself up on her elbow.
"Yeah, babe?" I answered, looking at her.
"I want you to sit on my face," she giggled.
My eyes shot open in excitement hearing those words.
"Getting frisky, are we," I said, giggling, starting to get up. Hell if I was gonna let this opportunity slide.
I stood up on the bed and positioned myself over Hannah's head, facing towards her legs. As I lowered myself down towards Hannah's face, I felt her hot breath sighing across my pussy: I quivered in pleasure. My juices started to drip down onto Hannah's face. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, catching my sweet nectar. I finally got onto my knees sitting just above her mouth. Anticipation ran through my veins as I prepared to close the short distance between us.
As soon as her warm mouth connected with my folds, I felt a sudden shock of pleasure. Hannah licked up and down my lips as she gripped my thighs. "Fuck, she is getting good at this," I thought. She used her tongue to play with my clit, which immediately turned me into a moaning mess.
"Jesus Christ, Hannah, right there..... Right there!" I squealed.
Then her tongue slithered into me, exploring my drenched crevice. I could feel her warm wet organ wiggle its way into my pussy. My body buckled: I had to slap my hands onto her thighs and hold on for dear life as she continued her onslaught on my pussy. Looking down, I saw that Hannah's pussy was also soaked. I drooled, watching her juices flow out of her and onto the bed sheets. God, I wanted to taste her so bad. I couldn't take it anymore, I lowered myself down to her pussy and began to lick up all of her love juice.
Hannah squealed with pleasure feeling my mouth connect with her folds. We were now ravaging each other in a full-on sixty-nine. In our ecstasy, the only thing we could focus on was pleasuring each other. Our breathing became more labored the harder we went at each other; feeling Hannah's breath on my pussy only made me hornier.
As things grew more intense, we rolled over on our sides. I squeezed Hannah's head between my thighs as the pleasure blossomed. I plunged my tongue deeper into Hannah, wanting to make her feel good just as much as I wanted to taste everything she had. In reaction to my efforts, her soft thighs also squeezed around my head. We moaned uncontrollably into each other's pussies. She tasted so good, I couldn't get enough of her. Hannah's tight walls wrapped perfectly around my tongue as I continued eating her out.
Feeling my own orgasm building, I used my legs to push Hannah's head deeper into my pussy. At the same time, Hannah's walls contracted even more tightly around my tongue as she approached her own climax. As our climaxes exploded simultaneously, I squealed into her as she did the same. We held each other tightly until our mind-shattering orgasms subsided. Withdrawing my tongue and lips from Hannah's pussy, I collapsed onto the bed. I panted heavily as I tried to recover from my extraordinary climax. Gathering my strength, I crawled back up to Hannah and lay down next to her.
"That was amazing," Hannah said, gasping for breath.
"I think I lost some brain cells because of that," I joked, trying to regain control of my breath as well.



Hannah laughed, as she scooted closer to me so we could cuddle, which I was more than happy to oblige. If she hadn't I would've scooted over myself.
"Hannah?" I asked, gazing into her pretty brown eyes.
"Yes, Laena?" she responded, meeting my gaze.
"I love you," I said softly.
"I love you too," she reciprocated smiling as we placed our foreheads against each other. Holding each other closely, we drifted sweetly into sleep....
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Hannah & Laena's Odyssey Ch. 2
It's been 3 years since Laena and I started dating. A lot has happened since that fateful night. We've graduated from college, got our dream jobs, and moved in together into a nice apartment in the city. Shortly after we officially started dating, I was terrified of what my family was gonna think of us. When the reckoning finally came when I would break the news to my parents, I was surprisingly caught off guard by their reaction. My parents seemed unfazed by the news of how their daughter is dating another woman.
They told me that they guessed Laena and I were already dating. I felt embarrassed and greatly relieved that they were okay with me dating Laena. My brothers, well they already loved her, so they were elated by the news that we were dating which meant that they could hang out with her more. Laena was pretty thrilled too that my parents are okay with her dating me.
-
I slowly woke up wishing that I could go back to sleep due to the beams of sunlight piercing through my eyelids. My head throbbed in pain as I began to sit up on the bed. My body felt all gross and sticky too. "God what happened?'' I thought to myself. Looking down over to my side, I saw Laena's nude body loosely covered by a blanket laying beside me. Her body looked so delicious in the morning light. "Oh that's what happened," I replied to myself, chuckling a bit. Sliding myself off our bed, I slipped on a white robe and made my way into the bathroom.
Once inside, I brushed my teeth while looking into the mirror. My dyed blond hair has dwindled away since my college days and my natural black hair returned to its former glory. I was a mess, my hair was riddled with bed head and my body reeked of sex. Walking over to the shower, I turned it on and finished brushing my teeth. Then, I gently took off my robe, placed it on a rack and hopped into the shower. Once out of the shower I started my daily routine. I got dressed into a black drawstring cargo trousers and a white long sleeve crop top that tastefully showed some cleavage. Once dressed, I went over to the kitchen and began to cook breakfast for myself. I made some scrambled eggs and bacon. As I was eating, Laena emerged from our bedroom. She was wearing a large t-shirt with nothing under it I'm pretty sure. Laena put her now grown out hair into a messy bun. "She looks so cute," I gushed to myself.
"Good morning sleepy," I greeted happily.
"Morning babe," Laena replied in a groggy voice, rubbing her eyes.
"That was fun last night," Laena said to me while making a cup of coffee.
"It sure was," I smiled at her, continuing to finish my breakfast.
We continued to converse with each other about our plans for today. Laena told me that she had work in about an hour, while I was planning to run some errands since I had the day off. Laena got a job as a physical therapist, while I became a graphic designer for a social media company. Thanks to our jobs, we were able to get this nice apartment in the city.
"I'm gonna head out now Laena, I'll see you later," I said, walking up to her, giving her a kiss on the cheek.
"Later babe," Laena replied, sipping her coffee.
I slipped on my white Reeboks and exited our apartment, closing the door behind me. As I made my way to the parking lot, the memories of last night flooded back into my mind causing me to blush. I vaguely remembered some bed talk we had about experimenting some more. It wasn't like our sex drives had died down or anything, it was just something we sometimes talked about. But I quickly pushed those thoughts aside as soon as I got to my white Honda Civic. I got into my car and drove to the mall to run my errands.
My niece's birthday was coming up, so I had to buy some gifts for her and I wanted to do a little shopping for myself too while I was at it. Finally making it to the mall, I made my way to the Disney store since she loved Disney princess stuff. I skimmed through the toy section. "What the hell does she even want?" I thought to myself, looking at the vast array of toys before me. "Screw it, she'll like at least one of these," I said to myself, grabbing some random toys off the rack. I checked out and went to grab some other things for my niece's birthday. Once finished, I finally was able to go shopping for myself. I just got a couple of cute rompers and a pair of sandals for myself. As I was getting ready to leave the mall I noticed some cool t-shirts at Spencer's. Out of curiosity, I wandered in and went to take a gander at their clothes. I continued to explore until I reached the back of the store. My eyes shot wide open seeing what was on the shelves back here.
A wide variety of various sex toys were presented before me. I always forgot that Spencer's sold these things in the back of the store. I continued to stare wide-eyed at the products on the shelves. Then, my thoughts about Laena and I's bed talk conversation returned to me. The word "experiment" echoed through my head as I continued to stare at the wall. We did try some things with sex toys before, but the kinds of toys we used were relegated to cute little vibrators. The word "experiment" continuously echoed through my head as my eyes drifted towards the dildos..... I snapped out of my daze hearing someone speak to me.
"Found anything to your liking?" A female employee asked.
"Oh I wa- I was just looking," I responded sheepishly, starting to walk away.
"Well let me know if you need anything," she said smiling, as I walked away from her.
God my face was burning up as I paced back towards the clothes section. I went back to inspecting the t-shirts that drew me into the store in the first place. My mind raced, thinking about the sex toys. I could start to feel my panties get moist thinking about which one we could use to have fun. But I had my mind stuck on this one particular toy, it was one of the dildos that sat on the shelf that caught my eye. I kept glancing at the staggering toy. My mind betrayed me, as it began to rationalize why I should purchase the sex toy. As I continued to wander through the story, I battled with myself, contemplating what I should do. "Ugh It's been awhile since I have had something deep inside me," I thought to myself.
Making up my mind, and paced back to the forbidden section of the store. Not wanting to linger here and draw attention to myself, I quickly grabbed the item that I have been eyeing my entire time here. It was a 7 inch pink dildo. I picked pink because I thought it was cute, but I was also attracted to its fine veiny details. I tried to conceal the item from other shoppers as I made my way to the cash register.
"Found everything you've been looking for?" the cashier smiled knowingly, it was the same employee that tried to help me earlier.
"Um.... yea I did," I replied shyly avoiding eye contact, placing my item onto the counter.
The cashier just happily scanned my item and placed it into a black bag. I paid for the sex toy and as she was handing me my receipt she whispered, "Enjoy, that one is my favorite too".
My face got deep red after hearing that and I grabbed the black bag and left the store in a hurry. Although the black bag concealed the item that was inside, it was common knowledge of what kind of items are associated with these types of bags. I grew anxious that people were going to notice the bag that I was holding and rushed my way out of the mall and into the parking lot. Once at my car, I quickly unlocked it and swiftly threw my shopping bags into the passenger seat, before getting in the car myself. Closing my door, I let out a huge sigh of relief. "Thank god that's over," I thought to myself, covering my blushing face with my hands. I was both terrified and excited to show Laena what I'd got us. It was so naughty! Regaining my composure, I started my car and drove back home.
Once back, I parked my car in the parking lot just outside. As I got my bags from the passenger seat and was about to exit my car, I received a text from Laena saying that she would be home in about 5 minutes. My stomach fluttered as I was excited to show Laena my surprise. Finally, getting out of the car I made my way to our apartment. As I was heading up to my floor in the elevator, I smirked to myself and chuckled reminiscing about the events that occurred earlier. It was like I got away with a crime, the thrill made my body tingle. The elevator doors opened and I exited with my shopping bags at hand. Walking down the hallway, I hummed to myself still still feeling the adrenaline rush of my recent endeavors. Just past the final corner was my apartment. Once I pass that, I'm home free. As I turned the corner, I hit something solid causing me and all my stuff to fall over.
"Oh jesus, are you okay?!" The voice asked in concern.
I opened my eyes and looked up at the figure, it was Lewis, our new neighbor.
He recently moved in a few months ago. He had brown eyes and short cut black hair that faded on the sides. Lewis is taller than both Laena and I, standing at 6 foot 1. Also he was pretty fit and had some nicely tanned skin. Laena and I had both agreed that he was quite handsome. We would occasionally interact with each other, but that was mostly relegated to short little greetings as we walked past each other in our apartment complex. Through his short tenure here, Laena and I learned that he liked to keep to himself but wasn't shy when interacting with people.
"Yea, I'm okay," I groaned.
"Sorry, I didn't see you coming around the corner," he said, taking off his airpods, reaching his hand out to help me up.
"No it's okay, accidents happen," I replied, grabbing his hand as he helped me get onto my feet. Then I realized that all my things that I bought were dispersed all over the floor.
"Oh, let me help you with that," he insisted, seeing all my stuff on the floor.
As we picked up all my scattered items, I remembered about the item that I bought. I quickly felt the black bag to see if it was in there, it was empty. That meant that it was somewhere on the floor where Lewis could see. "Shit," I said to myself in a panic. My eyes hastley scanned the ground for the lewd item. Finally spotting the box it was in, I swiftly reached out to grab it before Lewis could see it, but it was too late. By the time I reached it, he had already picked it up. Before he could say anything, I quickly grabbed it out of his hand and shoved it back into the black bag.
"You didn't see anything!" I cried out, feeling my face getting hot out of pure embarrassment.
"Saw what?" He replied.
"That thi- oh," I stopped, finally understanding what he was doing.
"Don't worry Hannah, your secret is safe with me," he winked, picking up the last of my things off the ground.
For some reason I felt fully relieved hearing that from him. Then, Laena turned the corner and witnessed the remnants of the mess on the floor.
"What happened?!" Laena asked, sounding concerned.
"Oh I just bumped into Lewis and had a bit of an accident," I reassured.
"Hey Laena," Lewis jumped in, beginning to stand up.
"Oh, hi Lewis, thanks for helping Hannah, she can be clumsy sometimes," Laena joked. I rolled my eyes and picked up my bags from the floor.
"Where are you heading?" Laena asked.
"Oh I'm just about to head out for my evening run, nothing much," he replied.
"Oh, Well, don't let us hold you up," Laena said smiling.
We said our farewells before heading our separate ways. Ever since we had that encounter back in college with Zach, Laena has been very weary of the guys we associate ourselves with. But I could tell that Laena had more trust in Lewis. When we entered our apartment, I placed my shopping bags on the nearby counter and when Laena wasn't looking I rushed into our bedroom and hid the mysterious black bag in our closet. Thinking about using it made me bite my lip and squeeze my thighs together.
Shortly after, Laena and I had dinner and we ventured into our bedroom.
Closing the door behind us, we both understood what we wanted to do. We began to strip out of our clothing, throwing them onto the ground. Once naked I hopped onto the bed and sitting up against the bed frame, I looked at Laena as she undid her ponytail, letting her elegant brown shoulder length hair down. Although I liked Laena's hair short, she look so pretty with her hair grown out.
"Watcha lookin at, sugar?" Laena said to me seductively.
"You," I replied blushing, snapping out of my gaze.
Laena slowly climbed onto our bed and crawled her way up to me. She sat on my lap holding my face with her hands, while I grabbed onto her ass, and gave me a deep kiss. As we kissed I could feel her juices flow from her slit and trickle down onto crotch. Our slow kissing progressively got more intense and Laena started to grind her wet pussy onto me. As she rolled her hips back and forth, she left a wet trail across my crotch causing me to get wet too. Our tongues danced as we moaned into each other's sloppy mouths. We pulled away to gaze deeply into each other's lustful eyes.
"I wanna try something," Laena whispered, biting my ear.
"Mmmhh okay," I replied moaning.
Laena scooted off my lap and laid onto her side, propping herself up on her elbow and spread her legs open to me. My pupils dilated seeing the goddess before me.
"Slide yourself between my legs Hannah," Laena said desperately.
Obeying her, I scooted myself forward, sliding in between Laena's long sexy legs. We were now placed in between each other's legs. As I continued to slide further between her legs, I began to feel the heat of her wet pussy onto mine. My mind was racing with anticipation as our wet slits made their final approach. Then, our throbbing pussies finally connected. We both squealed in pleasure as our slick wet lips pushed and grinded against each other. I stuck my tongue out and moaned uncontrollably feeling this intense pleasure between my legs. Looking over to my side, I saw our two sexy bodies engaging such lewd acts on the reflection of our closet mirror. Laena started to roll her hips, causing a burst of pleasure for the both of us. Taking in what she did, I copied her actions. As a result, we were struck by an intense wave of mind shattering pleasure. Our heads kicked back, facing up towards the ceiling with our tongues sticking out of our mouths, gasping and moaning simultaneously. I rolled my eyes back in complete ecstasy. I never wanted this to end. I started to feel my orgasm building as our drenched pussies grinded against each other, making a wet sloshing sound.
"I thi- I think I'm gonna cum Laena," I moaned. "This... this is fucking awesome."
"Mmhhhh me too....... Gra- grab my hand," she replied in a breathy voice, reaching out to me.
Seeing this I grabbed a hold of her hand, and pulled me closer, causing our slits to push harder against each other. Laena locked her legs around my waist, and I did the same around hers, pressing each other into one another firmly. Grinding harder and pressing with ferocity. This continued until we finally climaxed together. Our toes clenched and we screamed in immense pleasure, experiencing our explosive orgasms. We collapsed onto our backs and laid there entangled, erratically panting as we recovered from our mind shattering orgasms. As I laid there, I glanced at our closet and contemplated whether to reveal my surprise to Laena. I really wanted to show her what I have bought, but looking over to her I could tell she was exhausted from work and our intense session. So I decided to spare her for tonight. Mustering what little strength we had, we separated ourselves from each other and crawled up into our bed, before crashing out in each other's arms......
-
I slipped on the new sandals that matched well with my short black romper I bought earlier from the mall as I was getting ready to head out to the grocery store. It's been a few days and I still haven't revealed the lewd toy to Laena. I was nervous about introducing it to her since I wasn't sure what she would think. "Was the one I bought too big?" I asked myself. Looking back, it was a jump from the small vibrators that we played with. Plus, it's been awhile especially for Laena since she has had anything that deep into her, since she hasn't been with a guy since way back in highschool. I pushed my inner thoughts to the side as I exited our apartment. Laena had left for work earlier so I was heading out alone. As I made my way towards the elevator I noticed Lewis was already there waiting for an elevator. I felt my ears get a hot out of embarrassment remembering what happened the day before, but recalling Lewis's promise to keep my secret relieved my anxiety and I began to make my approach towards him. As I walked to him, he didn't notice me approaching him since he was wearing his airpods.
"Hi Lewis," I cheerfully greeted.
"Oh, hey Hannah," he replied, looking over to me, giving me a side hug.
I always appreciated the way he acted around me. He was always polite, helpful, and his most redeemable trait was that he wasn't always trying to get into my pants, which brought great relief to Laena. That's probably why she liked him. Then elevator doors opened and we entered together.
"What floor?" Lewis asked, hovering his finger over the floor buttons.
"1st, thank you," I replied.
As the elevator headed down, we stood beside each other in silence. Lewis continued to listen to his music in silence. Silence was quite foreign to me since every time I was alone with a guy they would usually try to talk or flirt with me. The silence was deafening to me, but Lewis seemed very unfazed.
"Where ya heading?" I asked, wanting to break the silence.
"I'm just going to the grocery store to grab some things, how about you?" Lewis replied, looking down at me.
"I was just heading there too, what a coincidence," I answered, giggling.
Every time I saw Lewis go out and do something he usually was alone and I barely saw anyone but himself enter in and out of his apartment aside from the occasional friend every now and then. So I thought it would be nice if I invited him to come with me.
"Since we're heading to the same place, we should just go together," I invited, smiling up at him.
"Uhh, yea sure that would be nice," I answered back, slightly hesitating.
The elevator doors finally opened, and we walked out together. As we approached the apartment complex doors, he kindly opened the door for me, before exiting himself and we headed to the parking lot.
"Which car should we use?" Lewis asked.
"Let's use yours," I replied.
Reaching his black custom Lexus IS 350, he unlocked it and we got it.
"Nice car Lewis," I complimented, as I was putting on my seat belt.
"Thanks, glad you like it," he replied smiling, as he put on some Ray Ban sunglasses.
"I like the white one," I said awkwardly. Lewis just nodded. "Why did I say that?"
He started the car and we headed off to the grocery store. Once there, he parked the car and we headed off inside the store. We spent most of our time there getting most of my things, since Lewis had already gotten everything he needed on his short list. I didn't realize how long my list was, I felt ashamed of myself since it felt like I was just dragging Lewis along to help me with my errands. But he kept a good attitude about it, which brought me some form of semblance. He even offered to push my shopping cart. At first I kindly refused, but as the cart got heavier with groceries, I caved and reluctantly accepted his offer. Usually Laena would be doing the pushing, while I led her around the store.
"Shit," Lewis suddenly said.
"What is it?" I asked.
"I forgot to get something on my list, I'll be right back," Lewis said and turned.



I nodded to him and he walked away and stood there in the middle of the aisle waiting for his return. Then, I began to notice someone eyeing me from down the aisle. He was a short fat balding guy. I pretended to look at the items on the shelves next to me to avoid eye contact with him. In the corner of my eye I could see that he was undressing me with his eyes while licking his lips. "God where the hell is Lewis?" I thought to myself, starting to become anxious. After a few more minutes of standing there, I turned my head slightly to the side to see if he was still down the aisle, and what I saw made my heart drop. The perv started to approach me. My mind raced as I tried to come up with a plan to avoid confrontation with this guy. "Shit what do I do?!" I screamed to myself. Then Lewis turned the corner, returning to me.
"I'm ba-", he said before I interrupted him.
"I need you to pretend to be my boyfriend," I hastily said, pulling him down while talking into his ear. It was the only thing I could come up with on the spot.
"What? What about Laena?!" he replied back confused, before noticing the balding man approaching us then looking back down at me, noticing me panicking.
Without a word Lewis leaned down and gave me an intimate kiss on the cheek, hoping the act would discourage the encroaching creep and without pushing any boundaries. As he pulled away I glanced over and felt great relief seeing that this ploy worked. The fat balding perv looked visibly discouraged and intimated by Lewis's actions, causing him to pitifully retreat in the other direction.
"Just hold onto my arm until we get back to the car just to be safe," he suggested, beginning to push the shopping cart.
I nodded to him and began to hold on to his arm as we made our way to the cash register. As the adrenaline in my veins started to subside, I began to reel in what was going on becoming flustered. I was holding someone intimately that was not my significant other and just before that Lewis gave me a kiss on the cheek. "What have I done?!" I panicked to myself. Looking up at Lewis, he was somewhat unfazed by what just happened. My face became beat red as we walked together in awkward silence, for me at least. It's been a while since I've done anything like this with a guy, not since my ex. Feeling myself around his firm arm was oddly comforting to me. My anxiety returned as my mind drifted back to Laena, I went over the events in my head, trying to figure out what to do. "Telling Laena the truth is the best option," making up my mind. I was sure that Laena would understand, considering the situation. And it wasn't like Lewis gave me a kiss on the lips. I snapped out of my deep thinking when we arrived at the register. We paid for our things and returned to the car with a great deal of bags. Once we got everything into the trunk we headed back to our apartment complex.
"Uhh, thanks for doing that whole thing for me earlier," I said nervously, looking down at my hands.
"Ye- yea no problem, are you going to tell Laena about what happened?" He replied, trying not to sound nervous.
Although Lewis and Laena got along well, I was scared about what Laena would do since she can be very assertive and confrontational, especially when it's something that has to do with me.
"You don't have to worry about anything, I'm sure she'll understand and if she gets mad, just lock yourself in your apartment for a few days," I said, giggling.
"Thanks, I feel so much better now," he chuckled sarcastically, as he continued to drive.
-
I opened the door to our apartment after a long day at work. My eyes lit up to see Hannah sitting on the couch. As I walked in I was quickly greeted by Hannah with a kiss.
"Let's talk about your day," Hannah said, grabbing my hand and pulling me down to the couch.
As we sat on the couch we conversed about each other's day. Then Hannah started to talk about her trip to the grocery with Lewis. I trusted him around Hannah, I could sense he understood our boundaries and respected them well. As Hannah continued her story, she started to get nervous. I could tell because she usually avoids eye contact when talking to me. She was hesitating to tell me something, but I reassured her that it would be okay, then she revealed what she was trying to say.
"Lewis kissed me,"
"HE WHAT?!" I blurted, my eyes beginning to open wide with rage.
"You got to be fucking kidding me, I trusted him, it was too good to be true!" I blazed, started to get up from the couch to go to Lewis's apartment to confront him.
"Wait, Laena, wait, let me explain!" Hannah pleaded, grabbing my arm and pulling me back down to the couch.
My burning rage started to recede as Hannah explained the situation to me. Hearing that Lewis only just gave Hannah a kiss on the cheek, and why he did it, gave me a little more relief. Although my body irked a bit knowing that someone else pretended to date and kiss my lover. But finally, my anger subsided and I started to come to an understanding of the situation. After all, thinking about how Hannah must've felt, I knew how she got nervous around leering perverts. Lewis was just being a helping hand. Even if I didn't have to outright like it, I certainly could understand it.
"Are you still mad?" Hannah asked sheepishly.
"N- no, it's okay, but did you have to pretend to be dating?" I replied, holding her hand, locking her eyes with mine
"Sorry, I panicked, everything happened so quickly,"
I started to regret my rage towards Lewis, he's always acted right around us. And especially for what he did for Hannah to save her from the fat pervert she told me about.
"I probably should have opened with that he...he," Hannah said, uneasily laughing, rubbing the back of her head.
Looking over at her, I rolled my eyes then quickly pinned her down onto the couch, wanting to change the mood. Her eyes shot open in excitement as I loomed over her.
"Oh, you gonna punish me for being naughty?" she smiled deviously, biting her lip.
"Yea? Have you been a naughty girl behind my back?" I replied.
"Mhm, I've been a bad girl," Hannah moaned.
I leaned down to her and gave her a deep kiss and began to move my hand towards her crotch. I started to rub the fabric just above her pussy. The fabric started to become moist as I rubbed her more aggressively.
"You know how I treat bad girls, right, Hannah?" I teased her, adding, "They get punished!"
"Mhmmm more.... More Laena," her moans were like music to my ears.
Hannah's moan became progressively erratic and I continued to rub her. I knew she was going to cum, ever since we've started dating I learned a lot about her body. But as she was about to reach her climax, I stopped and pulled my hand away from her soaking pussy.
"Ugh... why did you stop?" She whined.
"You've been a naughty girl, that's why. You're getting punished. Now, let's go to the room,"
Hannah was the first to get off of the couch, and I followed her shortly after. As we walked to our room, I glanced down at her soft shapely ass and gave it a spank causing her to yelp. Once in the bedroom, we began to undress. As she got fully naked, I ordered her to lie on the bed. She obediently followed my orders. I finished undressing myself but I left my black panties on. Before I could climb on the bed with Hannah, she interrupted me.
"Wait Laena,"
"What is it?" I asked.
"I uhh bought a surprise for us, it- it's in the closet go get it,"
I looked over to our closet and began making my way towards it. "What did she get us?" I thought to myself, getting excited. Once there, I opened the closet and began looking for Hannah's surprise.
"It's in a black bag," Hannah informed me.
It took me a few moments, but I finally found the black bag carefully hidden behind some shoe boxes. I grabbed the bag and looked into it. Inside was a mysterious black box, I pulled out the box to find out what it was. My eyes widened discovering what it was. It was a dildo.
"You like it?" Hannah giggled.
At first it was kind of intimidating to look at. "This is kinda scary," I thought to myself. But as I looked down at how horny my lover was, I pushed my fear aside and got in the mood.
"Mhmm how fun, thanks Hannah, this is going to be good," I smiled.
I began to open the box and remove the toy appendage out of it. The dildo that Hannah bought was pretty detailed, it was nicely sized and artificial veins wrapped all around it. Then I looked over at Hannah, smiling evilly. I took the toy and joined her on the bed.
"You want me to fuck you with this?" I asked, now positioning myself between her legs. Hannah got a look of both fear and lust, eyeing the tool I wielded in my hand.
"Mhh yes, Laena... fuck me with it... fuck me..." Hannah moaned.
It's been a while since I have handled an object like this. The last experience I could recall was my ex-boyfriend all the way back in highschool. I wrapped my hand around the rubber phallus and began to slowly stroke it above her. It was a bit too dry for me to insert it into Hannah, and we didn't have any lube on us. Looking down at Hannah's pussy, an alternative came into mind.
"Before we start I'm gonna need to get this thing nice and wet," I said seductively to Hannah. She giggled in response.
Releasing my grasp from the pink dildo, I moved my hand down to Hannah's moist crevice. I slipped my fingers into her and began to move my fingers in and out. Hannah continued to moan as my finger worked hard inside of her to extract her sweet juices. I lathered my hand with her juices, then proceeded to lubricate the lewd toy with her sweet nectar. I stroked my now wet hand slowly up and down the dildo while looking down at Hannah seductively. Once the pink cock was coated enough with Hannah's juices, I grabbed it by its base and slowly approached her drenched pussy with it. I placed the head of the dildo just outside of her pussy lips and began to rub it up and down her folds, teasing her. Lowering the underside of the rubber cock, I began to slide the bottom of its head towards the base of it on her pussy lips. After a couple minutes of doing this, Hannah began to whine.
"Laena put it in, put it in pleaasee,"
Ignoring her, I continued to rub the cock harder and faster. Then, I stopped and placed the head of the toy on top of her electrified clitoris.
"Do you want me to put this nice hard cock in your pussy Hannah?"
"Ye- yes ple- please," she mewled.
Then I began to slowly insert the head of the cock into her wet slit. I would move a few centimeters then stop and continue the cycle until the head was just enveloped by her lips. As I was about to make the final push, Hannah and I locked eyes. We stared deeply into each other's eyes in anticipation for what was to come. Sensing we were both ready, I made the final push, sliding the cock deep inside her wet pussy.
"OH MY GOD!" Hannah squealed with pleasure.
"You like that cock sliding in you?" I asked in a seductive voice.
"Ye- yes, but please go a bit slower, it's been a bit," she pleaded.
Not wanting to hurt my lover, I slowly eased the dildo into her, but continued my efforts. As I pushed the dildo inside of her, I started to get wet thinking what it would feel like. "It's been so long since I have had anything that deep," I moaned to myself, biting my lip. Seeing how detailed each vein was on the cock caused me to drool a bit thinking how it would feel against my pussy walls. I snapped back into focus feeling that I couldn't push any deeper into Hannah, noticing that the base of the dildo was at her pussy lips.
"You ready Hannah, you ready to get punished for being a naughty girl?"
"I'm ready, punish me and fuck my pussy!" Hannah pleaded.
I began to slide the sizable rubber cock in and out of her soaking pussy. As the toy moved in and out, I gazed at how her pussy wrapped perfectly around the cock, coating it with her sweet juices. My pupils dilated watching the scene before me, and I started to feel an itch deep inside my pussy. This itch would continue to grow as I watched the head of the cock exit, then dive deep back into my lover's wet slit. But I snapped out of my gaze and focused on pleasuring Hannah. Gripping the base tighter, I began to increase the pace of my thrusts. This caused Hannah to moan erratically.
"Fuuck, uh uh uh, keeping fucking me,"
"You like that Hannah? You like getting fucked?" I asked, biting my lip.
As the dildo moved in and out of her, it made wet sloshing noises. The bed sheets beneath her began to get soaked from her dripping pussy. Wanting more leverage, I used one of my hands to grab onto her hip and began driving the pink cock deeper into her. Hannah's moans sounded different. Usually during our sessions her moans were softer and more passionate, but this was different. It sounded primal. Hannah's walls started to tightly contract around the toy, making it harder for me to thrust it into her. Looking at Hannah's pretty face, her eyes began to roll back while sticking her hot wet tongue sexily out of her mouth as she breathed heavily.
"You've been such a bad girl Hannah,"
"Yes, I've been so bad," she moaned in ecstasy.
My mind went back to thinking about her primal moans. I can admit that having something this big and deep inside feels very different from fingers and tongues. "Is this what Hannah is like when she's fucking a guy?" I asked myself. Which led me to my next thought. "Was she thinking of a guy right now?". Although Hannah and I were dating, she has openly admitted to still being attracted to the opposite sex, I did too, but not as much as Hannah did. But I didn't really mind this since I trusted her, but considering how much attention she gets, I always wondered if she liked the attention. I continued to think about the taboo thought as I fucked her with the dildo. It made my stomach flutter. My mind became curious to what Hannah was thinking as she trembled and moaned under me. Then my curiosity got the best of me.
"You thinking about a guy fucking you, Hannah?" I asked.
"Wh- what?" Hannah replied, getting caught off guard, looking up at me.
Seeing her reaction goaded me to increase the thrusting. Her moans in return became more visceral. It was obvious I had caught her in something, and I would be damned if I didn't explore what that was... and how I could tease Hannah with it. I began to fuck her harder with the cock trying to get an answer from her. Causing her head to kick back onto the bed.
"Don't lie to me Hannah, you know what happens to bad girls who lie,"
"I- I don't know wh- what you mean," she moaned, trying to hold back. But I knew.
I pushed it deeper and harder, I'm pretty sure it was hitting her cervix right now.
"Come on Hannah, I know you're thinking about it, don't lie to me,"
She continued to say nothing and kept moaning. Then I withdrew the entire rubber appendage out from her dripping wet pussy, to punish her for not answering me.
"Wh- why did you take it out?" Hannah whined.
"You didn't answer my question," I replied, placing the head of the cock on her on top of her wet slit, teasing her.
I began to slowly tease her by rubbing just enough for her to want more. I knew she would break soon. As I continued to tease her, Hannah looked visibly distressed.
"Laena, please just put it back in, pleasee," Hannah complained.
"I'll put it back if you tell me," I demanded. Watching her beg for me to fuck her silly started to make me really aroused.
"Please! Just fuck me!"
"Ah, ah, ah. You have to tell me!"
Hannah saw that I was not letting her have it. Almost like she was pouting, she finally broke.
"Yes, yes. I was thinking of getting fucked by a guy. Please can you now please put it back in!" Hearing those words made my heart beat faster. It was so taboo, I didn't know what to think. I slid the dildo back into her wet slit. This caused Hannah to moan in relief, now that she was filled once again.
"You dirty girl, thinking about someone else while I'm fucking you with this," I began to thrust harder into her. The thought of someone else fucking my lover made my body tingle in confusion and arousal.
"Who are you thinking about Hannah? It better not be one of those douchebag fuck boys that's always trying to get inside your pants,"
"Ugh, never," she replied, moaning.
I began to imagine who she fantasized about. "Why was I thinking about who Hannah imagened fucking?" I thought to myself. I was so aroused that I couldn't even think straight. Then my mind locked onto one person, It had to be him.
"You're imagening that Lewis is fucking you huh," I said with conviction. Hannah's eyes widened hearing that name. Which indicated that she was thinking about him.
"You thinking about how hard your temporary boyfriend is fucking you Hannah? Is that it?"
Her loud moans was the only answer I needed. I can't believe that she was thinking about him. Well I kinda did since he was very handsome and polite. I started to sense that Hannah was about to reach her orgasm due to getting teased. I could tell because of her breathing becoming erratic and her body trembling from the pleasure she was receiving. It was really getting to her being teased about her "boyfriend".
"I can't believe you want our neighbor to fuck you and make you cum for him, you naughty slut," I said in a salacious tone.
Hannah squealed in pleasure, climaxing hearing those words come from my mouth. Her body quivered and her back arched up, as her eyes rolled all the behind her eyelids. Hannah's juices flowed onto the toy cock then onto my hand. The scene before me almost made my nose bleed.
"FUUUUCK," Hannah moaned, then collapsed back onto the bed.
As I slowly withdrew the dildo from her soaking wet crevice her body would twitch. She was a mess, her juices were everywhere, her silky black hair was a mess, and her face was drunk with lust. Once the dildo was finally out of her, I raised it up to my face and began to stare at it. It was covered in Hannah's sweet nectar, and it slowly began to drip onto my hand. I started to drool looking at the juice covered cock. Before I knew it, I unknowingly started to move my mouth towards it. "I have to taste it, no I need to," I thought to myself.
My tongue touched the shaft of the dildo. The first thing that I could think of was Hannah's taste. I was addicted to it and I needed more. Wanting to lap up more of Hannah's juices I began to lick up and down the shaft. I felt the finely detailed veins rub against my tongue as I moved from the base of the cock up to its head. Then Hannah got up from the bed and sat on her knees in front of me.
"You seem really into licking that cock," Hannah giggled.
"I just can't get enough of your sweetness," I responded, still licking the shaft of the dildo. God it's been a while since I have had anything like this on my tongue.
Then, Hannah moved closer to my face. The pink veiny cock was stood between Hannah and I.
"Can I have a taste too?" She asked, but before I could respond, she already moved in and placed her wet tongue onto the shaft. Seeing her eagerly tasting herself made my body burn with arousal.
We began to lick the cock together. Our wet tongues glided up and down the veiny shaft, lathering with our saliva.
"I do taste good, Laena," she giggled, continuing to lap up her own juices.
I could feel Hannah's warm tongue as we glided past each other on the lewd toy. Everytime our tongues would make contact, we would stay a bit longer, wanting to feel each other on the shaft. We would finally pull each other in for a kiss while the cock was between our mouths. Our lips and tongues would dance around the veiny shaft between us. "God this is so hot," I thought to myself, starting to feel my panties get drenched in my own juices. The itch that I was feeling from earlier returned as we sloppily made out on the rubber cock.



Having had enough I pulled away and started to take off my now soaking panties. "I need to have this inside me," I thought to myself.
"My turn now Hannah," I playfully giggled, placing my face down onto the bed and my ass up into the air, shaking my hips seductively. God I was so horny.
"Oh so you want your turn to get fucked now?" Hannah teased.
Hannah smiled deviously and positioned herself behind me. My heart was beating so fast that I felt like I was gonna pass out. The anticipation was killing me. Then I started to feel the head being placed on top of my wet slit. Hannah began to slowly rub the head of the cock up and down my lips, teasing me. She was getting revenge on me for what I did to her earlier.
I wanted it inside me now, but I didn't want to beg. I bit my lip and endured her teasing. My breathing started to get heavier as she playful teased my throbbing pussy. I was so wet that I started to feel my juices trickle down my legs. Then I finally relented.
"Hannah put that thing in me now!" I pleaded.
"Hmmm, I don't knowww," she replied, giggling deviously.
"Han- Hannah please," I stuttered, desperately trying to get her to end my suffering.
Hearing me beg was more than enough for Hannah. She finally slipped the head of the cock into my slit. I placed my face into the bed and muffled my squeals of pleasure. Hannah eased the veiny cock into my throbbing pussy knowing that I haven't had something that big enter deep in my pussy for a long while.
As the rubber cock slid into me, I could feel my pussy stretch and wrap around it. I could feel every detail of the toy inside of me, each time I felt its thick veins shockwaves of pleasure would hit my body causing me to quiver and shake. I forgot how good this felt. Then I felt the head of the cock hit the back of my pussy. It had reached where my itch was, and I wanted it to keep hitting that spot.
"I'm ready Hannah, i'm ready, please fuck me," I pleaded, preparing myself for what was about to happen.
Hannah just giggled with pleasure as she began to fuck me with the rubber cock. The movements of it going in and out of me caused me to shove my face back down into the bed. The sounds of my screams of pleasure were muffled. My legs began to tremble as I was hit by shockwave after shockwave of intense pleasure. Hannah upped the ante and began to push the dildo deeper and harder into me.
"FUUUCK HARDER!" I screamed into the bed, gripping the bed sheets.
Hannah continued her assault on my pussy. The head of the cock was now hitting my cervix. Everytime it would hit it, my throbbing pussy would squeeze and contract around the veiny phallus. My juices flowed down my legs as I was being fucked by this dildo. Then I began to hear Hannah say something.
"Do you want Lewis to fuck you too?"
Hearing those words made my heart race. I've never really thought of Lewis that way, but my mind was so hazy with lust I couldn't think straight. "He's our friend, our neighbor!" I thought to myself. But I also admitted that he was quite handsome as well with Hannah. Was I attracted to him too? My mind was a mess. Then without thinking I blurted it out.
"Yessss, I want him to fuck me too," I couldn't believe what I said, but I was lost in the moment and I didn't care.
Hearing this, Hannah pushed deeper into my pussy, wanting to punish my debauchery. And I was more than happy to be punished. I began to feel my orgasm building every time the head of the cock hit my cervix, feeling every detail of the dildo as my warm walls stretched and wrapped perfectly around it. My horny brain started to imagine taboo thoughts once again. As I closed my eyes, I started to imagine Lewis fucking me. My dirty mind fabricated a scene where I had my ass up for him, as he grabbed on to my hips and fucked me senselessly.
The image caused me to moan just like Hannah was when I was fucking her with the rubber cock. I finally understood what Hannah was feeling, it felt so fucking good. My breathing got heavier as my orgasm began to reach its peak. The pleasure that I was feeling was mind breaking.
"Han- Hannah, I'm gonna fucking cum!" I squealed.
"Yea? You wanna cum for Lewis, Laena?" Hannah replied giggling deviously. Those words felt so wrong, but it made my heart race and caused me to cum even faster.
"Come on Laena, I know you want to cum for him, just say it. You can be a naughty slut like me," she continued. I resisted to admit it, but my dignity eroded away every time the cock entered in and out of my dripping pussy. I held on for as long as I could, but the pleasure became too much for me to handle. Then I finally broke.
"YES HANNAH, I want to cum for him, I want to fucking cum for him!" I confessed, screaming into the bed.
"Then cum for him, then, you dirty skank," Hannah said wickedly, slamming the dildo inside of me for emphasis.
My body contracted and my toes clenched as I reached my mind shattering orgasm. My warm walls gripped tightly around the shaft and my juices gushed down my legs. I collapsed into the bed and my body quivered as my climax began to fade away.
Hannah withdrew the drenched toy from me as I laid there a mess before her. She gave a few quick licks, then began sucking on it. She closed her eyes and began to move it in and out of her mouth. The head of the cock disappeared and reappeared from her lips as she sensually bobbed her head like she was accustomed to it.
"You seem to know what you're doing, dirty slut,"
"Mmmhhmm," she moaned, still eagerly sucking on the dildo. I could only imagine how she learned how to do that.
I continued to lay there watching Hannah go at it on that rubber cock. Once she had her fill she placed the used dildo down on the bedside table and scooted her nude body next to mine. We cuddled together and just laid there processing what happened.
"I can't believe we were fantasizing about our neighbor," I said, breaking our silence.
"Ye- yea," Hannah replied softly.
"Well it's a good thing that this is only a fantasy, right Hannah?" I sighed looking over at her. As we made eye contact, she just stared at me without saying a word.
"Right Hannah?" I repeated.
"Uh, ye- yes of course," she spouted, not sounding very convincing.
My eyes leered at her, sensing her dishonesty. As I kept leering at her, Hannah's eyes quickly broke contact with mine, and continued to awkwardly avoid looking at my emerald eyes.
"Hannah," I exclaimed. It was like I was calling out to a child who had done something bad. She still didn't respond.
"HANNAH!" I repeated.
"Ye- yes babe?" she sheepishly responded.
"Don't tell me you actually wanna fuck him,"
"Wha- what, of course not," she replied, not sounding convincing once again.
Growing frustrated for not getting the proper answer I wanted, I grabbed on to her nipple and pinched it.
"Hey what are yo-, oowww oowwww," she squealed.
"Tell me the truth," she still refused, so I pinched harder.
"OKAY, OKAY, I KINDA WANNA FUCK HIM," she revealed.
I released my grasp of her nipple, which caused her to sigh in relief. My mind raced hearing her say such taboo things, but deep down I knew I liked it.
"What the hell Hannah!" I shouted.
"What! You wanted to fuck him too, you even said it yourself," she snapped back.
Although she was right, it was more of a heat in the moment thing. Or was it?
"I saw how you reacted when I mentioned his name, you wanted it so badly," Hannah continued. What she said left me dumb struck, and I remained speechless.
"And look, all I had to do was mention him and your pussy is all wet again," she pointed out, reaching down, feeling my wet slit. My mouth was left agape and my face got deep red, not realizing how my body betrayed me. Hannah started to play with my wet lips as she continued to talk to me.
"Why wouldn't we wanna fuck him, he's tall, handsome, and he's so polite to us, shouldn't we reward him?" She whispered salaciously into my ear.
My pussy got even more wet hearing her say that. "God what is this dirty slut doing to me?" I thought to myself.
I remained speechless gazing into her deep brown eyes as she continued to play with my pussy. I had an internal battle with myself, one side said that this was wrong, while the other said that this was so hot and I should accept it. The latter was winning since Hannah was playing with my now throbbing pussy, causing my senses to be overridden with lust.
"Ugh, I hate you," I groaned, finally relenting.
Grabbing Hannah's head, I pulled her down and slipped my tongue into her mouth. Our tongues danced as we traded fluids with each other. Without pulling away, I reached my arm out to grab the dildo from the bedside table. We giggled into each other's mouths as I brought the dildo over to us, before turning off the lamp. Our moans echoed through our apartment as we played with each other once again......
-
I sipped my coffee as memories from last night flooded back into my mind. After I turned our lamp off, we fucked each other with the dildo fantasizing about Lewis a few more times before we passed out from pure blissful exhaustion. Sitting there in a daze, I kept trying to convince myself that what we did was just bed talk, but the rush of something so taboo had me hooked. I squeezed my thighs together feeling that I was getting horny again.
"Morning Laena," Hannah said in a groggy voice, walking out of our room. She was a mess, her silky black hair was everywhere, her eyes sagged, and she just reeked of sex.
"Morning babe," I replied.
"That was fun last night," she said giggling.
"Ye- yea, it was," I replied softly, looking down at my coffee mug.
"Hey, you wanna go on a date?" Hannah asked.
"Don't you have work?" I questioned.
"I called off today, after last night I just wanna spend some more time with you," she winked.
"Oh, okay that would be nice, let's go on a date then," I said, giving her a warm smile.
After finishing my coffee, we took a shower together to clean off the smell of sex off our bodies. Once we were done, we prepared for our day together. We both applied light makeup and applied some nice perfume before getting dressed. Hannah wore a short white sundress with red flowers on them and some cute sandals that matched well with her dress. While I wore some blue ripped skinny jeans and white tank top that tastefully showed some cleavage
"You look hot Laena," Hannah giggled to me as I was tying my hair in a messy ponytail.
"I can say the same for you. Let's go," I winked, giving her a kiss on the cheek, before walking to our apartment door. Although we dressed nice for our date, it was almost like we dressed like this to get a certain someone's attention.
I slipped on my white Nike Air Maxes and opened the door. We both walked out of our apartment and walked to the elevator. As soon as we turned the corner, our hearts dropped. We saw Lewis standing there waiting for the elevator...
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Hannah and I suddenly stopped and saw Lewis standing there looking down at his phone. He was wearing a black dad hat, gray hoodie, and some black cotton sports shorts with a nice pair of brown New Balances. As we stopped and stared at him, I grabbed onto Hannah's hand and looked at her. We both looked at each other nervously and abashed, but we could both sense our mutually growing arousal. Feeling my face start to get hot, I almost forced myself to call off our date and drag Hannah back into our apartment out of embarrassment. Just the night before we fantasized about him in our bed, and now he was standing right there before us. But before I could act on my thoughts, Hannah took initiative and yanked me with her as she started to walk towards him.
"Hi Lewis!" Hannah greeted him happily.
"He- hey Lewis," I followed soon after, still feeling a bit nervous.
Looking up from his phone, Lewis looked over and greeted us, "Oh hey guys," he said smiling, reaching his fist out for a fist bump. Hannah and I looked at each other kinda awkwardly before we both gave him a fist bump back.
"What, you guys don't like fist bumps?" Lewis said, noticing our awkward look towards each other.
"O- oh, there's no problem with fist bumps," I reassured.
"We just like hugs better," Hannah jumped in, giving me a quick wink.
Without saying a word, Lewis just nodded and walked up to us. He went over to Hannah first, gave her a hug and then he went over to me and reached out for a hug. I reached my arms around his lean shoulders as he leaned down and wrapped his arms around me. Feeling how firm his body was as I hugged him caused me to get flustered and my ears began to get red hot. As he pulled away I quickly looked over at Hannah wide-eyed. Surprisingly, this is the first time I have ever hugged Lewis, while Hannah has hugged him on numerous occasions.
"Isn't his body so firm?" she mouthed to me. I nodded to her in agreement. Then, we looked over towards the elevator as the doors finally slid open.
"Ladies first," he offered politely. "What a gentleman," I thought to myself.
Hannah and I entered the elevator and Lewis followed us shortly after. He stood in front of us with his back facing us. We stood in silence as the elevator music played in the background. I grabbed onto Hannah's hand and looked at her again. We both gave each other a subtle look of excitement. She then took my hand and put it against her chest, I could feel that her heart was pounding in anticipation. Then I returned the favor and made her feel my heart, it was also pounding. I felt somewhat relieved that I wasn't the only one feeling this way.
We both looked back over to Lewis's back as he stood there. The elevator music played in the background to fill the void of empty silence. The only thing I could hear was my heart beating abnormally fast. "Lewis sure isn't much of a talker," I thought to myself. This deafening silence continued until the elevator doors finally slid open. We exited and continued out of the apartment complex. Lewis continued to walk in front of us as we trailed behind him. He was clearly going out, but I wasn't sure where. I wanted to ask to satisfy my curiosity, but I hesitated to ask since he looked like he didn't want to be bothered. To be honest he always looked like that.
Hannah looked at me and sensed what I wanted. She then grabbed onto my arm and tugged it, causing me to look over to her. "Say something," she mouthed quietly, trying to encourage me as we walked behind him. Hannah's motivation emboldened me and I looked back at Lewis and composed myself before speaking to him.
"Hey, Lewis..." I asked. Hearing my voice, Lewis stopped in his tracks and turned around to us causing Hannah and I to stop before him.
"What's up Laena?" He replied.
"Uhh, I was just curious, where ya heading?" I asked apprehensively. "God why was I acting so shy, this is Hannah's thing not mine," I screamed to myself.
"Oh, I was just gonna go out and run some errands, what about you guys?" He responded, looking a bit unsure where this was heading.
"Well, Hannah and I are heading out for lunch, thanks for asking," I smiled.
"That's nice," he replied. Then I noticed him beginning to eye us up and down.
"Uh yo- you two look very pretty by the way," he complimented, rubbing the back of his neck. I could tell that he contemplated saying that to us. But Hearing his compliment, Hannah and I began to blush a little and our stomachs fluttered.
"Thanks Lewis," Hannah and I said simultaneously, giving him a warm smile. Lewis nodded and gave us a little awkward smile while scratching the back of his head. I could sense that he was feeling uptight.
"Well uhhh, I'm gonna head out, I'll see you guys later," Lewis said, beginning to turn around and walk to his car. But before he could, Hannah interjected.
"Do you wanna join us for lunch?" Hearing her say that, my eyes shot wide open and I turned my head towards her. She quickly gave me a little devious smile and winked at me.
"Huh?" Lewis questioned, turning back around to us again.
"Do you wanna join us for lunch?" Hannah repeated.
"I don't want to intrude on your guy's lunch date thing," he replied apprehensively.
"It's not intruding if you are being invited," Hannah pointed out. Lewis was still hesitant on accepting Hannah's offer. Then I felt another tug on my arm. Looking at Hannah, she gave me a look that indicated for me to help her out. At first I abstained from saying anything, then Hannah tugged my arm again, but this time it was harder. I finally gave in.
"Ye- yea, you should join us Lewis," I added, nervously grabbing my arm with my hand.
"You guys sure you want me to go?" He probed.
"YES," Hannah and I said enthusiastically, smiling up at him. He now looked visibly flustered. Seeing him act like this was cute since he always seemed unfazed by everything.
"Okay okay, I'll go, but I still have to run these errands real quick, so I'll meet you there yea?" Lewis replied, finally accepting our offer.
Hannah and I nodded happily hearing him accept our invitation. After giving him the address of where we were going to eat, we said our farewells and proceeded to our cars. As we got into my Gray Acura TLX, I unlocked it and we hopped into the car. After closing the doors, Hannah and I sat there in silence. The adrenaline flowing through my body started to subside. Looking over, I locked eyes with Hannah. We were both blushing in excitement.
"What the hell was that Hannah?!" I exclaimed, referring to her inviting him to our date. I thought I'd be more angry, but truly, I wasn't.
"What? I just wanted to be nice and reward him for being polite to us all the time," she said, giving me a sly smile. God she was being so naughty, she's starting to get me aroused again.
"You naughty girl," I said flirtatiously, leaning over to her and slipping my tongue into her mouth.
Our slow passionate kissing eventually got more wet and sloppy, and soon we were outright making out right here in our car. As things got more intense Hannah and I placed our hands on each other's necks and pulled us closer. We traded our sweet fluids. Our wet tongues battled for dominance, at first Hannah was able to put up a good resistance. But eventually my tongue proved too much for her to handle and she submitted. As we continued to make out, our hands naturally started to drift down to our crotches. Feeling our hands move down our bodies caused us to moan into each other's mouths. I was starting to feel my panties get moist.
Once our hands reached our crotches, we began to eagerly rub each other outside our clothing. As I rubbed, I started to feel Hannah's panties get moist under her sundress, "god we are so horny," I thought to myself. This felt good, but I craved more. I think we both knew what triggered this sudden outburst, here we sat more or less begging each other for a quick hook up. As I touched her up, I could feel one of Hannah's hands wrap around me, squeezing me tightly against her. The other was caressing my boobs with conviction. This was getting pretty hot and steamy fast. However, if we were to do anything more than this, we would be a mess and we'd probably have to go back into the apartment and change into another set of clothes... and something to clean up these seats... that might be necessary anyway. Considering the way things were progressing, we'd probably never come back out because we would be fucking each other's brains out.
As we made out, I opened one eye and checked the time on my phone. I was stunned to learn that we've been kissing and touching each other for almost half an hour. I quickly pulled my mouth away from Hannah's and began to tidy myself up.
"What the heck, why'd you stop?" Hannah pouted, crossing her arms.
"We need to go, we've been at it for almost thirty minutes dummy, clean yourself up, you dirty skank," I responded, checking the mirror on my car's sun visor to see if my face was messy from our intense make out session.
"Oh yea, you're right," she giggled, beginning to clean our mixed saliva off her face. "Let's go," Hannah continued.
-
As we drove Laena looked tense. She was nervous that Lewis would get there before us when we were the ones that invited him to eat out with us.
"I'm sure he won't be there before us, he said he was going to run errands," I reassured Laena. She looked over to me and gave me a tense smile.
Then I received a text from Lewis "I'm here, where are you guys?" My eyes opened wide seeing the message. Laena heard my phone ping and looked over to me.
"Who was that? Was it Lewis?!" She said in a panic.
"Um, nooooo," I replied, sounding unconvincing. I looked up from my phone and turned my head to Laena, I could see her leering at me.
"Why are you so worked up anyways, it's just lunch, the world is not gonna end if we're a little late," I shrugged.
"No it's not that, it's not a good impression to invite someone to something and show up late," Laena explained, still looking tense. Then I smiled deviously. "Good impression? So that's how it is?" I slyly thought.
"What, don't want to be late for our hot date with Lewis?" I giggled. This caused Laena to grip the steering wheel tighter and her face began to get red.
"Wha- i- it's not th- that!" She blushed, fumbling her words.
"Well considering how fast we're driving we're gonna be late," I teased.
"Ugh shut up Hannah," Laena smirked, beginning to drive faster. As she drove I looked back down at my phone and texted Lewis that we were on our way.
Once there, we parked the car and hastily made our way into the restaurant. Lewis texted me that he already got a table. I scanned the entire room for a few moments before my eyes locked onto Lewis wearing his black dad hat.
"Come on Laena, I found him," I said, grabbing her arm and excitedly pulled her with me as I walked towards Lewis.
As we got to him, he quickly looked up from his phone and stood up and gave us both a hug, greeting us. As I hugged him, I took in his scent, I always loved the cologne he used. Then, Laena and I took our seats next to each other, while Lewis resumed his position across from us.
"Glad you guys showed up. I was beginning to think I got the wrong address," he said uneasily, rubbing the back of his neck. It was strange seeing him act like this, he usually seems composed about everything. "How cute," I chuckled to myself.
"Sorry we were late, we uh ha- had to pick something up for a friend," Laena said, coming up with a lie to cover up what we were actually doing. I nodded, to reinforce her lie.
"Not a problem, as long as you guys are here, that's all that matters," Lewis said smiling. Laena and I returned the favor and gave him warm smiles back.
As we sat there we ordered our food and conversed with each other. While we talked, Laena and I learned a lot about him. It turns out he works as a sports marketer for a local sports brand company. Lewis also told us he was really into basketball, among other sports. Laena looked visibly enthused hearing that since she also liked basketball. And what was even more cute was that her eyes glowed in excitement learning that they liked the same team, the Milwaukee Bucks. I smiled and observed them as they chatted about their sports stuff. I was starting to feel a little jealous seeing how I was being left out of their conversation. I wasn't that into sports, so I didn't really have much to say.
Luckily, Lewis noticed me squinting my eyes out of jealousy and began to speak to me.
"So Hannah, what kinda things are you into?" He asked politely, wanting to include me. My deep brown eyes lit up hearing him asking me what I liked.
As I told him my interests, it turns out we both like a lot of the same things as well. He liked to watch anime and play video games just like I did. Being able to talk about the latest games and shows that were out was really fun. Laena wasn't really into those types of things, so it was really nice to know someone talk about it.
"Excuse me I'm gonna use the restroom, be right back," Lewis said, getting up from the table. Laena and I nodded to him and watched walk away.
Then, I felt Laena pull me closer to her and she whispered into my ear, "You seemed very enthusiastic talking to him."
"Wha- what are you talking about? We're just talking about what we liked," I tried to explain, beginning to feel my ears get warm.
"Mmhmm, I saw the way you were looking at him Hannah, those eyes are a dead give away," she continued, scooting closer to me and placing her hand on my thigh. My ears got red hot feeling Laena's hand on my thigh.
"You naughty girl, I saw you giving him the fuck me eyes," she whispered salaciously, moving her hand higher up my thigh.
"I didn't give him the fuuuu, uh, ohhh," I couldn't finish what I was saying because Laena started to rub in between my thighs, near my now moist pussy. My eyes closed and I bit my lip as Laean greedily touched me.
"Lae- Laena st- stop, he's gonna come back soon," I tried to tell her. She ignored me and moved her hand closer to my wet pussy. "What has gotten into her?" I asked myself. But wanting to give her a taste of her medicine I swiftly grabbed onto her upper thigh too. She squealed, but quickly muffled it with her free hand.
"I'm not the only one that gave him the fuck me eyes, I saw how you were when you were talking about your sports stuff," I told her kneading her thigh. "You're a naughty girl just like me," I continued, moving closer to her.
I could feel a wet spot start to form on Laena's jeans as I eagerly rubbed closer to where her pussy was. We were so aroused. The rush of excitement ran through my veins since we were doing something so naughty out in public. We tried our best to conceal what we were doing, but we were running on a very fine line.
As I peaked my eyes open, I saw Lewis starting to come back. My body jolted and I looked over to Laena.
"Laena, Laena, we need to stop, Lewis is coming back!" I exclaimed quietly. Laena immediately snapped out of her lustful daze and we pulled our hands away from our crotches and began to sit up. Noticing that my dress was almost hiked up to my waist, I hastily pulled it down before Lewis sat down.
As Lewis sat down, Laena and I sat there awkwardly hoping he didn't see what just transpired just moments ago. We just uneasily smiled at him, trying to play it off as if we hadn't done anything. He gave us a confused look and was about to say something. Had he seen us? Our hearts were about to drop hearing what he had to say, but before he could our waiter interrupted with our food. We sigh in relief seeing he lost what he was gonna say.
As we ate I would steal glances at Laena, she would catch me glancing at her from time to time and blow me a kiss or give me a little wink. Then I would find myself gazing at Lewis. He was too engrossed in his food to notice us eyeing him. I can't believe that we were sitting across from the person we had dirty fantasies about, it felt so wrong, but at the same time it was exhilarating. Finally, snapping out of my gaze, I glanced back at Laena, I was stunned to see that she was also eyeing Lewis. I gave her a bump in the shoulder to snap her out of it. She looked over to me and we just stared at each other for a few moments, before looking back at Lewis.
Once we finished eating, Laena and I excused ourselves from the table and went into the restroom. As we walked there we held each other's hands and giggled to each other in excitement. Luckily, as we entered the restroom there was someone else in here, so it kept us from doing anything stupid. Once we finished our business we freshened ourselves up and exited the restroom. As we got back, Laena and I sat back down.
Laena then began to reach inside her small black purse for her wallet, "let me pay the bi-,"
"Oh, I already paid for the bill Laena don't worry," Lewis jumped in, smiling. Laena turned wide-eyed and had already had her wallet half way out of her purse when he said that.
"Thank you, but you didn't have to do that Lewis," Laena said abashedly, putting her wallet back into her purse as her face was starting to get red.
"It's the least I could, you guys invited me," he replied. "Jesus, he's such a gentleman," I thought to myself, beginning to squeeze my thighs together unknowingly.
"Aww, thanks Lewis, but you really didn't have to do that," I added, smiling at him.
"No no, it's the least I could do, plus I still kinda feel guilty for intruding on your little date," he explained, scratching the back of his head.
"Again, you were invited, you're not intruding," Laena vexed. Lewis smiled uneasily and apologized in response to Laena's mild irritation.
"Well thank you for that then, we owe you one," Laena replied, quickly pushing her frustration aside and giving him a warm smile after seeing his adorable smile. Soon after I thanked him as well. I could sense that Laena was flustered, even though she didn't show it.
We conversed with each other for a bit before finally leaving the restaurant. Once we reached the parking lot we stopped to talk a little more.
"Thanks again for coming, Lewis," I said to him.
"Yea, thanks Lewis," Leana added.
"No, thank you, I appreciate you guys inviting me out, it's been fun," he said smiling. Seeing him smiling like that almost made my knees buckle. "God he is cute," I gushed to myself. Then his phone pinged and he pulled it out to check what it was.
"Shoot, well I have to go now. I'll see you guys later, thanks again," he said, putting his phone back into his pocket and began to approach us for a farewell hug.
He came up to me first since I was closest to him. Wanting to be bold, I wrapped my arms around his neck and brought him in for a nice hug. Then, I felt his arms wrap around my waist. As we hugged, I began to take in his smell again, causing my stomach to flutter and my heart to race.
This hug felt different from the others, it was a bit longer and more intimate. I liked it. Wanting to be bold, before we pulled away from our hug I planted my soft lips on his cheek and whispered, "That's for helping me at the grocery store the other day." As we pulled away, he looked visibly flustered, and struggled to get a word out. I giggled seeing Lewis acting like that. Looking over at Laena, she began to leer at us. Without a word, she walked over to Lewis and wrapped her arms around his neck. Their hug was just as intimate as mine and Lewis's, if not more. Then she placed an intimate kiss on his other cheek and said, "And that's for paying for our lunch, now we're even," she smirked. Lewis stood there dumbstruck, I mean who wouldn't if two hot chicks gave you nice intimate kisses on your cheek.



"Wow uh, that's was nic-, I mean not neces- necessary, not necessary," Lewis blurted out, fumbling his words. He was beginning to get restless.
"Well uh, I'll see you guys later," he said, rushing into his car. Laena and I could only giggle at the scene before us. We were expecting his car to start up and drive away, but it only stood there idle.
Laena and I stood there for a few moments, expecting him to leave. But the car has still yet to start. Was he on the phone with someone? Beginning to get curious, I motioned my hand to Laena to come with me as I began to walk over to his car. Once there, went over to his side of the car. His windows were dark tinted, so we couldn't really see well into his car. Looking over at Laena, she gave me a nod and I went back to his window and was getting ready to knock on it. Before my hand made contact with his window, I stopped and hesitated a little before composing myself and finally knocking on it. It took a few moments, but the window finally rolled down.
"What's up," Lewis asked. It looked like he had been hyperventilating. Seeing him like this caused Laena and I to lean forward to the now open window out of concern.
"You okay Lewis?" I asked.
"Ye- yea I'm fine, I'll be fine ," Lewis responded, trying to regulate his breathing.
"What's the matter? Don't like two girls giving you a kiss?" Laena teased. Hearing that
caused me to get excited and slightly aroused. As for Lewis this didn't help with his restlessness at all.
"Yea? You don't like us?" I added, teasing him too.
"Wha- what? no, I mean yes, I like you guys," Lewis spouted, then realizing what he just said, "Asss friends, I like you guys as friends," he added, trying to save himself before leaning his forehead against his steering wheel out of embarrassment.
"Well, if it makes you feel any better, we like you too," I said, giving him a warm smile. Lewis seemed to relax a bit more hearing me say that to him.
"You're really cute when you act like this Lewis," Laena stated. This caused him to chuckle a little bit. "Thanks, my mom always said I was a cute kid." Lewis replied.
"Oh, a mama's boy," Laena responded, smiling deviously. The interaction between them caused me to chuckle too.
Beginning to relax more, Lewis lifted his head off of his steering wheel and began to look at us. But this time, his look was very different from before. It was more like he was gazing at us. There was a brief silence as Laena and I stood there, looking back at him. I noticed that he started to eye us up and down more, it was like he was first now admiring how we looked. My heart started to beat faster as he looked at me. I could tell that Laena was feeling the same way too because she was starting to breathe harder. The both of us started to blush and I could feel the tension in the air start to build up. I could tell he liked what he saw due to our fetching outfits and pretty looks. As we stared, his eyes started to convey a hunger for us causing me to breathe harder as well. Our Mexican standoff started to ease its way from being awkward to almost arousing.
"Uhh we should get going now, he he," I said, laughing uneasily, breaking our silence. I'm pretty sure if we had stayed like that for a little longer Laena and I would have done something stupid.
"Uh ye- yea, I should really get going now," Lewis replied, snapping out of his gaze. He then put his car keys onto the ignition and started his car. The engine roared causing Laena and I to flinch a little.
"It's been fun guys, I'll see you later," saying his final farewell. He gave us a warm smile and waved at us before pulling away from his parking spot and drove off.
As he began to drive off Laena and I continued to see him off until his car came out of view.
Laena and I looked at each other and there was a brief moment of silence, before giving each other a devious smile and rushed back to our car. Once inside, we started to breathe heavily, reeling in what just happened. My heart raced as my arousal started to build up. Laena and I looked at each other, our faces were beet red. We started to giggle and gush over what just happened.
"Did you see how he was looking at us!" I squealed in excitement, putting my palms on my cheeks.
"Mmmhhhmm, I think he wants us Hannah," Laena responded, biting her lip. "Here, feel my chest, my heart is beating so fast," she added, grabbing my hand and placing it on her chest. I was stunned at how rapidly her heart was beating.
"Feel mine too," I replied, taking her hand and placing it on my chest. Her eyes turned wide and she smiled in excitement. But as we continued to feel each other's hearts, we slowly started to grasp on to each other's mammaries, escalating our arousal.
Light squeezes turned into eager groping. We closed our eyes and started to lightly moan as we felt each other up. Feeling Laena's perky yet soft boob on my hand caused my pussy to get wet. I pushed my thighs together trying not to let my juices leak onto the car seat. Laena's hand eagerly kneaded my supple boob in hand. Every time she would squeeze it I would moan lustfully. Wanting to be closer to Laena, I climbed over to her side of the car and sat on her lap. I sat on my knees and placed my legs on each side of her thighs.
Now that my legs were splayed out wide, I could feel my sweet juices begin to leak through my panties and out onto Laena's jeans. Now that my chest was closer to Laena's face, she pulled down the bustle of my sundress, causing my boobs to spring out in front of her pretty face. I wasn't wearing a bra since I was more comfortable without it wearing this dress. It was also practical; easier access. Now with my supple boobs in Laena's face, she began to kiss my pale mammaries. Her kisses became licks, then eventually she started eagerly sucking on them.
"Oohh, uh uh, mhhhmm, re- relax babe they're not going anywhere," I moaned to her in response to her sucking my boobs harder. She just giggled with my breast in her mouth and continued her attack. Feeling her tongue roll over my nipples made my body quiver in pleasure. I placed my hands on each side of her head as she indulged herself with my boobs, they were now lathered with her saliva.
Without a word, I pulled her head up to mine and pushed our lips together and began to kiss each other aggressively. Our tongues twisted and wrapped around each other. Laena tasted so sweet. As things got more intense, I started to grind my soaking crotch against her lap. My juices leaked all over her jeans, but Laena was too engrossed in our sloppy make out session to care. Then, I started to feel Laena place her hands on my sides and began to move them towards my ass. Her hands slowly snaked down the sides of my abdomen and onto my hips. Leana's hands stayed there briefly before finally reaching her desired destination.
She grabbed onto my soft cheeks and began to help my hips grind against her. At this point, the inside of our car became hot and steamy since the car wasn't on. We started to sweat from the heat and arousal. Our breathing became labored as well, forcing us to break away from our sloppy kissing briefly, before clashing our lips together once more.
We continued to make out until we heard the sound of people walking toward the direction of our car. We completely forgot we were parked near other cars due to us being hazed with lust. Luckily our car had dark tinted windows, they weren't as dark as Lewis's but they were dark enough so that you couldn't really tell what we were doing inside unless you got close enough. Also, our car faced the hedge wall so bystanders couldn't peer through the front windshield.
"Mmmhhh, oh my god Hannah, hurry get off, I think I hear people coming!" Laena shouted, panicking, pulling her mouth away from mine. There was a string of our mixed saliva still connecting between our mouths. I nodded and quickly climbed off of her returning to my seat.
I pulled my dress back over my still wet boobs as the sounds of the people got closer to our car. Laena and I sat in silence, waiting for them to pass by. It turns out that they were getting into the car right next to us. Once they finally pulled away, Laena and I sigh a huge breath of relief.
"That was close," I said to Laena.
"Yea it was," she replied. We sat there for a few moments before we started to giggle due to the excitement.
"Ahh what the heck Hannah, these jeans are brand new," Laena complained, noticing the mess I made on her.
"Uhhh sorry babe," I apologized, putting on my cute face. She quickly forgave me, falling for my adorable look. "Works every time," I cheered to myself.
We began to clean ourselves up. We were a mess, our make up was messed up, our faces were lathered with our saliva, and our clothes were moist from sweat and other fluids. We've been engaging in such salacious acts before, during, and after our lunch date with Lewis and we still haven't been able to get off. I needed to cum.
"We should probably get back home, I need to get out of these clothes and fuck you," Laena said eagerly, starting the car. It was like a twenty minute drive back to our apartment, and I couldn't wait, I needed to fuck NOW.
"I don't think I can wait that long Laena, I need to fuck you now," I moaned desperately, squeezing my thighs together.
"You can't wait until we get home?", she replied, contemplating what to do. Then, I grabbed Laena's hand and shoved it down into my crotch so she could feel how wet I was for her.
"See how drenched I am? I need this now, WE need this now," I said desperately. I could tell that I was winning her over since she gave a lustful look while biting her lip. Without a word, Laena just nodded about and began to back the car up and drive off.
"Laenaaaa, I need thisss," I whined, thinking she was driving us home.
"Shush Hannah, you dirty girl," she replied. I pouted to myself until I began to pay
attention to where we were going, we were approaching a parking structure. My eyes lit up in excitement, anticipating what we were gonna do.
As we entered the structure, Laena drove around looking for a nice spot to park the car. We continued like this for a bit until her eyes locked onto the perfect spot. She parked the car on the third level, it was in a secluded corner of the structure and was dimly lit by an old parking garage light. Turning off the car, Laena turned and looked at me.
"Okay, how do you wanna do this?" Laena asked.
"Let's get more comfortable in the back," I replied, biting my lip. My heart was racing from the anticipation. I was betting Laena was too since she was breathing fast. We swiftly climb into the back seats of the car. Before we could do anything, Laena pulled out a sun shade from under the front seat and secured it against the back windshield of the car just to be safe.
"You ready?" Laena asked.
"Let's do this," I responded excitedly, lunging at her.
Our lips connected once again, and our tongues plunged desperately into each other's mouths. Wanting to skip the formalities, we started to messily undress ourselves. I unclasped my sandals and slipped them off my feet. Then I pulled my dress up and over my head, throwing it over the front seat. Now I sat there waiting for Laena to undress, left only in my pink panties. Laena had already kicked off her shoes, she was now struggling to get her jeans off. Wanting to fuck already, I frantically helped her pull off her jeans. With one motion her pants finally came free from long sexy legs. She wasn't even able to fully get undressed before I pounced on her once again. I was laying on top of her now in the back seat of the car. She spread her legs out so I could lay between them. I began to kiss and suck on her neck and pushed her tank-top and bra over her tits before squeezing them, causing her to moan. As our kissing got more intense, Laena coiled her legs around my hips, pulling me in closer.
Her moans echoed throughout the inside of the car as we started to grind and push against each other causing our pussies to get even more wet. This continued for a bit before she suddenly pushed me off her. I giggled as she settled in between my legs.
"You said you needed this, right Hannah?" she said seductively.
"Yes, yes I want this, I need to cum," I responded desperately.
"And why is that?" she asked, smiling deviously. My eyes widened realizing where she was going with this.
"You know why," I giggled. Then, Laena leaned down onto me and began to whisper into my ear.
"Is it because of Lewis?" She asked rhetorically, beginning to touch my drenched pussy. "Mmhhhmm," I moaned finally feeling my wet slit getting stimulated. She started to rub me over my wet panties.
"Did you see how he was looking at us Hannah?" she whispered, "his eyes hungered for us. Like we were antilopes ready for the lion." Then she slipped her hand under my panties and pressed her middle and ring finger onto my slit.
"You think he wants to fuck the shit out of us Hannah?" she added, pressing her fingers harder against my slit.
"Mmhhmm, ye- yes, he definitely wants to fuck us," I moaned.
Laena finally made the final push, and her fingers slipped into my wet crevice. I moaned in relief feeling the pleasure I hungered for all day. She began to motion her finger in and out of my dripping pussy. I could feel my inner walls wrapped around her as she explored my hole.
"Ohhh u uh uh, yes Laena," I moaned into the air. These words emboldened her and she began to roll her fingers into me. My eyes rolled back feeling this, "Ohhhh, mmhhmmm fu -fuck, like that, uh uh, like that Laena."
"Can you imagine if Lewis were here to see us now," Laena whispered, "He could see how horny he made us."
"Mmmhhmm, he makes us so fucking horny," I agreed, moaning. Laena's rolling fingers began to build me towards my orgasm.
"What do you think he would do if caught us fucking?," Laena asked, "Do you think he would join us and fuck both our brains out?"
"Ye- yes, uh uh uh, mhhm he would definitely fuck our brains out," I began to imagine what the scene would look like. My horny brain fabricated several images of us together. He would be fucking us as Laena and I laid on top of each other, ride him while one of us sat on his face, or he would pin one of us down and fucked us while the other is watching. I bit my lip thinking of such dirty scenes.
Then my body started to contract under Laena as I finally reached my long awaited orgasm. My wet walls squeezed and coiled around her fingers as my juices gushed onto her hand.
"You'd like that, huh? Having Lewis have his way with us? His two hot lesbian neighbors? You'd want him to wreck the both of us, wouldn't you huh?" Laena stated, as I orgasmed beneath her.
"OHHHH, mhhmmm," I squealed, cumming my brains out. My back arched up towards her, before collapsing back onto the seat of the car. As I laid there, my body twitched, my eyes were still rolled behind my head and my tongue stuck out of my mouth out of pure ecstasy.
"Get up, now it's my turn cum" Laena stated, pulling her fingers out of my slit. Gathering my strength, I began to sit back up.
As I sat on my knees, I watched in awe as Laena pulled her fingers into her mouth and began tasting me. "Mmmhhmmm, you taste so good Hannah," she moaned onto her fingers. Watching my lover taste me always made my stomach flutter. Laena finished lapping up the remainder of my juices on her fingers and began to down onto her back.
"Help me get these panties off," she asked. I nodded and grabbed her moist panties and pulled it off of her legs, before throwing it over to the side. Then I leaned over her, placing my fingers just outside of her wet pussy.
"Hurry up and help me cum already," she said desperately. I gave her a little smirk and slipped my fingers deep into her throbbing pussy, causing her to moan in ecstasy.
-
Hannah and I fucked in the back of our car for quite a while. After she fingered me into a mind blowing orgasm, we still hungered for more. Our activities became a hazy blur. I ate Hannah out, then she ate me out, and eventually we ate each out at the same time. We must have climaxed over ten times.
Hannah laid on top of me as we breathed heavily, trying to recover from our intense fuck session. We were now completely in the nude, I removed the rest of my clothing since it was getting really hot and steamy in the car. And I forgot to mention that our car now completely reeked of sex. "Ugh, we're gonna have to do some serious cleaning," I thought to myself as I laid there with Hannah. Our bodies glistened with our sweat and other nefarious fluids as we continued to pant erratically.
As Hannah's head laid on my shoulder, I began to recall why we were so horny. Lewis popped back into my mind, "That's why," I thought to myself. My ears began to get hot and my heart started to race, feeling ashamed that we were using him for our sexual fantasies. I began to ponder back to when he was looking at Hannah and I. His dark eyes looked at us with such hunger. He liked what he saw and I knew it. It was like he was viewing us as potential mates. My body tingled thinking about that.
My deep thinking was interrupted when Hannah started to get up off me and sit back up. Her eyes were glazed with lust and her hair was disheveled. She gave me a look that indicated that she wanted to go one more time.
"Can we do it one more time, babe?" she asked in a sweet tone, biting her lip. A part of me wanted to do it, but another wanted me to go home since we've been fucking for what felt like hours. But she put on her renowned cute face, which I fall for every time. I fell for it once again.
"Fine, one more time, then we need to get home. okay Hannah?" I replied. She happily nodded her head hearing that we could fuck one more time.
In one swooping motion I felt Hannah move herself between my legs. Hannah took one of my legs and placed it over her shoulder and kneeled over my other leg. Then she lowered herself onto my thigh. As her wet lips made contact with my thigh she closed her eyes and began to moan softly. Then she grabbed onto my leg and began to slide her dripping pussy up and down my thigh.
"Uh uh uh, mmhhmm,"Hannah moaned as she rolled her hips against me. Feeling her wet pussy leaving a trail of her juices on my thigh caused me to moan as well.
As Hannah grinded on me, she slowly inched her way towards my pussy. Every time she rolled her hips back towards me, I could feel her pussy graze against mine.
Just before Hannah's wet slit could connect with mine she stopped. We locked onto each other's glazed eyes, we gazed lustfully at each other before signaling to each other to make the final push. Hannah slid forward and our wet pussies pushed up against each other.
"Mmhhmm fuck, yea Hannah keep doing that, ugh YES!" Hearing this, she pushed harder against my pussy, causing a sharp spike of pleasure to pierce through our bodies.
"OHHHH, yeessss," we both moaned, throwing our heads back in euphoria. Our juices flowed out of our wet crevices and smothered our crotches.
As Hannah rolled her hips into me, I started to move mine to match her movements. At first we were out of tempo, but eventually we managed to match each other's rhythm. The inside of the car started to get hot and steamy once again and the car windows started to fog up. The rise of temperature caused our breathing to become for laborer as we fucked each other.
"Uh uh , ah ah ah, you like that, Laena?" Hannah moaned, looking lustfully at me.
"Ah ah ah, mhh ye- yes Hannah, I love it!" I replied, my hand on the window behind me, leaving a noticeable hand print on the foggy glass.
Our wet pussies pushing against each other made a noticeable wet sound that echoed throughout the car. Feeling our clits brush against each other sent shocks of pleasure throughout our bodies, causing our eyes to roll behind our eyelids. Our horny brains were empty and only ran on instincts. We only had one thing on our minds, we wanted to cum.



But as we drove our throbbing pussies against each other, my mind conjured up Lewis again. My mind was a mess, I was exhausted from all the fucking I have done with Hannah and the amount of times I have climaxed reduced my brain into mush. I slowly opened my eyes and was expecting to see my lover, but instead it was Lewis. Was I hallucinating? My vision was blurred and hazed with lust. Trying to focus, everytime I would blink the person before me would alternate between Hannah and Lewis. My eyes were definitely deceiving me. I continued to try to focus back onto Hannah, but eventually I started to only see Lewis.
My eyes were half shut and I imagened Lewis was fucking me instead of Hannah. He was holding onto my leg as he thrusted into me. Looking up, I saw his hungry eyes once again peering down onto me as he pistoned his hips into me. He was claiming what was his and he was making me his mate. As my exhausted brain projected this illusion, I was starting to reach my orgasm. Then I heard a concoction of Hannah's and Lewis's voices start to talk to me.
"I'm gonna cum," the voices said to me. My orgasm quickly reached its peak hearing this. Although I heard Hannah's voice, it was quickly drowned out by Lewis's. "He wants me to cum with him," my brain told me.
"Fu- fuck Le- Lewis, I'm gonna cum, Im gonna-," I arched my back as my mind shattering orgasm rippled throughout my body. My eyes then saw the illusion of Lewis thrust deep into me and came with me.
As I collapsed back onto the seat, the vision of Lewis slowly turned back into Hannah. She looked exhausted as well, her eyes were practically shut. Letting go of my leg, she collapsed onto me and we both passed out.
-
My eyes slowly began to open as I began to wake up from my exhaustion driven nap. Trying to get up, I felt this weight on top of me preventing me from moving. I looked at what it was, it was Hannah. She laid passed out on top of me with her disheveled silky black hair covering her pretty face. I didn't want to wake her up just yet, so I laid my head back down onto the seat. As I laid there, I tried to recall what happened earlier. Memories of our intense fuck session flooded back into my mind, causing my body to flutter. Then I tried to remember what happened before I passed out from my last mind shattering boggling orgasm. The last thing that I could remember was very hazy. I wasn't sure what happened but I vaguely remembered seeing someone else fucking me before I passed out. My mind went into deep focus trying to recall what happened. I began to slowly piece together what happened. It was at the tip of my tongue, but before I could figure it out Hannah woke up and started to get up off of me, breaking my line of thinking.
"Hey babe," Hannah greeted with a groggy voice, rubbing her eyes. I began to take in the naked beauty before me in all its glory.
"Hi," I replied, giving my lover a nice warm smile.
"Uh, that was something, huh?" She asked, referring to our intense fuck session.
"It definitely was, Hannah," I chuckled. We locked eyes and stared at each other for a moment. There was a voice in the back of my head erging me to go at it again, but I ignored it feeling how my body ached.
"Question," Hannah asked.
"What's up," I replied, raising my eyebrow.
"Were you thinking of Lewis fucking you earlier?" My eyes shot open figuring out who I was imagining. "It was Lewis, I knew it,"I thought to myself.
"I knew it! I definitely wasn't hearing things!" Hannah exclaimed. Seeing how I reacted to her question about Lewis was more than enough to figure out the truth.
"Uhhhh, wha- what? What are you talking about, he he" I replied, trying to play it off.
"Uh uh uh, I heard you calling out his name before you came, it sounded like you really wanted him, you dirty skank," she teased. I started to feel my ears get hot out of embarrassment. I tried to refute back to Hannah, but before I could she leaned back down to me and slipped her tongue into my mouth. We made out for a few minutes before she withdrew herself from me and sat back up. I couldn't help but let my mind wander back to our previous coupling. How thinking of Lewis had made my mind go blank and given me such arousal that I had never felt before. Even now, I started to feel my breath grow heavier. Why did Hannah have to be so sexy and our dirty minds so devious?
Hannah reached over to the front seats of the car and grabbed her phone. When she opened it her eyes shot open.
"What is it?" I asked, concerned about what she saw.
"It's almost seven o'clock!" She blurted out. I laid there stunned hearing what she said. "That means we've been here in the back of our car for almost six hours!" I screamed to myself.
"We need to go home, like, right now!" I said to her, sitting back up. She just nodded and we began to get dressed up again.
Our clothes were everywhere. Our underwear was spread out throughout the car, they were in the front dashboard, under the seats, and on the floor. Hell, my bra hung from the rearview mirror. We were too exhausted to go through the effort of collecting all our clothing items, so we just slipped on our clothes without our undergarments, my body quivered feeling how my jeans were still wet from Hannah's juices. We then climbed back over to the front seats and buckled in our seatbelts before driving back home.
-
I gripped my steering wheel tightly as I drove. My mind kept finding itself thinking about Hannah and Laena. "God they are so pretty," I raved to myself. I kept thinking about my actions during our lunch. Usually I'm very composed about everything, but for some reason they just cause me to act differently. I physically irked at the thought of me acting all weird and awkward towards them. My mind kept playing back to when they both gave me a kiss on the cheeks. They were so close, so intimate, and they smelled really good. God, their scent was divine. Were they just being nice or is there something else going on? My brain kept sending me mixed signals on what I should think. God damn girls. You never knew with them.
Seeing the red light, I snapped out of my daze and slammed on the brakes, almost getting myself in a car accident. I rested my head on the head rest of my seat and began to regain my focus. My phone pinged and I quickly looked at what it was. It was my boss James. He texted that he wanted me to pick something up from the office for him and drop it off at his house. I gave him a quick text back replying, "No problem on my way." As I arrived at our company building, I parked my car and got out. Entering the building, I was greeted by our receptionist Ashley. I can admit that she was attractive, she had Rapunzel-esque blond hair, freckles, and dazzling blue eyes.
"Hey Lewis! What are you doing here, isn't it your day off?" She asked.
"The boss wants me to pick something up for him in his office, I won't be staying long," I replied nonchalantly.
"Oh okay, well his office should be unlocked," she said, before returning her attention to her computer monitor. I simply nodded and made my way to the elevator.
As the elevator took me up, my phone pinged again. It was my boss again, he texted what I needed to pick up from his office. "I got it, no problem," I responded, before putting my phone back into my pocket.
As the elevator doors slid open I stepped out and started to make my way down the hallway. Finally arriving at his office, I opened the office door and entered. I scanned the room for what I needed to get. My focused eyes locked onto the neat stack of files that James has requested for me to get. I quickly grabbed the files and made my way back out of the building. As I walked I began to wonder what these files were. Wanting to satisfy my curiosity, I stopped walking and opened the files and took a gander of the contents inside. The files contained information about an upcoming fight between a person named Carlos Fernando and this Bran guy. "How interesting," I thought. Closing the file, I continued walking. I really just wanted to go home, so I started to walk at a faster pace, to the point of almost running.
I went back down the elevator and exited. Walking past Ashley's desk I bid my farewells to her and was about to open the glass doors. Getting to my car I placed the files on the seat next to me. "All I have to do is drop these off and I can finally go home," I sighed to myself. I desperately wanted to get back to the thoughts of my two neighbors. It was hard to think of anything but that, so I made the deliverance of the papers urgent business. Then I wondered, why was I in such a hurry to get home. I wasn't planning on doing anything today anyways. I told myself that I just wanted to get home and relax. But in the back of my mind I was really just hoping that I could see Hannah and Laena again back in the apartment complex. Starting my car, I pulled off and drove to my boss's house.
Turning the corner, James's house came into view. It was a very nice two story house with a plethora of plants covering his front yard. Parking my car in his driveway. I hastily got out of my car and went to his front door. I rang his doorbell that had the cheesiest little jingle. It took a few moments before it finally opened.
"LEWIS!" James greeted, reaching out to give me a bear hug with his strong burly arms.
"Hey, James," I replied, sounding like I was being suffocated. As he released me from his strangling hug, I gasped in relief, finally being able to breathe again.
"Here's those files you wanted me to grab for you," I uttered, reaching out to hand the stack of papers.
"Oh thank you for that," he replied graciously, "While you're here do you want something to eat? My wife cooked up some barbecue," he offered.
"Thanks for the offer, but I already had some lunch," I replied.
"Well at least have a beer," he urged.
"I should really get going," I insisted. But before I could back off, the large man put his arm around my shoulder and ushered me into his house.
"Just a couple of drinks," he prodded. I reluctantly nodded in agreement. It was not like I had a choice since I was already in his house and him being my boss and all.
After a little while I finally managed to get out of his house. I just had a couple beers with James while I conversed about sports and other job related topics with him and his wife Marsha. James is a very outgoing person. But he's like the complete opposite of me. Although he was just being nice, his very extraverted nature is draining to me. I usually don't try to spend long periods of time talking to people that I'm not fully comfortable with. Still, I kept the pace at a reasonable pace. I was driving after all.
As I got into my car and buckled my seatbelt, I closed my eyes and sighed in relief knowing that I could finally go home. Checking my phone, it was about five thirty. As I was about to put my phone down, it pinged again. "What now!" I shouted in frustration, looking back at my phone. It was my older sister Amelia. She was asking if I could buy her some makeup. Was I some errand boy? Damn it.
"Why can't you buy it yourself?!" I typed.
"The palette I want is all sold out near me and the only ones that are still in stock are in the mall near you," Amelia replied. She lived a few hours away from me.
"Can I just go another time?" I typed, trying to avoid that task given to me.
"Come on Lewlew, pleaasseee." she replied. I hate it when she calls my name like that. But recalling how she has helped me out more than once in tough situations, caused me to accept.
"Fine," I replied reluctantly.
"Thanks Lewlew you're the best <3," she replied and sent a picture of what she wanted.
I put my phone down and started my car and made my way to the mall. I parked my car in the parking lot and quickly made my way to Sephora, the store where they sold my sister's desired item. I already knew where to go since Amelia forced me to shop with her here before. Images of me carrying all her bags rolled through my mind as I finally made it to the store. I walked in and began to search where they sold this item my sister wanted so badly.
As I searched, I would eventually find myself lost in this maze of aisles. I felt very out of place in this store, someone like me shouldn't even be in a store like this. The rational thing to do was to ask an employee for help, but I really didn't want to talk to people right now. So I willingly chose to sulk in my own frustration and misery. But my frustration would be slightly relieved as I picked up some familiar scents in one of the aisle. I subconsciously went to see where that scent was coming from, as I got closer to the source, I pieced together why it felt so familiar. On a sample table lay the same perfumes that I think Hannah and Laena used. At least the smell was similar.
I cautiously checked my surroundings before picking up the sample strips and began to take in the familiar scents. "I feel like a creep doing this," I thought to myself. But I didn't really care since it was very soothing to me for some reason, it reminded me of the intimate hugs I shared with Hannah and Laena from earlier. And their wet lips on my cheek. I could almost feel it burn where their mouths had met my cheek. But my moment of thought would be interrupted by the sound of people approaching just around the corner of the aisle. I hastily put down the sample strips and continued my dreadful journey.
After wandering for what it felt like hours. I finally made some progress and figured out the general location of the palette Amelia wanted. As I scanned the shelf for the item, I noticed in the corner of my eye a group of girls were starting to eye me up and whisper to each other. Starting to get anxious, I focused my all efforts on finding this damn palette and getting the hell out of here. As I searched I simultaneously kept checking where the girls were gathered. They all giggled to each other and one of the girls seemed to be emboldened by the rest of them. "Please don't walk over here, please don't walk over here," I anxiously begged to myself. Then, my eyes lit up seeing what I came here for. I quickly reached up and grabbed it. I sighed in relief, but as I was about to walk away, the girl that I saw was getting encouraged approached me.
"Excuuuse meeee..." the stranger asked. I stopped where I was and reluctantly turned to see her. I guess she was pretty cute looking. She had auburn hair, brown eyes and was pretty short. Personally I like girls that are a little taller.
"Uh yes?" I replied, sounding a bit agitated. Looking down at her. At this point my eyes were pretty dead from exhaustion. She looked kinda intimidated by my stature.
"My name is Chelsea! What's yours?" She asked excitedly, reaching her hand out for a hand shake. I really didn't want to talk to her right now, but wanting to be polite I returned the favor.
"Lewis," I replied, putting on a fake smile, shaking her hand.
"Nice to meet you Lewis, that's a really cute name by the way," she smiled releasing from our handshake. I glanced behind her and I noticed that the group she was a part of were giggling and whispering to each other.
"You caught my eye, and I just wanted to let you know that you are like totally hot," she spouted. My body irked in annoyance, it was like I was talking to a teenager.
"Uhh thanks," I replied nonchalantly.
"Do you think I could get your number???" she asked. I was somewhat flattered by her compliments. I tend to draw unwanted attention from women from time to time. But as I was deciding whether to give her my number, Hannah and Laena popped back into my mind. Strangely, I felt like I already devoted myself to them, and I should be loyal to them and them only.
"Sorry but no," I said bluntly, before turning around and walking away. As I left their vicinity, I heard her and all of her friends gasp. I was too tired to even care what they thought of me.
Making it to the cash register the cashier scanned the make up I went through all this effort to get.
"That will be one hundred and ten dollars," the cashier told me. My eyes shot open hearing the price. "Why the hell is it that expensive!" I exclaimed to myself. I reluctantly pulled out my phone and paid with Apple pay.
As I walked back to my car I texted Amelia telling her that I got what she wanted.
"Thanks Lewlew, I owe you one," she typed.
"Can you explain to me why the hell it was one hundred and ten dollars," I replied.
"This is a limited edition palette that I've been wanting to get for a long time, plus make up is always expensive. Welcome to the women's world," she texted back.
"I hate you."
"Love you too baby brother, can you drop it off this weekend? I have a party I have to attend," she requested.
"Yea sure," I typed, before putting my phone back into my pocket.
Getting to my car, I unlocked it and got in. I placed my head on the steering wheel and closed my eyes. "Ugh it's finally over, I can go home," I sighed to myself. If I heard my phone pinged one more time I would probably throw it out the window. Lifting my head from the steering wheel, I turned on my car. Looking over at the car clock I was shocked to see that it was almost seven. I just sighed to myself and pulled off, beginning to drive back home.
I parked my car in my apartment's parking lot and exited my custom Lexus. As I got out I began to notice Laena's car pulling up into the parking lot and parking her car a little further down where I was. My eyes lit up seeing the two beautiful women get out of their car. But something seemed off about them. It looked like they were restless. I wanted to call out their names and wave to them, but my anxiety returned and I hesitated to do so. Why was I acting like this again? These girls were making me feel things that I haven't felt in a long time. But my window of opportunity was lost due to my hesitation as Hannah and Laena frantically walked into the apartment complex. I raised my eyebrow wondering what was up with them. Shrugging to myself, I began to walk into the building shortly after them.
As I strolled through the building I was always a few steps behind Hannah and Laena. Arriving at the elevators, I saw the elevator doors just closing, "I just missed them," I thought to myself. Luckily for me there was a second elevator, so I didn't have to take the stairs. As the elevator took me up, my heart started racing. I couldn't decipher why I was feeling like this, but in reality I was just failing to admit to myself that I was excited to see them again. The doors slid open and I made my way out.
I was heading the same direction as them since my apartment was just across from Hannah and Laena's. As I walked down the hallway to my apartment, I started to hear their voices becoming more audible just around the corner of the hallway as I got closer. I turned the final corner and they finally came into view. I caught them in the middle of trying to unlock their door.
"Hey guys," I greeted as I approached them. They physically jolted hearing my voice since they had their backs towards me and didn't notice me walking up to them.
"OH, h- hey Lewis," Laena greeted uneasily, turning to face me.
"H- hi Lewis," Hannah greeted as well, mirroring Laena's uneasiness.
Now that I was closer to them, I noticed that they were a mess. Taking a quick glance, I saw that their clothes were loosely fitted on them, wrinkly, and strangely moist looking. Had to say, they sort of looked ragged. Like they had been on a three day bender without sleep. But I knew they hadn't, after all I saw them just a few hours ago. And there was something off about Laena's white tank top. It was now more see through and I could almost see her nipples poking out a little. Not wanting to look like some pervert, I quickly drew my eyes back up to their now blushing faces. Their light makeup and hair was all messed up. But oddly enough they were still very pretty. Maybe not oddly enough. Hell, it almost made them look even more hot, seeing them disheveled like this.



"You guys okay?" I asked, trying not to point out their current state of messiness.
"Yea yea we're okay, we're definitely okay," Hannah replied unconvincingly, giving me an awkward smile.
"Yea, you don't have to worry about us," Laena added, folding her arms over her chest. I gave them a confused look, and we began to awkwardly stand there.
But as we stood there, I started to pick up an odd smell. It was a mild musky smell. I analyzed where it was coming from. Then I realized that it was coming directly from Hannah and Laena. "Did they just have sex?" I thought to myself. But thinking about my neighbor's sex life seemed very wrong to me so I quickly shoved the thought of it in the back of my head.
"Well I'm always gonna worry about you guys, so try not to get yourselves into any trouble," I replied sincerely. "I can't believe I really said that to them, this is very abnormal for me," I thought to myself. "Fuck, why do I have to be so awkward around them!". Hearing me say that, their faces started to become visibly red. I Had to say. It was cute. Despite the circumstance.
"Awww thanks Lewis, that's very kind of you," Hannah replied, giving that warm smile that just made my stomach tingle.
"Thanks Lewis," Laena added in a soft voice.
"But the question is, are you okay?" Hannah asked.
"What do you mean, I feel fine?" I replied, looking puzzled.
"Your eyes look very dead Lewis," Hannah pointed out, sounding concerned. I'm surprised that she noticed how my eyes looked dead since my hat's shadow partially hid them from view.
"I feel fine. I don't know what you guys are talking about," I replied, trying to hide my exhaustion. Laena leered at me and began to move closer to me. She then grabbed my cheeks with her hand and forced my head down and to look at her, locking her beautiful emerald eyes with my dark globes.
"You're a terrible liar Lewis, and by the way your voice sounds dead too, so what's up?" She said sternly, while my cheeks were squished between her slender fingers.
"Yea, are you okay Lewis?" Hannah interjected, moving closer to me as well. At this point our bodies were almost pushing against each other. My heart started to race, having them this close to me again. Usually I don't share my grievances with others, but for them I'll make an exception.
As we stood in the hallway, I briefly summed up my entire day. As I mentioned my sister, I showed them the makeup that I bought her. When they saw what I got, they gushed enviously over it. They even asked if they could have it, but I kindly declined them. Even if I wanted to, I didn't want to suffer the wrath of Amelia. Then I mentioned how that short girl tried to ask for my number. Hannah and Laena's eyes squinted and leered at me hearing about this.
"Oh, so a girl asked for your number huh," Laena prodded, sounding a bit stern all of a sudden. Her stare pierced deeply into my soul. Then I felt Hannah tug onto my arm.
"Di- did you take it?" Hannah asked softly, but surprisingly sternly as well, trying to hide her envy with her eyes looking over to the side, avoiding eye contact with me.
"Yea Lewis, did you take it?!" Laena added in an almost aggressive tone of voice. The adrenaline in my veins started to rush throughout my body seeing the situation escalating.
"What? No no, she's not even my type," I replied, trying to calm them down. Their bodies visibly relaxed hearing that I rejected the girl, which eased the tension in the air.
"Plus I would never do that to you gu-," I stopped myself realizing what I was about to say. Hannah and Laena's eyes shot open and looked at me in an excitedly curious manner hearing my unfinished sentence.
"What was that Lewis? You'd never do that to who?" Hannah asked in a teasing manner while giving me a sly little smirk. "Oh god I said too much, what the heck Lewis!" I shouted to myself.
"I think he was gonna say you guys," Laena remarked, giving me a devious smile that reached from ear to ear. "Yea I think I heard that too," Hannah agreed.
I started to back up slowly trying to get some space between me and them. But they kept inching forward as I moved back. Eventually, my back hit my front door and I couldn't retreat any further. Hannah and Laena were now inches from me and standing on their toes.
"Lewiiisssss," they both prodded, moving their face closer up to mine. Having them this close again, I started to pick up their scent again. They still had that soothing aroma, although it has been diluted with something nefarious.
My mind raced as I tried to figure out how to bail myself out of this situation. Not knowing what to do, I just reached my long arms around Hannah and Laena and pulled them in for a hug. "That was the best thing you could think of?!" I thought to myself. To my surprise it worked. They both quickly forgot about the subject as I embraced them. At first their bodies tensed up out of surprise, but eventually their bodies relaxed as I continued to hug them.
"You guys sure get a kick out of teasing me," I joked. As I looked down to them, I saw that they were resting their heads on my chest. Hannah and Laena seemed to be pretty comfortable at the moment. As for me my heart was beating out of my chest.
"Mmhhmm," they both hummed, agreeing to what I said. We stayed like this for a few moments. They seemed to be really into the moment, so I didn't want to bother them. But after giving them a few more minutes, I released my embrace from them.
"I should get going now, I need to hit the bed," I said, rubbing the back of my neck. They seemed to be a little disappointed hearing me say that.
"Oh, yes of course. Don't let us keep you up," Laena replied, grabbing onto her arm. "Yea, you definitely need to rest Lewis, you've had a long day," Hannah added, as they both began to take a few steps back from me.
I gave them a smile and nodded before turning around and unlocking my door. They saw me off as I opened my door. Once inside, I turned to them as I held the door open getting ready to close it. Wanting to get them a taste of their own medicine I wanted to say one last thing before I closed the door.
"And by the way guys, you two need to take a shower," I joked. As Hannah and Laena processed what I just said, their faces got deep red. Before they could say anything back to me, I gave them an evil smile and closed the door.
Once my door was closed, I stood there still holding the handle processing everything that just had happened. I let out a big exhale and began to breathe erratically like I've been holding my breath for what it felt like an eternity. Those girls continue to puzzle me. Everything they do really pulls my strings of my emotions. But are they just doing that to tease me, or is there really something else? Plus Hannah and Laena are dating each other, why engage with me with such interest and intimacy?
Snapping out of my deep thinking, I noticed that I was beginning to grasp the handle very tightly, I released my hand and began to trudge my way to my bedroom. I placed the bag that contained my sister's makeup on the kitchen table on my way to my bedroom. I opened the door to my room then walked over to my bed. I fell over face down onto my comfortable mattress and passed out.
-
I had no idea how much time had gone when I suddenly woke up due to some noise. Hearing a knock on my door, I opened my eyes and groaned and tried to get up from my bed. I picked up my phone and squinted at what time it was, it was about one thirty in the morning. Then I heard the knocking from my door again, this time sounding more aggressive. Getting up from my bed, I walked over to my front door, rubbing my eyes. Once at my door, I opened it not even bothering to check who it was. My eyes shot open in surprise to see who it was. It was Hannah and Laena.
"What are you guys doing here so late?!," I asked, sounding very confused. Something was off about them. They remained silent and just looked at me, with lust in their eyes.
"Girls??" I added. They still said nothing. I noticed that Hannah and Laena were still wearing the same clothes from earlier, "how strange," I thought to myself.
Then they moved forward and began to push me back into my apartment. Once we were inside, Laena closed the door behind us and gave me a devious smile. Then Hannah took my arm and led me back into my bedroom.
"What's going on? What's up with you guys?" I questioned. They still continued to move in silence.
Once inside my dimly lit bedroom, Hannah began to lead me to my bed. I stopped where I stood and tried to get them to answer me to no avail. As I turned to face Laena she placed her hands on my chest and began to push me backwards until I fell onto my bed. Falling onto my back, I turned my head to see that Hannah was already laying next to me. Looking at her, my eyes locked onto her pretty deep brown eyes glazed with lust.
Then I felt something beginning to get on top of me. Turning my head to see what it was, I saw that Laena was now sitting on my thighs. Looking at her face, her lustful gaze turned into a look of hunger and desire.
Without a word she began to undo my pants. I wanted to say something but my words were stuck in my throat. As Laena finally undid my button and zipper, she grabbed onto the waistline of my pants and began to eagerly pull it down. She managed to pull it down to my mid thigh. At this point my breath was begging to get heavier as my arousal escalated and my male appendage began to swell. Laena then began to place her hands over my underwear and began to rub my erection. Feeling her slender fingers run along my penis only made me even more aroused. Looking back over to Hannah, she laid there biting her lip with her hand now down into her crotch, playing with herself.
My attention soon returned to Laena feeling that my underwear was being pulled down. She slid them down slowly and deliberately while she stared deeply into my eyes. Once my underwear was fully unsheathed from my crotch, my erect cock sprang out. Laena parted her lips in surprise then began to wrap her hand around my member.
My cock throbbed in her hand as she held it. I groaned, feeling her delicate hand on me.
My body was now consumed with lust as Laena began to slowly stroke my cock with her soft hand. Wanting to make the task smoother, she gave me a little smirk and began to spit her saliva down onto my now raging erection. I watched in awe as her saliva slowly dribbled down from her mouth and onto my cock. Feeling her warm saliva making contact with my cock caused my body to slightly twitch with pleasure. Getting enough of her spit onto me, she began to stroke me again. Her hand traveled up and down with ease as she coated the rest of my cock with her fluids. Her movements were sensual and deliberate. It was like she knew what she was doing.
Her strokes slowly began to get faster causing me to groan and breathe harder. It felt so good that I started to grip my bedsheets. My cock started to leak precum as she stroked me which only made it easier for her now wet hand to travel up and down me. As she stroked me, I started to feel my orgasm building. The scene was just too hot. My two very pretty neighbors invading my home, more or less attacking me. Their eagerness. It was more than what a mortal man could take. I rested my head back and closed my eyes as I prepared to cum. Laena sensed this and removed her hand from my phallus. My head shot back up to see what happened. Laena gave me an evil smile and began to climb off me. Then feeling movement next to me, I looked over to Hannah seeing her begin to move from my side and onto my lap.
She kneeled over me with her pussy hovering just above my cock. Hannah then began to hike up her sundress up above her waist, revealing her bare dripping pussy to me. My eyes dilated witnessing the scene before me. Laena positioned herself beside her and reached around to once again grab a hold of my raging cock.
Hannah then lowered herself so that the head of my cock was sitting just outside of her wet slide. I groaned in pleasure feeling her wet lips touching my head. Laena then started to slide the head of my cock up and down her slit. Hannah moaned in pleasure and bit her lip feeling me rub against her. This continued for a bit until Laena stopped her movements. There was brief silence between all of us. We looked at each other extremely aroused while breathing heavily. Then we all nodded that we were ready. Laena held up my cock straight up towards Hannah's dripping pussy. Then, Hannah slowly lowered herself onto me. Centimeter by centimeter my head slowly submerged into her lips. Her juices started to flow down onto my cock. At this point my head was completely inside her and just when she was about to fully come down onto my throbbing cock everything went black.
-
My eyes shot open and gasped for air as I woke up from my slumber. "God, what happened?" I groaned, beginning to push myself up from my bed and sitting down. looking down, I saw that I was still in my clothes from earlier. Then I looked around for my phone to check the time. Finding it still in my pocket I squinted at the screen since the light it emitted was almost blinding, it was about ten thirty at night. I began to ponder the events that just happened. Feeling pressure against my pants, I looked down to find out that I was hard. "What in the world?" I said fixing the crotch of my pants so it would be more comfortable.
I closed my eyes and tried to figure out what this lingering memory was in my brain. It was like it was at the tip of my tongue but I still couldn't figure it out. But then I started to recall that there were two people in my dream. The hazy memory slowing got more clear as I tried to picture who the two people were. I managed to figure out that the two mysterious figures were both women. The two figures in my dream seemed familiar, but I couldn't put a pin on it. I kept thinking who they were. I thought about their body shape, hair, and facial features. I inevitably pieced everything together, the two mysterious women in my dream were Hannah and Laena. From there, everything was a slippery slope. My dream came back to me with such clarity. The erotic scenes flooded back into my mind like a tsunami. Thinking about what my brain conjured up in my sleep, my member started to get hard again.
My erection wouldn't cease, it just kept getting more intense as I kept thinking about my wet dream. And the thing is, I couldn't stop thinking about it. I felt like a massive pervert right now thinking about lewd things I did with my neighbors. "Ugh I need to distract myself," I thought to myself. I considered rubbing one out, but I would probably find myself thinking about Hannah and Laena, and I would feel so guilty doing so. I considered playing some video games, but I quickly discarded that idea because I felt like I couldn't focus on what I was playing due to these erotic thoughts.
I finally concluded that the best thing for me to do is to go on a night run and burn this arousal out of my system. I put on some black running shorts and a navy blue running sweater. I walked over to my front door and slipped on my New Balances that my sister got me for Christmas. As I closed the door behind me I got my air pods and began to place them into my ears. But as I did I heard a faint noise. I quickly jerked my head around and began to scan where the faint sound was, nothing. Then I heard it again. I took off my air pods so I could listen more clearly. I heard the sound again and this time I couldn't pick it up more clearly. The noise I was hearing sounded like a person.
Although it was heavily muffled, I could make out that the noise came from a woman. The noises faded in and out as I observed, eventually the sounds were loud enough to where I deduced that the noises were coming from Hannah and Laena's apartment. I stared at their door. "What's going on in there?" I thought to myself. The right thing to do was to mind my own business and head on my way. But my intrusive thoughts suggested otherwise.
I fought with myself debating what I should do. Then the noise occurred again, this time it was very audible, it sounded like a moan. I subconsciously began to walk closer to their door. As I did the sounds became easier to make out. It definitely was coming from their apartment. Realizing what I was doing, I stopped walking towards their door. "What the actual fuck am I doing?" I whispered to myself. Then the noise occurred again, since I was now a couple feet from Hannah and Laena's door, I could identify what the sound was definitely a moan. My intrusive thoughts returned once again. Eventually I began to rationalize with myself that I should take a quick listen. "No one will know," my curious brain told me. Those words continued to echo throughout my brain until I snapped out of my deep thinking and made my decision.
I quickly looked around cautiously to see if anyone was coming before moving closer to their door and placing my ear against it.
"Mmmhhmm, uh uh uh, yesss Laena just like that." It sounded like they were in their living room.
"You like that Hannah, you fucking like that."
"Mmmhhmmm yes l love it uh uh uh."
I pulled my ear away, baffled by what I was hearing. They were having sex I concluded. "God I feel like a total creep doing this," I thought, kicking myself in the foot. Then my intrusive thoughts forced me to go back for another listen.
"You like that cock inside of you Hannah?" Were they using a dildo?
"Uh uh uh, mhhmmm fuck yea, it's so deep inside of me."
"Yea? You like Lewis's cock deep inside of you, you dirty skank!"
"Did I hear that right? They can't be saying my name, I'm just hearing things," I rationalized to myself.
"Lewis feels so good inside me, I want him to fuck my brains out Laena."
"Mhhmm I think Lewis wants to fuck us Hannah, did you see how he was holding us?"
I jerked my body back from their door. They were definitely saying my name. My heart and mind raced hearing what transpired just behind that door. "Were they using me as their sex fantasy?" I thought to myself, starting to breathe harder. I felt aroused and guilty at the same time. But I started to realize that the signals that they were sending were not mixed at all. Happy would be a strong word to use learning that they were fantasizing about me. But I guess I'm flattered in a way. Shaking my head and pulling myself back to focus. I stepped away from their apartment door and began to head out the building. Opening the doors to the outside, I felt the cold night air hit against my skin. "I really need to go all out if I want to get this out of my system," I thought to myself before I started to jog into the night....
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Odyssey of Hannah & Laena Ch.4
It had been about a week since Hannah and I had that lunch date with Lewis. Ever since that day our sex drives had been through the roof. We would have the hottest and most intense sex two to three times a day. It had gotten so out of hand that we even took some days off of work to satisfy our hungry desires. Our sexual endeavors had begun to start to take a toll on us. There would be nights where we would get no sleep and by the time it was morning we were wasted for the rest of the day. And the reason that we were like this was Lewis.
During that night after he held us close to him, Hannah and I pounced onto each other as soon as he went back into his apartment. We made out a little bit in the hallway, but hearing people coming our way we quickly retreated back into the safety of our apartment. Once inside, we wasted no time getting each other's clothes off and Hannah hastily went into our bedroom to retrieve our dildo. We fucked each other nonstop everywhere in the apartment. We did it in our bedroom, shower, kitchen and living room. And while we were doing that we only had one thing in our minds, Lewis.
We kept fantasizing about him fucking us into oblivion. But he was our neighbor and friend. A part of me told me that it was wrong to use him as a sexual fantasy. But another part told me that he wanted to fuck us, so it was okay to do so. The stares he gave us? With how hot-as-shit we were? He would be crazy not to. And he gave us all the signals, even if he wasn't conscious of it himself. Although I would consider myself very assertive and independent, the thought of Lewis was starting to make me feel certain things I couldn't make out.
-
"I think I'm gonna cut my hair short again Hannah," I said, running my hand through my wavy brown hair. We were lying in our bed after another intense session. Hannah was kneeling between my legs with our toy cock drenched in our juices in her hand.
"Whyyy, I like your hair long and you look so pretty whenever you put your hair up," Hannah refuted, giving me a little sad face.
"I know, but it's starting to get annoying having this long hair. Whenever it gets messy it's so irritating to deal with. I don't know how you handle it so well," I explained.
"Well I do miss your short hair. It reminds me of our college days," Hannah giggled. "So if you really want to cut your hair, I'm all for it!"
I smiled at Hannah and nodded, making up my mind. As I sat there looking at her, she held the rubber cock up to her face again. "How do I look?" She giggled, positioning it against her cheek like she was posing for a picture, pouting her lips.
She looked so hot having that veiny thick cock next to her face. "You are so fucking hot. Wanna bend you over right here and now," I replied, biting my lip. She smiled and removed the dildo from her cheek. As she did that, it left trails of our juice connecting from her cheek and to the cock. The scene started to make me aroused again.
I sat up and moved forward so I could lick the remainder of our juices from her cheek. "Mmhhmm we taste so good," I moaned, lapping her cheek.
"You want more?" Hannah asked, bringing the toy back up to our faces. I locked my eyes onto the glistening toy in awe. Without a word, I got up and sat on my knees before lunging toward the toy and beginning to run my tongue up and down the veiny shaft. Hannah watched as I moved to start sucking on the cock as she held it in her hands. During that week of nonstop sex, we've refamiliarized ourselves with a cock. I could say that we were pretty comfortable at maneuvering our mouths on and around a male appendage. It was almost like we were practicing for something or someone.
I slowly bobbed my head up and down the rubber cock. I moaned, tasting our sweet nectar. "Heyyy, share! Leave some for me," Hannah whined. "Sowwy bawbe," I replied with the dildo still in my mouth. As I pulled my mouth away from the dildo, it made an audible popping sound.
Now that the dildo was free from my mouth, we gave each other a warm smile before plugging our mouths back onto the toy phallus. We ran our tongues up and down the shaft in tandem. Our hot wet tongues would graze past each other as we lapped up our sweetness. Eventually, we would take turns sucking on it. Every time one of us was waiting for our turn, we would bite the corner of our lips and impatiently squeeze our thighs together in arousal, eagerly wanting another go at it.
As we continued to take the cock into our mouths, lust started to consume us. We closed our eyes and moaned profusely while we sucked on it. Our saliva started to dribble everywhere, lathering our faces with our fluids. But as I had the cock in my mouth, my mind conjured up an image of Lewis attached to the other end of it. I moaned at the image my mind projected. I saw myself on my knees as I took Lewis into my mouth. Looking up at him. Thinking of his warm erect appendage entering my wet and ready mouth made me so fucking wet. I wanted to please him for being such a good neighbor to us. Our hot sexy neighbor. The taboo thoughts always made my stomach flutter in excitement. I sucked on the dildo almost in desperation.
As we held the toy cock in our hands, we eagerly sucked on it with such eagerness and burning desire. Then, Hannah started to talk dirty to me. "You like sucking on that nice veiny cock, Laena?" I nodded and moaned in response. Hannah continued to watch me in awe and arousal as I skillfully took the toy cock into my mouth. I would occasionally open my eyes to peek: seeing her watching me so eagerly only made me more aroused.
Hannah and I took turns sucking and licking on our toy for a few more minutes before she stopped and began to say something to me again. "Do you ever wonder what it would be like to suck on the real thing?" she asked panting, before putting her tongue back onto the shaft of the dildo. Hearing this, I withdrew my tongue from the cock and began to look at her in shock. Although we'd been having this fantasy, this was the first time that we had actually talked about acting on our desires. I sat there for a moment thinking about how I should respond to Hannah's question.
"Well, I would be lying if I hadn't thought about it," I replied softly. She pulled the toy cock out of her mouth and placed it on the bed before giving me a devious look.
"Well I've been thinking about it a lot lately too," Hannah disclosed to me. I sat there speechless as Hannah smiled at me.
"I er- we can't, that's so wrong Hannah, he's our neighbor! It would be cheating!" I told her.
"I knowww, but I just can't stop thinking about it. I don't know why," she responded. "It's because you're a dirty slut," I teased, sticking my tongue out at her.
"You mean we're dirty sluts. You know that we want the same thing," Hannah snapped back, crossing her arms before giving me a cute little smirk. Although I was still slightly resisting the thought of acting on our fantasy, Hannah was right.
"Ahhh, I don't know Hannah. That would be pushing it too far, I don't want Lewis to get caught up in our naughty fantasies... who knows, maybe he couldn't handle our depraved minds," I reasoned, trying to play it off, but that still didn't deter Hannah.
"Come on, Laena! Don't you think it would be fun? I know you want to, you just don't want to admit it," she replied, beginning to move closer to me. "Plus, don't you think he wants us also? Do you see how he gets when he's around us?" Hannah replied. "I think he would want this too if he knew what we were thinking." My heart started to beat faster hearing her say this.
I immediately started to recall the time where he was eyeing us in the parking lot. His dark globes stalking us like we were his prey. A spark of lust ignited inside me and my body started to get hot with arousal. Then I felt myself get pushed back onto the bed by Hannah. "So what do you think? Shouldn't we reward him?" Hannah asked in a seductive voice, placing herself between my splayed legs, hovering her face close to mine. I locked eyes with her and bit my lip thinking about her proposal. But as I was thinking, Hannah's hand started to drift down towards my pussy.
Another internal battle commenced in my head as I tried to decide what to do. It would be different if it was a neighbor that we didn't really know. But Lewis wasn't just another neighbor, he was different. We considered him as a close friend at this point, and we trusted him. But with Hannah's hand now on my pussy, my judgment started to get hazy with lust. At this very moment, he wasn't just a friend, close or anything else, but a source of so much naughty sexual tension and release.
Hannah then went over to my ear and began to whisper to me. "Come on, Laena. Lewis deserves it. He's been so kind and affectionate to us." I could only moan as her fingers started to play with clit. My resistance to her idea started to melt away as she played with my pussy. "She was right, he did deserve a reward," my horny brain told me.
"Uh uh, mmhhmm," I mewled softly as she played with my now-wet slit.
"Just imagine how good we could please him," Hannah continued to whisper, "With all this practice we've been doing, I'm sure he will be properly satisfied." Her words did things to me. They were making my mind go crazy.
But I finally caved in and accepted her proposal. "I- I guess we ca- can give him a re- reward," I said, stuttering from the pleasure Hannah was giving me. "Mhm good, let me help you finish, then we can discuss a plan," Hannah giggled, plunging her fingers deep into my wet crevice.
As I felt her delicate fingers slip into me, my back arched up towards her. I kept forgetting how good Hannah was with her figures. We were familiar with every inch of each other's bodies. And we knew just what places felt the best.
"Uh uh uh, mmhhmm, yes," I moaned, as Hannah began to move her fingers in and out of me. The pleasure caused my wet pussy to gush even more around her hand.
As Hannah fingered me, she leaned down and began to lick and kiss around my ear. My body quivered as her tongue played around the inside of my ear. Feeling her wet tongue enter my ear felt so weird. But combined with her pleasuring me, it only amplified my arousal.
Then, as Hannah was using her tongue to play with my ear, she grabbed onto my hand and we interlocked our fingers. Although we were engaging in a super intense session, our hands holding each other was very romantic and sensual.
"Mmhhmm, I love how you make me feel Hannah, I love you so much!" I moaned. Hearing this, Hannah removed her tongue from my ear. "I love you too, Laena," she whispered before putting her tongue back into my ear.
After a little while of Hannah fingering me and tongue fucking me ear, Hannah pulled away from me and sat back up. As she looked down at me she gave me an evil little smile like she came up with some sort of devious idea.
"Hannaahh, wha- what are -yo- you thinking?" I asked, twitching from her fingers still inside me. She remained silent and began to reach for our dildo laying on the bed.
My heart started to race thinking about what she was planning. She picked it up and looked back down at me, still having that devious look on her face.
"I think you'll like this," she giggled. I started to get nervous thinking about what plans she had for me. Then she started to lean down back towards me.
"Open up," she smiled, bringing the pink phallus up to my face. I opened my mouth to say something to her, but before I could I felt the toy cock enter into my mouth.
"MMHHMMFF," I moaned in surprise as Hannah moved the cock into my mouth. My eyes looked at Hannah wide-eyed. She started to chuckle then bit her lip seeing the cock almost halfway in my mouth.
At first I wanted her to pull the cock from out of my mouth so I could say something in objection. But she began to roll her fingers inside my dripping wet pussy causing my eyes to roll back and I quickly forgot what I wanted to say to her. As she fingered me, she started to motion the cock in and out of my mouth. At first she was slow and deliberate in her motions. Feeling the veiny shaft run along my wet tongue only made me more aroused.
Seeing that I was getting more into it, she began to increase the pace of the cock entering and exiting my mouth. Having it in my mouth while she was still fingering me was making me lose my mind from the pleasure and arousal. As she was fucking my mouth with the toy cock she began to say something to me.
"Can you imagine Lewis using your mouth to make him feel good?" she said in a seductive manner. Hearing her mention Lewis caused my horny brain to immediately picture him with his cock inside my wet mouth again, causing me to moan onto the dildo.
"I bet you want him to really fuck your mouth. Think about how his warm, erect, throbbing cock would feel in your mouth," she said, biting her lip. Those words rolled perfectly from her mouth causing my body to twitch with pleasure.
"Now tell me. Are you ready to suck his cock?" she asked, giving me a sly little smile. At first I just looked at her and gave her no indication of what I wanted. Although, I did agree with Hannah that we should give him a reward. The truth was that I was scared. I didn't know how big he would even be, but we imagined that he would be big. But that was mostly our horny brains talking. And doing it with the real thing is very different from a dildo.
"Laena? Don't you want him to use your hot wet mouth?" Hannah asked again. I still gave no answer, still being apprehensive.
Then, as she motioned it in and out of my mouth, she pushed it all the way down to the back of my throat. Fortunately, I don't have a gag reflex so it wasn't entirely uncomfortable, but the abruptness of it came as a slight shock. With the head of the cock blocking my throat, I wasn't able to breathe. Then she just held it there.
"Give me an answer, babe," she pressed, holding the cock down my throat. I still was reluctant to give her an answer.
I tried to hold on for as long as I could, but my chest started to burn and my eyes watered. I couldn't breathe. "Was she really gonna suffocate me to give her an answer?!" I thought to myself. This continued for a few more moments. Now that burning sensation in my chest felt like a blazing hellscape; it was excruciating.
"Laenaaaa," she prodded. The pain was unbearable at this point and I finally caved in. I frantically nodded to her in agreement with what she was asking. She then pulled the cock back allowing me to breathe again, and began to finger me with great ferocity.
Being able to breathe again only made the pleasure she was giving me feel even better. The relief of air combined with her slender fingers fucking and her verbal teasing quickly built me up to my orgasm.
"So you do want him to fuck your mouth," Hannah stated, motioning the cock in and out of my mouth while still fingering me. I began to frantically nod my head again.
"I wanna hear you say," Hannah said, before fully withdrawing the toy cock from my mouth leaving trails of my saliva behind: even stopping fingering me, ending the continuous pleasure. I groaned, knowing what she wanted.
"YES, YES, I WANT HIM TO FUCK MY MOUTH!" I squealed, feeling me start to reach my orgasm. "That's what I want to hear," she said. "Now cum for me. No, cum for Lewis. Cum for him, cum."
I arched my back and screamed as I gushed my juices all over Hannah's hand. My body contracted and my pussy walls squeezed and wrapped around her fingers as I came. Falling back onto my back my body twitched as my tongue hung from my mouth, drooling onto the bed. Hannah smiled in satisfaction and began to lick up my juices from her fingers.
After a few minutes I was able to gather some strength and began to sit back up. "Thank you, babe," I said, giving Hannah a smile. "You're welcome, babe!" Hannah replied happily.
"Oh, sorry about holding the dildo in your throat. I can get carried away sometimes," Hannah said softly, feeling a little guilty.
"Oh, it's okay, you were just having fun. Hell, I was having fun!" I reassured, grabbing onto her hand.
"Thanks, babe. Speaking of fun, is it true that you want Lewis to fuck your mouth?" Her question made my heart drop.
"Wha- what? No no, that's just bed talk," I nervously tried to explain. But it wasn't convincing enough for Hannah so she continued to prod at me.
"I don't know, babe, you sounded like you really wanted it," she continued.
"Ughh, Hannah, stopp ittt," I pleaded, covering my face since it was getting red. Then she played a tactic from my own book and began to pinch my nipple.
"Hey, OW, OW, stop that!" I shouted out in pain. "Tell me the truth, babe," she giggled, continuing to pinch my sensitive nipple. I tried to resist, but the pain became too much for me to handle.
"OK, OK! I want him to fuck my mouth. Happy?" I reluctantly revealed. Satisfied with my answer, she released her fingers from my nipple.
"That's what I thought, you dirty skank," she teased, before giving me a quick peck on the lips. I just rolled my eyes and smirked at her.
Then my mind went back to our agreement to Lewis's reward. What would we even do? I asked myself. My mind raced thinking about a proper reward for him. Sex would be off the table because that would be pushing it too far, for now at least. Not knowing what to do, I asked Hannah what she wanted.
"So Hannah, what kind of reward should we give Lewis then?" I asked softly. Hearing me ask this quickly reminded Hannah about our agreement.
"What? Oh, yeah, let me think," She said, rubbing her chin while looking up. We sat there in silence as she devised a plan.
"I got it!" she exclaimed.
"What do you have in mind?" I replied, arching my eyebrow.
"We fuck him." My heart dropped and my mouth parted in shock hearing what she said. I tried to process what Hannah suggested. Fucking Lewis right off the bat? That would be pushing our fantasy too far.
"Just joking, babe," she giggled. "Actually I was thinking that - since we've been practicing sucking on this dildo for over the past week - maybe we could put some of that practice to good use and please him with our mouths?"
Did Hannah truly just suggest that we should fucking blow our neighbor? Was it another joke? Seeing her expression, I could sort of tell that it wasn't... The thought wasn't foreign to me, but I guess Hannah was sort of digging my unspoken wish out of me. Although I was kinda scared of the idea of giving Lewis a blowjob, the idea of pleasing him with my mouth was oddly appealing to me.
"O- oh okay Hannah... If we're gonna do this, how do we wanna go about it?" I replied, getting up and sitting on my knees, looking at Hannah for ideas.
"Well, I think we should take turns," she suggested. I was a little confused on what she meant.
"What do you mean by that?" I asked, looking at her in a confused manner.
"What I mean is that one day I'll head over, then the other you will do the same," she said very bluntly. My eyes widened hearing this plan.
"Wha- what kind of plan is that Hannah? This is supposed to be our thing," I replied, sounding a little angry.
"Wait, let me finish. We would each take turns giving Lewis his little reward. Then afterwards we can both reward him together. Think about what Lewis would think and how fun this will be for the both of us, this is the perfect reward," she explained. At first I thought her plan was insane, but as I sat there and thought about it, my body started to get hot from arousal thinking about having one-on-one time with Lewis. Being alone with him and doing dirty things with him felt like cheating and very taboo. But since Hannah and I were both doing it, was it really cheating?



"Huh, Hannah that's pretty far out there, I don't know," I said apprehensively.
"How about this, why don't we play a little game to make it more interesting. I bet you that I can suck his cock better than you," Hannah's statement immediately caused me to lock eyes with her. I always took any form of competition seriously since I competed in sports. So hearing Hannah trying to make a bet with me sparked a flame in me.
"Oh yea?! Are you trying to challenge me or something?" I said sternly, leering at her.
"Mmmhhmmm, I am," she said, giving me a little smirk. "This naughty slut," I thought to myself, biting my lip.
"And the loser has to do what?" I asked. Hannah sat there for a few moments to think about it before revealing the punishment for losing.
"The loser has to do the other person's laundry for a whole week," she winked. Laundry? Really? This is how we're gonna play this? Okay... Personally, I thought doing my laundry was super tedious, so I was heavily motivated to win this bet.
"Fine, bet," I said, spitting on my hand and presenting it for a handshake.
"Bet," Hannah replied doing the same and grabbed to shake it. We both gave each other an evil smile as we shook hands.
"So, who's going first?" I asked.
"Hmmm, I will!" Hannah said excitedly. She seemed a little too eager to go first, but I let it slide since I was still a little nervous about doing our little game.
"And are there any rules to our little game?" I added, crossing my arms.
"Mhhh. Only one. No sex. Even if we want it," she stated.
"Hm, okay. And what about kissing?" I figured since things would get a bit steamy with him.
"About that..." She said softly, pointing her pretty brown eyes down and away from me. "Did she really want to kiss him?!" I thought to myself. The idea of my lover kissing someone else other than me made my body heat up with jealousy. But deep down I also wanted to kiss him too, so it would be a bit hypocritical of me to get mad at Hannah. Along with the jealousy came a tinge of arousal as well.
"Fine, but only if I get to also," I agreed reluctantly.
"Of course, of course, babe," she replied happily, hearing that I agreed. She then lunged at me and gave me a big hug. "This is going to be fun," she whispered into my ear which sent a shiver down my spine. I soon returned the favor and hugged her back.
"So when do you want to do this?" I asked nervously, pulling away from our hug.
"Hmmm, how about tomorrow? You can get your haircut and do some shopping while I have my turn with Lewis," she suggested. Already?! It was already one in the morning! The idea that this was happening just a few hours from now made me feel lightheaded. But her idea was not a bad one. This would be a good opportunity to get my haircut and do some shopping. I really had been wanting to buy some more clothes. But the idea of Hannah being alone with Lewis and doing naughty things with him would drive me nuts.
"I guess that can work, but only on one condition," I insisted. Hannah raised her eyebrow at me. "What is it?" she replied.
"You have to send me updates. Okay?" I shyly requested, grabbing my arm with my hand. If we were gonna do this, honesty and trust had to be front and center. I had to be in the know.
"No problem, babe, I'll make sure I give you all the juicy details," she replied, giving me a reassuring kiss on the cheek. "Oh, let me also make sure he's free tomorrow," she added, grabbing her phone from the bedside table.
She sent the text asking if he was free. We sat there nervously, waiting in anticipation for his answer. We knew it was late... maybe he had already gone to sleep? The wait was sheer torture. Every second of waiting felt like hours. Our daze was broken upon hearing her phone ping. Hannah quickly looked at her screen and smiled seeing what it read.
"What did he say?!" I asked, sounding a little excited.
"He said he's free tomorrow. What should I say??" Hannah replied, smiling nervously at me.
"Just ask him if you can hang out at his place," I quickly suggested, as my heart raced. It felt like my heart was going to beat out of my chest.
Although what we were doing felt so taboo, a part of me relished the fact that we were doing it. I was starting to feel aroused again thinking about it.
"Aaannndd sent," Hannah reported, putting her phone down on the bed before lunging at me and giving me a wet kiss.
"I can't believe we're doing this," I said while still kissing her.
"Mmhhmm, this is going to be so fun," Hannah moaned in my mouth. As we made out, I pushed her down onto the bed and grabbed the dildo and prepared to fuck her with it for being such a naughty girl. While good boys get rewards, bad girls get punished. And Hannah had been reeaally bad, suggesting this naughty adventure for us. This odyssey!
-
As I slipped on my final piece of clothing I looked into the mirror to see how I looked. I wore blue floral high waisted trousers with a white long sleeve v-neck crop top blouse that Hannah bought me for me.
"Damn I look good," I said to myself as I looked into the mirror. Then I ran my hands through my wavy brown hair. Even though I made my mind about cutting my hair, a part of me wished that I should keep it the way it is. After I finished playing with my hair, I tied it in a loose ponytail and exited the bedroom. As I walked out I saw Hannah sitting on the couch watching her anime show.
"Hey babe," I greeted, walking over to the couch and sitting down next to her.
"Hi," she replied with a warm smile. "You look good Laena. Is that the top I bought you?" Hannah said, eyeing me up and down.
"Thanks, and yea this is the one you bought me. It's really nice," I responded, looking down at my clothes. "Glad you like it, Laena," she smiled. Seeing her bright smile made my heart melt. God I loved her so much.
We sat there briefly in silence. Today was the day when Hannah would head over to Lewis's and give him his reward. I could tell that we were both nervous to bring up the subject. But wanting to take the initiative I spoke about it first.
"So, when are you heading over?" I asked anxiously. Even in my own voice I could hear my nerves. My body felt cold and I could feel myself lightly trembling. I still couldn't believe that this was happening. My lover was going to please someone else. But I had a little sense of relief knowing that she would be doing it with someone we trust and adore.
"H- he said to just come over whenever. So I plan on going in about an hour from now," she explained to me. It was sort of comforting that I was not the only one nervous about this whole ordeal. It made it more like we were in this together.
"Ar- are you ready?" I probed carefully.
"I think so. I'm a little nervous, but I think when I get into it I will be okay. Plus it's too late to back out now," Hannah replied tensely. In reality it wasn't too late to back out, we could have done so whenever. But I think we both knew we didn't want to.
"Well, you better not slack on your performance or you'll be doing my laundry for a week," I joked trying to relieve some of our tension. Hannah rolled her eyes and moved closer to me to cuddle with me.
We laid there on the couch for a few minutes. But not warning to be late for my appointment with the hair salon, I tapped Hannah on the shoulder indicating that I wanted to get up. She got up off of me and sat back down on the couch. A part of me wanted me to stay with her, but unfortunately I had plans.
"Okay I'm gonna head out now Hannah," I said, getting from the couch up and walking over to the door before slipping on some sandals.
"Okay, babe, I'll see you later," she smiled. Seeing her smile again, I walked over to her and gave her a deep kiss on the lips. She was caught off guard by my sudden movements causing her to blush.
"Be sure to remember to send me updates okay?" I said after pulling away from our kiss. She just nodded happily and I went back to the front door and exited our apartment.
Closing the door behind me I looked forward to seeing Lewis's apartment door in front of me. I froze and just stared at it. In just about an hour from now, my beloved will be behind that door and doing naughty things with our neighbor. Feeling ears started to get hot, I quickly shook my head and began to make my way out of the apartment complex. Once inside my car I started up my car and drove off to the hair salon.
As I drove my mind kept thinking about Hannah and what she would be doing with Lewis. I imagined what such a scene would look like. I conjured up an image of Hannah on her knees before him, with his cock inside her nice wet mouth. I pushed my thighs together starting to get aroused.
I continued to think about Hannah and Lewis being together the entire time I drove to the hair salon. Before I knew it I was already there. I pushed the very lewd thoughts of my lover and my neighbor engaging in salacious acts to the back of my mind and got out of my car.
Walking into the hair salon I saw that this place was almost full. The chatter of people talking ringed in my ears. Thankfully, I had an appointment so I didn't have to wait long. Checking into the front desk, I found a seat and sat down crossing my legs. I took my phone out from my purse and checked the time. It's been almost an hour since I left our apartment. I put my phone down and started to anxiously tap the heel of my foot in the ground waiting for any updates from Hannah.
The waiting was excruciating, every second I sat there felt like hours. My mind raced and my body started to lightly tremble from the anxiety. Then my phone pinged and I immediately picked up my phone again. Looking at my screen it was a text from Hannah.
It read "All right I'm gonna head out now," proceeding with a picture of her in front of our mirror puckering her supple lips and posing with a peace sign while giving a cute wink. She wore teal colored lounge shorts with a matching cami top that tastefully showed her cleavage. She looked so good in it. But she wasn't dressing up like that for me.
"You look so hot Hannah," I texted back.
"Thanks babe <3. Leaving our apartment now, I'll tell you how everything goes" she replied.
Then hearing my name being called out, I quickly put my phone back into my purse and began to get up. Walking over to the front desk, the employee ushered me to one of the available styling chairs. I placed my purse down on the table in front of the chair and sat down. While I waited, I started to get restless wondering if Hannah sent another text. Wanting to see if she did, I began to get up and reach for my purse. But before I could I was interrupted by a voice talking to me.
"HEYYY LAENA!" The voice greeted me excitedly. I turned to look who it was and I saw that it was my hairstylist Donna. Ever since we've moved here she's been taking care of my hair. But since I've decided to grow my hair out, I haven't seen her in a little while.
"Oh, hey Donna," I greeted in return, sitting back down on the chair.
"Where have you been girl? I haven't seen you in ages!" She exclaimed.
"I knowww, it's been a while. I decided to grow out my hair so I haven't been back here lately," I explained.
"Yea, I can see that," she responded, playing with my hair. "So what can I do for you today?"
I told her what I wanted and she began to swiftly get to work. As she cut my hair, seeing my long strands of hair being cut away was kinda painful to watch. But I made my peace with it since it was already too late to back out now. As Donna did my hair we conversed about our lives, work, and other things. Then, she asked about how Hannah was doing. My mind immediately thought about what she was doing right now. I really wanted to reach out and grab my phone, but the situation I was in wouldn't allow it.
Donna called out my name, snapping me out of my crazed daze. "Wha-, oh Hannah is fine, she's doing fine," I responded, sounding a bit detached from our conversation.
"That's good," she smiled, before continuing to work on my hair.
Fortunately for me, Donna continued to converse with me which kept my mind off Hannah for the time being. After about an hour of cutting and styling my hair, Donna spun the chair around and faced me towards the mirror. Donna has outdone herself once again. My long brown wavy hair was now cut into a very pretty pixie cut. My bangs loosely covered my eyebrows perfectly and my now short hair lightly concealed my ears. Combined with my naturally wavy hair, it left stylish wavy strands of hair across my head. I looked so good.
"So, how ya like it?" Donna asked.
"It's perfect Donna! Thank you!" I gushed. I kept turning my head in the mirror, finding new angles to admire my new do. She had truly done a tremendous job.
Shortly after, I got up from the chair grabbing my purse and thanked Donna one more time before heading to the front desk and paid for my haircut. I exited the hair salon feeling like a new woman. There is something about having short hair that is very liberating. I happily smiled to myself and got back into my car.
As I was about to start my car, I suddenly remembered Hannah's updates on Lewis's reward. I left my keys in the ignition and frantically went for my purse and pulled my phone out. My eyes widened seeing that there were several new messages from her.
I slightly hesitated opening them to see what they said. Then I tapped on the notification and read what she sent.
2:05 (Hannah): "I'm in Lewis's apartment right now."
2:20 (Hannah): "Nothing has happened yet I'm still biding my time, we're playing video games by the way. I think I'm gonna try and tease him into something." She then texted a pic with her and Lewis sitting on the couch. Hannah was smiling into the camera while Lewis was holding the video game controller dead focused on the tv in front of him. I had to giggle a bit at Lewis' persistence to remain modest. Oh silly.
2:30 (Hannah): "Alright, gonna try and make my move, wish me luck!"
My eyes widened and my heart dropped seeing the next message that Hannah sent. The image she sent felt so wrong but it was so hot.
2:40 (Hannah): "I'm makng out wit him rn <3," this sloppy message was then followed up with a photo of Hannah and Lewis on his couch hungrily kissing each other. The picture was Hannah taking a selfie while on her back while Lewis was on top of her. I was hit with a wave of jealousy, but as I continued to examine the image of my neighbor and lover making out, I started to get wet and aroused.
Then from there Hannah's updates started to get hotter and steamier. It was like a slippery slope. I could only imagine what else was going to happen.
2:50 (Hannah): "Look good he's sucking my tits," Then there was a picture of her without her cami top straddling Lewis while he was sucking on her supple boobs. My heart started to race seeing the image. It felt so wrong, but at the same time it was very arousing. I squeezed my loins together feeling myself get even more wet.
That was the last message she sent me so far. My body started to get hot thinking about the dirty things they could be doing right now. Hannah doing to Lewis. Lewis doing to my dear Hannah. I closed my eyes and put my phone down while starting to subconsciously move my hand down towards my crotch. I grew frustrated and aroused wanting to know what was happening. My frustration soon turned into anger, "Why isn't Hannah updating me!" I angrily thought to myself. Then as if Hannah heard what I was thinking, another message pinged on my phone.
3:20 (Hannah): "Look how big his cock is babe," the picture that followed made me almost pass out. It looked like they were in his bedroom now. She laid prone between Lewis's legs and her cheek was up against his cock. Lewis's cock already looked like it was wet from her saliva. Was that why she hasn't updated me? Was she too busy sucking his cock? "Dirty... skank..." I was barely able to keep my thoughts straight.
"Oh my god," I said out loud, finally seeing Lewis's phallus. Hannah and I Imagined that Lewis would be big. But actually finding out how big he actually was surprising. Based on the picture that Hannah sent, he looked about a good eight and a half inches. My mouth started to water seeing his well sized girth too. And to even get me started on the thick veins he had on that thing. I bit my lip as my hand slipped under my trousers.
I started to rub myself over my panties as I continued to look at the picture that Hannah sent me. It was so taboo having my neighbors cock against my lover's face like that. But it was also so fucking hot. As I sat there eagerly rubbing myself to the picture of them, I desperately wanted more content to touch myself with. Then Hannah sent another message. This time it was a video attachment.
I audibly gasped seeing what the video was. It looked like Lewis was filming it now. My eyes dilated seeing Hannah sucking on Lewis's cock. Watching her pretty lips wrapped around his veiny phallus made me almost lose my mind. Jealousy and arousal ran rampantly throughout my body as I watched her sensually bob her head up and down his cock. His cock was lathered with her saliva and I could hear her moans through the video audio. My panties started to get drenched as I continued to watch the lewd video. Then she arched her back and her uncovered ass came into view.
I blinked a few times to make sure I saw what I was seeing correctly. Hannah looked to be fully undressed. I couldn't believe my eyes, my lovely girlfriend was naked on somebody else's bed. The idea of nothing covering her pussy from Lewis's cock made my mind race. Thinking about just how easily they could just being fucking right now made me light headed. Although it felt so wrong, for some reason I just started to rub myself even harder.
I bit my lip and moaned as I pleasured myself to the video of Hannah sucking on my neighbor's cock. Moving my hand under my panties, I started to rub my clit. I couldn't believe myself. I was masturbating in my car to a video of my girlfriend pleasing our neighbor. "Ugh, I'm such a perv," I groaned to myself. Continuing to watch the video I eventually became a moaning mess in my car. The video kept making me feel mixed feelings, it felt wrong but it was so hot. I couldn't stop myself from watching.
I watched Hannah continue to bob her head onto Lewis's cock. She looked like she was really into it. Then she removed her mouth from him and began to take his balls into her mouth and began to stroke his shaft as she sucked. "Where the hell did this slut learn how to do that?" I thought, stunned at her actions. But my horny brain was too busy trying to get off to care and I continued to play with my dripping pussy. Starting to feel my orgasm building, I started to desperately rub my clit faster as I watched the video. But as I was about the cum, the video ended.
"What the heck!" I shouted in an aggravated but yet disappointed manner. The sudden end to the video took me out of my orgasm, I really wanted to see the end result of Hannah's blowjob. I pouted like a little girl as I sat there in my car. Snapping out of my horny daze I realized what I was doing. I pulled my hand from out of my crotch and looked at how my fingers glistened in the light from my juices. "Geez I'm such a horny perv, ugh," I reiterated to myself, examining my wet hand.
Looking back at my phone, I became disappointed seeing that there were no further updates from Hannah. She was probably engrossed with sucking Lewis's cock and forgot to. Peering down towards my crotch I saw a very visible wet spot from my earlier endeavors. Resting my head back onto the headrest I heavily sighed.
"I can't go shopping like this," I groaned to myself. "Might as well go home." I dried my wet hand with a tissue and started my car. "But if I were to go home now would Hannah still be doing her thing with Lewis?" I thought to myself before pulling out of the parking space. I shook my head and concluded that whatever happens, happens and pulled off.



As I drove back home, I kept glancing at my phone to see if I received any messages. It was getting to a point where I was not paying attention to my driving. Not wanting to get in a car accident or being pulled over, I hid my phone away from my sight and focused on hastily getting home.
Arriving back at my apartment complex I parked my car and I quickly pulled out my phone and checked for messages again. My eyes lit up seeing that there was a new message from Hannah ten minutes ago. I quickly opened it to see what it was.
3:45 (Hannah): "I think I did a really good job at pleasing him. Good luck topping that," then there was a picture of on her knees with Lewis's cum all over her face and in her mouth. Seeing that picture made my jaw drop.
Seeing my lover being covered in cum made my body tremble in confusion since I didn't know how to feel about it. It was like a mix of fantasy and reality hitting me like a brick wall. I blazed with jealousy, but at the same time It was incredibly arousing. I really wanted to shove my hand back down into my trousers and make myself cum from not being able to earlier. But since I was already home I might as well do it in the privacy of my apartment.
As I made my way back to our apartment, I figured since Hannah made him cum already she would already be back in our apartment. After unlocking our front door, I entered our apartment expecting to see my lover there from her little adventure. But she wasn't there to greet me like she usually does. I scanned the apartment and looked for her. I looked everywhere, and she wasn't here. Then my mind immediately thought of where she could be. "Was she still at Lewis's place?" I asked myself. Then getting concerned about her whereabouts, I pulled out my phone again and texted her.
"Hey babe, I came home early. Aren't you finished, where are you??" I texted in a panic. I waited for a few minutes for a response, but there was still nothing. Was Hannah still doing naughty things with Lewis? I was starting to think that things must have gotten pretty hot and steamy between them and Hannah was doing more things that we didn't agree on. Getting restless I decided to head over and check on them.
I frantically opened the front door and fast walked towards Lewis's apartment. As I walked, I felt myself getting furious thinking about what Hannah could be doing. But in reality I was mostly just curious, and I was dying to know what they were doing. Stopping in front of Lewis's front door, I raised my hand and was prepared to knock on it. I slightly hesitated because I had this odd feeling that I didn't want to interrupt what they were doing. As I prepared to knock, the door suddenly opened.
My eyes widened seeing Hannah right in front of me. I peered past her for a moment and saw that the apartment was ominously dark behind her. She looked like a mess. Her hair was disheveled, her eyes were glazed with lust, and her face was covered in her saliva and other bodily fluids. Glancing at her clothes, her top strap sagged off of her shoulder revealing her boob more and her shorts were loosely fitted. And I couldn't miss that distinct smell of sexual activities on her.
"Oh! He- hey Laena. You're early, I thought you were still out," she greeted sheepishly. Although she looked like a mess, oddly enough she still looked very attractive to me. It reminded me of our fun sessions. Still, she hadn't said anything in forever!
"I texted you. Why didn't you respond?!" I whispered not wanting to cause a commotion. I wasn't mad that she overstayed her welcome. I was more angry at the fact that I wasn't updated on her endeavors.
"Wha- oh, sorry babe. Things got kinda intense..." she responded softly, looking down at the floor.
"Did you fuck him?!" I concluded. Her eyes widened and she looked back up to me.
"What? No, no, no," she refuted. "I would never do something like that! I couldn't do that to you... I just thought that he deserved another blowjob before I left..." Although I kinda believed her, her state of messiness suggested they did something else. Before I could ask Hannah what a looming figure emerged from the darkness and came up behind her.
"Uhh hey Laena..." Lewis greeted nervously, trying to avoid eye contact with me. I could tell that he felt guilty for what happened.
The light from the hallway made Lewis more visible to me. He was just wearing some gray cotton sports shorts and was shirtless. Seeing his well toned body in the flesh caused my eyes to dilate. God he was hot, my mouth started to water taking in the view. Even now. But I needed to stay focused.
"He- hey Lewis," I greeted back nervously. For some reason my face started to blush and my body began to get hot. "Ugh, what is he doing to me!" I screamed at myself. His sudden appearance caused me to start to forget what I was trying to say.
"Laena, do you think we could talk?" Lewis asked politely, rubbing the back of his neck. It was obvious what he was referring to. My mind was everywhere. I wanted to talk to Hannah about what happened, and at the same time Lewis wanted to speak to me about this situation he found himself in. Truly, it was a cordeal thing for him to want to talk and perhaps hash things out about what had happened. It sorta showed character. Wait. What am I thinking??
"Yea, yea another tim-," I tried to brush him off before I was cut off.
"No, like right now," he interrupted. I froze in place and locked eyes with him. He looked very serious about what he asked. I felt shiver go down my spine. It was like he was raising his voice for the first time, so I felt a bit alarmed.
"I uh-, I'm not sur- if right now is the best time," I stuttered, feeling my ears starting to get hot. "I ne- need to have a conversation with Hannah! I'll talk to you when I can, okay? See ya Lewis!"
Before he could say anything, I quickly grabbed Hannah's arm and hastily dragged her back into our apartment. I felt kinda bad leaving Lewis hanging back over there. But I would try to make it up to him. Once inside, I took Hannah to our couch and sat her down with me. We sat there in awkward silence for a few moments.
"What else happened in there?! Don't lie to me Hannah," I asked, sounding jealous with a tinge of curiosity. Starting to scoot closer to her.
"Well, we didn't have sex. Like we agreed upon," she stated, moving her hand closer to mine. I trusted Hannah, so I took her by her word and started to relax more.
"Then what did you do with him??" I prodded, lowering my tone and grabbing a hold of her hand.
"I'll tell you, but first let me tell you about everything that happened from the beginning. So I can make up for forgetting to update you," she said, moving closer to me. Hearing her trying to make amends really pulled on my heartstrings. I really could trust Hannah. I loved her.
"Alright then, shoot," I replied eagerly, wanting to alleviate my curiosity. I got comfortable and sat there intently listening to Hannah recall everything that happened.
A Few Hours Earlier
After saying my farewells to Laena, I watched her as she exited our apartment. Once the door closed I sat back down on the couch and continued to watch my show. I still had some time to burn before heading over to Lewis's place. But as I watched I was barely even able to focus on the subtitles. Although I was the one who had suggested this little game we'd play with Lewis, I was starting to regret it a little. It may have seemed to Laena like I was confident about this entire thing. But in reality I was a nervous wreck. Why did I even suggest it? God damn it. I could barely sleep the entire night as my mind kept thinking about how I was going to handle this. By morning my brain was practically fried. Luckily, with my brain fried, I was finally able to get some sleep.
After a little bit I gave up on trying to watch this episode I was on since I couldn't even follow what was going on. I still had about 40 minutes till I had to go, so I decided to get a headstart and get ready. I took a quick shower, applied a little light makeup, and put on some nice perfume that made me smell so good. "I'm sure Lewis will like how I smell," I thought.. Then I looked into the closet to find what to wear. I wanted to be comfortable but at the same time sexy for Lewis. I combed through my closet for a bit until I found the perfect outfit. I chose some cute teal lounge shorts and I decided to pair them with a nice matching cami top that dipped just enough to show some cleavage.
Putting on my outfit, I went over to the large mirror we had in our room and inspected how I looked. I spun around a few times, checking out my ass. "Damn I look hot," I gushed to myself. Then remembering what Laena told me to do, I quickly picked up my phone and took a quick picture of myself in the mirror and sent it to her with a little message attached to it. I smiled cheerfully seeing Laena's quick response, complimenting me. Checking the time on my phone and saw that it was just about time for me to head over.
Exiting the bedroom, I went over to the fridge to grab a quick drink of water. As I held the water bottle in my hand, I noticed that I was trembling slightly. My nerves were getting to me. After I took a few gulps of water, I put the bottle back into the fridge and made my way to the front door. I slipped on some black slides and exited our apartment.
Locking the door behind me, I walked over to Lewis's front door. As I stood there,my emotions were reeling. My heart started to race and I began to breathe erratically. "I can't believe this is actually happening!" I screamed to myself. A part of me wanted to just text Laena and call off this entire thing. But I had already committed myself to this, so there was no backing out now.
My hand hovered in front of the door for a few moments as I continued to contemplate whether I should go through with this. Composing myself, I finally knocked on the door. As I waited for Lewis to answer the door, I could feel my heart almost beating out of my chest. I could have passed out right then and there. Then my eyes lit up seeing the door opening.
"Hey, Hannah. How are you?" Lewis said, greeting me with a hug. Feeling his arms wrap around me helped me relax a bit more.
"I'm doing good! How about you?" I replied, as we pulled away from our hug.
"Yeah, I'm doing fine, thanks for asking," he responded, smiling warmly. I could tell he was elated to see me again.
"Oh, you can go ahead and come in now," he said, ushering me into the confines of his home. I was kinda excited to learn what his apartment looked like since this was the first time I'd ever been inside. As I walked in, I gave a devilish smile with thoughts of what was to come. He still had no idea, and it made me all jitterish thinking about it.
"Oh, please take off your slides and leave them on the shoe rack," he requested. I simply nodded, slipped off my slides, and carefully placed them on the rack next to the door.
Hearing the door close behind me, I turned around and eyed Lewis up and down. He was wearing some gray cotton sport shorts and a blue t-shirt. Looking up at his face, I caught him eyeing me up and down as well. I knew that he liked what he saw.
"So what do you want to do?" Lewis asked apprehensively, scratching the back of his head. It was obvious he had not planned this through either. He probably said yes without even knowing what he was agreeing to. And in his mind, now here we were. What do we do now? I knew that I couldn't just jump on him right away, so I had to bide my time.
"Hmmmm," I looked around his apartment. His place was pretty nice, nothing too special. He was very organized and well kept from what I could see. Then my eyes locked onto his video game console.
"I didn't know you had the new Xbox," I said walking over to the couch. "Let's play!" He just gave me a nod and walked over to the couch with me and sat down.
As we both settled in, he went over and grabbed a controller from the coffee table in front of us and handed it to me. While Lewis was setting up the console, I quickly pulled out my phone and texted Laena about my whereabouts.
"So any game in particular you wanna play?" Lewis asked. I looked up from my phone and scanned the games he had on his tv. He had a lot of shooters and other types of strategy games. But my eyes locked onto this fun cooking game that I had played a few times with some friends.
"Let's play Overcooked 2!" I squealed excitedly. I was getting jittery since I thought it would be fun. Lewis just nodded and smiled, as he put the game on.
We played for a bit. It was really fun, we worked really well as a team. But I wanted to play something else. I asked Lewis if we could play some Call of Duty. Although I wasn't the best at shooters, I wanted to try something different, and perhaps something more up his alley. As we played, I immediately noticed how good Lewis was. It was kinda intimidating watching him play. His eyes were dead focused and his gameplay clearly showed his skill and prowess. After dying a bunch of times, I gave up and put the controller down and decided to just watch him.
"Hannah, want to do something else?" Lewis asked, seeing me put the controller down.
"No, no, you finish playing. I like watching you play," I replied with a smile.
"You sure??" he tried to reassure me. I just happily nodded and he went back to focusing on the game.
Remembering to update Laena, I pulled my phone out and quickly took a photo of me with Lewis. I looked at the picture and smiled: Lewis was so dead focused he didn't even notice that I had taken a picture with him. "How cute," I thought.. I texted Laena what I was doing with the photo along with it.
I turned my attention back to Lewis and continued to watch him play intently. After a few moments I wanted to up the ante. So I texted Laena about my plans to make my move and put my phone down. Wanting to make things interesting, I decided to tease Lewis as he played.
Lying down on the couch, I placed my legs over his lap. I felt his body tense up as he felt my legs. But, as usual, he remained unfazed. I wanted to get a reaction out of him, so I started to move my legs around and made sure to graze them across his crotch. I smiled deviously: his face reflected how quickly he was losing his focus. I giggled as I moved my legs in front of his face.
"Han- Hannah what are you doing??" he said, trying to gently push my legs away. But I kept persisting and he started to get a bit frustrated. I continued to giggle seeing his frustration. "Hannah, stop that!" he said. Ignoring his requests, I continued to wave my legs in front of his face.
Then I planted my foot up against his face and started to push his head away from the screen. "He- hey, Hannah stop that!" Lewis was really starting to get aggravated. I evilly smiled and began to push his face harder with my foot.
Then he grabbed my ankle and took my foot off his face. I tried to keep it on him, but god he was strong. He moved me with such ease, I felt like a ragdoll as he pushed my legs away from him.
"You're no fun," I pouted, as I sat there next to him. He just shook his head and smirked as he continued to focus on the game in front of him.
Looking back at the screen I noticed that he needed one more kill to win, but his opponents also needed just one kill to win. I glanced back at his heavily concentrated face then back at the screen. After looking back and forth a few times, I smiled deviously figuring out how to get things started.
Moving closer to him, I swiftly snatched the controller from his hands and hastily moved to the opposite side of the couch.
"Wha- Hannah!" Lewis exclaimed, moving to follow me to the other end of the couch. He hovered over me as he tried to grab the controller from my hands.
"Uh uh uh," I teased, stretching my arms back and using my legs to push him away so he was just out of reach from the controller in my hands.
"Not cool, Hannah, not cool," he stated, fighting me as he tried to reach for the controller.
Then suddenly, he grabbed my knees and jerked my legs open allowing him to get close enough to grab the controller from my hands. I audibly squealed, feeling my legs suddenly open up. Lewis was now directly on top of me between my legs and his face was now really close to mine. He initially looked ahead for the controller, but realizing just where he was, Lewis moved his gaze down.
We locked eyes and awkwardly stared at each other. With him on top of me like this I could feel the warmth of his body. My body started to get hot and my face began to blush being so close to him. Being under him. We continued to look deeply into each other's eyes, our sexual tension rising in the air. Then a tinge of regret and guilt gleamed in his eyes and he tried to get up from on top of me. But I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him in even closer.
"Hannah, what are you doing? We can't be doing this," he said, trying to pull himself off me. Considering how strong I knew he was, he could have easily gotten away from me. But Lewis was holding back. He wanted this, but he didn't want to show it.
"Hannah, what about Laena?!" he said in a panic, starting to breathe heavier, growing aroused.
"Don't worry about her, she'll get her turn with you," I whispered seductively. He looked visibly confused hearing what I said. But before he could say anything back, I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled his face closer to mine. This caused him to quickly forget what he was going to say. I got a bit flustered, proud even, at how I made him feel.
Our faces were now mere inches apart. We grew even more aroused, feeling our hot breaths caressing each other's faces. Looking into his eyes I could tell that he was fighting an internal battle. He didn't know what to do. Wanting to take the initiative, I started to move my supple lips up to his. But just before our lips could connect he pulled back, keeping my lips barely out of reach from his. Once more I tried to complete our kiss, but he pulled back again.
"What? You don't want to kiss a pretty girl?" I asked in a breathy voice, giving him a little pout. He remained silent, and continued to stare deeply in my eyes. Wrapped up in my legs and enveloped in my sweet aroma, our intimate embrace was slowly eroding his resistance.
Then his inner desire took control of his body: Lewis moved his lips onto mine and we shared our first kiss. My stomach fluttered. I was kissing my neighbor while my girlfriend was out. Even though Laena knew about my endeavors, it still felt like cheating. But the taboo nature of this made my heart race. I was being a bad girl, and I loved it.
After giving me our first kiss, he pulled away and locked eyes with me once again. I could tell he was conflicted about whether to continue.
"Wait, I need to know about Laena," Lewis stated in a serious tone, still looming over me.
"What do you wanna know?" I asked. "Her bra size?" I joked.
"What did you mean about Laena having a turn with me?" I looked at him for a few moments, contemplating whether I should reveal me and Laena's plan. If I did it would kinda ruin the surprise. But he looked so incredibly guilty about what we were doing, I decided to ease his mind.
"If I tell you, can we continue what we were in the middle of?" I kindly requested. Things were just about to get nice and steamy. Stopping so suddenly was making me feel more than a little sexually frustrated.
"Ye- yeah..." Lewis murmured. I knew that he really wanted to continue where we had left off, no matter how hard he was trying to hide it. I nodded and brought him down to me and I began to whisper into his ear.
As I gave him a brief summary he started to relax more. "So Laena is okay with this?" Lewis asked for reassurance, as he pulled away to look back down at me.



"Mmmhhmmm," I nodded. "Now, are we going to continue where we left off?" I asked in a seductive voice. Lewis looked somewhat satisfied with my explanation. He took a moment to psych himself up before giving me a determined nod.
"All right lover boy, come over here."
Hearing my call, he leaned back down and gave me a deep kiss. It was slow at first. But as we got into it, our kissing grew more intense and passionate. He then wrapped his strong arms around me as we kissed. My body started to really heat up: it had been such a long time since I had shared an intimate moment with a man. As much as I loved the more delicate touch of a woman, I still appreciated the strong touch of a man.
Remembering to update Laena, I freed one of my hands from Lewis's neck and searched blindly around for my phone since I was still making out with Lewis. Finally finding it, I took a selfie of me with him and sent it with a quick sloppily-written message to Laena. "God I wonder what her reaction is going to be like seeing me kissing our neighbor," I thought to myself before putting my phone back down.
As we kissed, he started to roll his crotch into mine. Suddenly, I was feeling something stiff pushing into my own crotch. It was long and hard. I didn't have to ask what it was because I already knew. As he pressed his crotch even harder into mine, my eyes widened at how big he was. Not only long, but girthy too. "He can't be that big??" I asked myself. I wanted to just pull his cock out so I could see for myself, but we were taking it slow and I was okay with that.
After some time passed, we eventually switched positions on the couch. I straddled myself on him as we made out. Our tongues made wet sloshing sounds as they danced with each other. My tongue had already submitted to his some time ago. His tongue was very different from Laena's. Although he was dominant like Laena, there was this level of masculinity that was taking me over in ways I couldn't describe. He tasted like fresh mints too. Did he just brush his teeth?
Getting more aroused I started to roll my hips on top of his crotch, trying to press myself into him as much as possible. I moaned, feeling his hard mass push up against my crotch. My panties started to get moist feeling this erect cock on my pussy. It it wasn't for our clothes, we'd probably be fucking right now. I bit my lip knowing that would be so wrong. So naughty. As I rolled my hips onto him, I felt his hands gripping onto my soft cheeks. He started to eagerly knead them like dough with his strong hands. As he grasped my cheeks, he began to help guide my hips as I grinded on him even harder. He continued to hungrily make out with me. His eager kisses felt like he'd been wanting to do this for a long time.
Lewis pulled away from my mouth and began to plant kisses on my cheek on his way down to my neck. Reaching my delicate neck, he began to sensually kiss me. Feeling his warm mouth on my neck sent shivers down my spine. I closed my eyes and parted my lips feeling my body tingle with pleasure.
Wrapping my arms around his neck I moaned, "Mmmhhmm, ah ah, mmhmm." My moans seemed to embolden him and he began to aggressively suck on my neck.
I felt the intense pressure of the suction he created on the skin of my neck. Although it hurt a little, it really turned me on, arousing me even more.
"Slow down tiger. Uh uh, you're gonna give me hickeys at this rate," I moaned. Ignoring my halfhearted protests, he continued his onslaught on my neck. I was kinda glad that he ignored me because it felt so good.
Lewis seemed to be in a different state of mind. He was like a hungry animal finally feasting after not eating for too long. Suddenly, I started to feel his wet kisses move lower down my neck toward my chest. As his kisses gently rained down on my soft boobs, I was caught off guard by the sudden change of pace. Lewis treated my mammaries with delicacy and care. As he kissed the cloth over my boobs, my nipples sprang erect. They pushed into my top from below, visibly displaying how much Lewis was arousing me. Feeling his warm lips over my cami top, I could no longer resist the urge to remove my top so I could feel his lips on my bare skin.
As if he heard my inner desires, Lewis's hands shifted their attack from my malleable ass, grabbing the hem of my top and pulling it up. I opened my eyes to lock eyes with Lewis. He pulled my shirt up to just below my boobs and looked at me. His eyes gleamed, asking for permission to take off my top. He looked like a begging puppy dog. I bit my lip and nodded, giving him the okay to expose my chest to him. Lifting my arms up, Lewis finished pulling my top off.
My boobs were now exposed to him. I hadn't even bothered to wear a bra because I wanted to surprise him. Lewis took a few moments to admire my supple boobs. My stomach fluttered seeing him in awe of my chest. I was happy he liked what he saw. Then without a word he plunged his face into my boobs, causing me to moan into the air. Lewis kissed, sucked and licked on my mammaries. His warm mouth on my boobs further stoked the fire of arousal that was consuming my body.
As Lewis devoted himself to my chest, I picked up my phone and snapped a quick picture of us. Lewis was too busy with my chest to notice me take yet another photo of us. "Laena is going to love this," I deviously smiled. I texted Laena letting her know how good Lewis was at sucking my tits and sent her the picture of us together.
As Lewis enjoyed himself with my mammaries, I continued to grind myself on his crotch. Rolling my hips on him, I felt the mass of his cock gathering beneath me. The tent in his shorts rose out of his crotch, lurching toward my pussy under my shorts. Feeling his cock poking into me like that did things to me. It was like a switch was turned on in my brain. My pussy began to itch deep inside; I yearned for something to probe those depths. But remembering my agreement with Laena, I had to push those thoughts aside.
Reaching down with my hand, I began exploring Lewis's cock, even if it was still hiding behind a pesky scrap of fabric. As I grabbed him over his shorts, Lewis began gasping for breath. His hard cock throbbed in my hand. My fingers were barely able to wrap around his shaft. I slowly jerked his cock over his shorts as he sucked on my boobs. As my hand pleasured him, he pulled his face away from my chest and looked up at me. Our dark globes locked on to each other as I continued to jerk him off. His eyes conveyed a deep hunger which made me a bit flustered. "God he wants me so bad," I thought, biting my lip.
Wanting to finally give Lewis his reward, I whispered into Lewis's ear, "Let's go somewhere more comfortable so you can get your reward." I bit his earlobe, and as I pulled away, I took a glance at Lewis's face. He looked flushed; I could tell that he was super horny. Picking up my phone, I got up from his lap and headed toward his bedroom.
I opened his bedroom door and observed my surroundings. Lewis's room was pretty cool. He had some basketball posters plastered to his walls, a PC, and his bed looked super comfy. "I wonder what it's going to feel like lying there with him," I deviously thought. But what really caught my eye was the shelf of mangas he had. I quickly went over to it and began to scan what he had. My eyes lit up seeing that he had some of the latest editions of mangas I'd been trying to get my hands on, but could never find since they were always out of stock. I began to browse his shelf for what else he had.
"Do you want to borrow any of them?" Lewis asked, seeing me checking out his selection. My body jerked up, startled by his sudden appearance.
I turned around to face him, "Uhh no, no. I wa- I was just looking," I replied unconvincingly. My face started to turn red with embarrassment.
"Are you sure? You looked very enthused browsing through my little collection," he chuckled.
"I er-, ugh," I choked on my words and looked down to the floor getting more embarrassed. "Would you really let me borrow some of them?" I said softly, slowly looking back at him.
"Oh, yeah sure, of course, it's the least I could do since you ar-," he stopped himself before finishing his sentence. He looked visibly abashed. "What was he going to say? Since I am what?" I asked myself. It took me a moment to process what he was trying to say. But I quickly figured out what he was referring to. Smiling deviously, I walked up to Lewis and got really close to him.
"What were you going to say, Lewis? Since I am what?" I teased, playfully grabbing onto his shirt with a firm grip. It's really cute seeing him all embarrassed.
"Uh, I-, ugh you know what I mean," he groaned, rubbing the back of his neck.
"Mmmhhmmm, I do know what you mean," I smiled, grabbing onto his junk again. His body tensed up feeling my hand grab onto his privates.
"All right, Lewis, go sit on your bed. I wanna see what I'm working with," I ordered, before moving my face up to his and giving him a quick kiss on the lips. He gave me an affirming nod and went over to his bed to sit down.
Following right behind him, I fell to my knees between his legs with my face near his crotch. I slowly ran my hands up his legs to his thighs, and then up over his crotch before reaching the waistband of his shorts and underwear. Lewis's shorts formed a very pronounced tent in reaction to my seductive movements. "Someone's happy to see me," I thought to myself, biting my lip. As I began to pull down his garments, Lewis lifted himself up to make it easier for me.
As his shorts and underwear came down his legs, I suddenly felt something flop onto my face. "Huh?" I wondered. But moving my eyes over to see what was on my face, I saw Lewis's raging hard cock.
"O- oh my god, Lewis," I uttered out in surprise. His cock throbbed on my pretty face.
"Yeah, I know..." Lewis responded faintly. His cock was so long, it had to be a good eight and a half inches. Grabbing his cock, I moved my head back to examine this specimen of a cock. I moved my head around as I observed every detail of his phallus. He had very defined veins that wrapped around his thick shaft. His veins were very similar to those that wrapped around our dildo, but his were a lot more defined. And his girth, well it was just perfectly sized.
I bit my lip and squeezed my loins together feeling my pussy getting wet. Lewis's cock was perfect. I wrapped my slender fingers around his shaft and brought it closer to my face. Lewis's cock emitted a musky smell. At first it seemed a little strong for me, but as I took in more of his scent I grew to like it. It was like his pheromones were flipping a switch in my body that pulled me even deeper into the mood than I was already.
As those instincts took control of my body, I placed the head of Lewis's cock against my lips for a long lasting peck. I could already taste his precum on my lips. It had been a while since I had tasted something like this, but I quickly remembered my fondness for it. Wanting to taste him more, I stretched my tongue out from my mouth and directly onto the tip of his cock. As my hot wet tongue touched the head of his sizable phallus, Lewis's body twitched with pleasure.
"Mmhhmm, you taste sooo good Lewis," I moaned. His cock got even harder hearing me compliment his taste.
I slid my tongue around to the underside of his shaft and looked up at him. His eyes were so focused on me pleasuring him while on my knees. Then, I began to run my wet tongue up and down his shaft. I lathered his cock with my sweet saliva. God he tasted so good, so masculine. Feeling his veiny details on my tongue unleashed even more lubrication from my pussy. That itch I felt inside returned with even more strength. "Ugh, he's making me so horny."
After licking up and down Lewis's cock, I made my way back to the head of his phallus. "Are you ready for your hot neighbor to give you a blowjob in your bedroom?" I said seductively, batting my eyelashes up at him. Lewis looked so aroused, he just gave me a slight nod.
I gave him a quick little smile before engulfing his cock in my mouth again. It had finally happened. That entire sex crazed week with my girlfriend had finally led up to this moment. I hoped it was just the first act of many to come in fulfilling our dirty fantasy. Lewis's cock felt so warm in my mouth and it throbbed so heavily. I took him deeper into my mouth and slowly began to bob my head sensually on him. As I went up and down his cock, I took him a little deeper each time I went down. His girth was stretching my jaw, but I remained determined. I eased more and more of his meat into my mouth, slowly familiarizing myself with the contours and features of his massive cock. His massive wet cock. A mix of my saliva and his precum dribbled down his shaft and onto his balls. Like Laena, I also lacked a gag reflex, so taking Lewis deep into my wet mouth was no problem. But god he was big, bigger than my ex.
"Ah, geez, Hannah," Lewis groaned. His sounds of pleasure invigorated my efforts and I began to bob my head faster and deeper.
As I gorged myself on his cock with my mouth and throat, Lewis grabbed the back of my head with his hand and pulled me onto him even deeper. My eyes shot open and I looked at him for a moment. Getting more and more into this blowjob I was giving him, though, I just closed my eyes again, surrendering to the bliss. Lewis was happy to help me as I fell further into the rapture of this blowjob. His strength pushed me still deeper down his formidable length. In no time at all, the head of his cock was lodged in the back of my throat. Tears were running from my eyes as his cock expanded my throat. My heart melted when Lewis wiped my tears away as I kept sucking him off. He is such a sweetheart. Lewis's cock felt so good in my mouth: I was practically drenched from taking my hot neighbor's big cock so deeply. Doing such dirty things with my neighbor while my lover was out felt so taboo. But the taboo nature of this only made things hotter.
I was so turned on, I had to touch myself! Without conscious thought, my hand drifted down to my crotch. I skipped the teasing and just slid my fingers straight under my drenched panties to play with my pussy. I was already euphoric from the deep throating Lewis's cock was delivering; the potent buzz from my fingers just slathered on a further layer of pleasure.
My knees were hurting, so I pulled my hand out of my soaked pussy, retracted my mouth off of Lewis's cock, and stood back up. As the warmth of my mouth left his cock, Lewis looked up with disappointment.
"Lie on the bed," I ordered. Lewis nodded, slipped off his shirt, and kicked his garments off his ankles. He lay back on his bed, propped his head on his pillow, and looked toward me.
Viewing this naked male specimen, my eyes widened and I bit my lip. Seeing his well toned body and his throbbing erect cock almost made my nose bleed. His cock was so hard for me, it was twitching with his heartbeat. That deep itch in my pussy returned to the forefront of my brain. Feeling my panties and shorts soaked with my desiret, I had to get them off. Sliding the rest of my clothes off to my ankles, I stepped out of them and climbed onto Lewis's bed. I seductively crawled up to him and lay prone between his legs.
Lying there with my face next to his cock again, Laena popped into my mind. I had gotten so carried away with acting out our little fantasy that I had almost forgotten about my promise to update my lover. I quickly grabbed my phone from the bed and grabbed onto Lewis's cock to pose for a picture.
"Hannah, what are you doing??" Lewis asked, pushing up onto his elbows and smirking a bit.
"Oh, I'm just taking another photo for Laena. Don't mind me," I giggled, looking up at him.
"Wait, another? What do you mean?" he questioned, arching his brow.
"Oh, I guess you were too focused on kissing me all over to notice me taking those other pictures before," I playfully winked. "Now you just lie there and let me take this picture for my girlfriend. Then we can continue where we left off."
Wrapping my slender fingers around Lewis's shaft, I laid his cock up alongside my cheek and took the photo. I could feel the mixture of drool and precum dripping down my face, so I knew that Laena would see the same concoction. It was so naughty. "Laena is going to go crazy seeing Lewis's cock," I deviously smiled from ear to ear. I texted her a quick little message and attached the lewd photo to it.
Putting my phone back down I locked my eyes back with Lewis's. "Are you ready, lover boy?"
"Ye- yeah," he gulped eagerly. I gave him a cute smile and plunged my mouth onto his cock once more.
"Mmhhmm," I moaned, having his throbbing cock in my wet mouth again. My humming even caused his cock to throb inside my mouth, leaking even more delicious precum onto my tongue. I bobbed my head in a quick but yet sensual manner. Lewis's body would occasionally twitch whenever I would take him into my throat. From his facial expressions, I could tell that Lewis loved the pleasure my mouth was lavishing on his cock. From the throbbing, from his groans. He loved every bit of it.
But as I was blowing Lewis, Laena came back into my mind. I wanted to show her what I was doing and how good I was making Lewis feel. What she had to compete with. Coming up with an idea, I reached for my phone. I withdrew my mouth from Lewis cock so I could hand my phone to Lewis.
"Huh, what is it, Hannah," he asked, grabbing my phone from my hand.
"I wan- I want you to film me for Laena," I sniffled, wiping some of our mixed bodily fluids from around my mouth with my arm. Lewis knew what I wanted and why, so he didn't object to my request and positioned himself to take the video. Besides, I think he just wanted me to get back to blowing him as soon as possible.
"Ready?" Lewis asked, holding my phone in the perfect position to film me giving him his blowjob. I nodded and took his cock into my mouth again.
Since he was filming me, I wanted to make sure to give Laena a show. So while I was sensually sucking Lewis's cock, I arched my back and stuck my ass up in the air so the camera could see. I sexily wiggled my ass while I bobbed my head up and down. Wanting to make the video better for Laena I started to moan on his cock. I was confident she would lose her mind watching this video.
After a few minutes of sucking, I wanted to take things a step further. I withdrew my mouth from Lewis's cock and went down to his balls. I looked them over closely. They were nicely sized and healthy looking. "I'm sure his cum must be very potent and virile. He'd definitely be able to knock me up if he came in me," I thought to myself. God, where did that even come from? Pushing my curious thoughts aside, I took one of his balls into my warm wet mouth. Grasping onto the shaft of his cock, I began to stroke him as I sucked his balls.
"Dam- damn Hannah. You're going to kill me," Lewis groaned in great pleasure. I smiled with his balls in my mouth hearing his praise. This caused me to stroke him faster.
Lewis was breathing harder as I sucked his balls and stroked his cock. The more I pleased him, the more pleasure I was bringing to myself. My body was hot with arousal and my pussy leaked onto his bed. His bed sheets were going to need changing when we got done! I looked up at Lewis, still filming me while I kept giving him his reward. But as I stroked him faster his body began giving way to the rapidly-approaching culmination: he stopped recording, threw his arms down onto the bed along with the phone, and clench his fists for his dear life. Seeing that he wasn't recording what I was doing anymore, I wanted to stop briefly and tell him to record again. But I was so engrossed in what I was doing that I dropped the subject. "That video was good enough for Laena," I rationalized, before returning my focus to making him cum.



For some time, I alternated between sucking his cock and stroking him. Lewis still hadn't cum yet. "He sure lasts long," I said to myself. Although this was fun, my jaw was starting to hurt: I needed him to go ahead and cum already. Increasing my efforts, I took him deeper and faster into my mouth. Wanting to give him as much sexual stimulation as possible, I began to moan with his throbbing cock in my mouth. I bobbed my head with skill and precision, trying to coax it all out of him. All that practice I did with Laena was starting to pay off.
Lewis's breathing became erratic and his chest heaved. Seeing this I removed my mouth from his cock and went back to sucking on his balls. I rapidly stroked his cock and moaned onto his balls, giving him the maximum pleasure possible. He groaned and began to grip his bedsheets. He was close.
"Hannah, oh my god," he moaned. His cock tensed in my hand and his balls twitched in my mouth.
"Mmmhhmmm," I moaned again, stroking even faster, increasing the suction with my mouth.
"Hann- Hannah, I'm gonna think I'm getting close." he groaned. His cock fully constricted and his balls made one final strong twitch. Sensing this I opened my mouth and placed my tongue below the tip of his cock.
Lewis bursted with great force. He let out a loud bellow as ropes of his virile cum exploded onto my face and mouth. He pumped healthy loads and he just kept on going. I continued to stroke him to milk out as much as I could. When he finally finished cumming, he lay there panting heavily, recovering from his intense orgasm.
Pulling away from his cock, I sat back down onto my knees. I took in how he tasted. His cum tasted salty, like I remembered. But his cum also had this tinge of sweetness to it that I found enjoyable. I kinda wanted to taste more of his cum. His thick cum covered my pretty face. It was still warm which made my body tingle with pleasure.
Glancing down at him lying there, my eyes immediately locked onto my phone. "LAENA!" I screamed to myself. I had been so immersed in the moment, I had almost forgotten to update her with what was happening. Luckily, I caught myself right before I was about to clean the rest of Lewis's cum off my face and taste him again. "I need to send a photo of my current state to Laena," I thought to myself. Tapping on Lewis's thigh, I motioned for him to get my phone. He immediately understood his assignment.
"How do you want this?" Lewis asked, as he sat up. I couldn't properly communicate with him since I still had his cum in my mouth. Frantically, I tried to direct him with my hands instead. At first confused by my erratic hand movements, Lewis quickly figured out what I wanted him to do. He stood up on the bed and directed the phone camera down towards me. Gathering myself I posed myself for the camera as sexily as I could. Lewis snapped the picture of me on my knees with my mouth open and brimming full with his cum and with my face still covered with his dripping cum. Sitting back down, he handed my phone back. I quickly sent a message informing Laena of how well I did and attached the photo of my cum-covered face. "She's going to pass out from this," I deviously thought to myself before putting my phone back down on the bed.
I considered going to the bathroom and cleaning his cum from my face and out of my mouth. But the taste of Lewis's cum was becoming more enticing to me. "Should I spit it out?" I asked myself. I sat there for a few moments debating what I should do. I didn't mind the taste of cum, but I had never really relished it. It was probably because my last memory of the taste of cum was with my ex, and he didn't really taste that good. But Lewis, there was something about his cum. The longer I had it in my mouth, the more the flavor was growing on me.
Making my decision, I closed my mouth and swallowed his seed. "Mmhhmm," I moaned to myself, savoring the flavor of Lewis' sweeter-tasting cum. Using my fingers, I gathered his cum that remained on my face and then sucked and licked the cum off my fingers until they were all clean again. I really liked his taste.
Opening my eyes when I was all done smacking and slurping up his cum, I saw Lewis sitting there smirking at me a little bit. My face immediately turned red and my ears got blazing hot. "Why are you looking at me like that!" I squealed, covering my face with my hands from the sheer embarrassment I was feeling.
"Nothing, nothing. Sorry," Lewis apologized, chuckling quietly. I could tell that he liked seeing me lick up and swallow his cum. Hell, any man would. Seeing a hot chick happily consuming their seed? Fucking reptile brains. Only thing guys liked better was to bust it all inside.
"Ugh. Keep this between us okay?" I requested in a soft voice.
"My lips are sealed," Lewis replied, doing a zipping motion with his hand over his lips. I smiled knowing that I could trust his word.
"Oh and uh thanks by the way. You guys are really great. This was fun," he said sincerely. My heart nearly melted hearing how sincere he was. He was already a really good friend. What was he becoming to us now?
I put those thoughts aside and began to crawl off his bed. I had completed my task. Lewis had received his reward and now it was time for me to go back home. I was a bit disappointed: I hadn't been able to reach my own orgasm since I was so focused on giving Lewis his. That orgasmic itch still lingered deep inside me and I desperately needed it to be scratched. I was going to have to fuck my brains out with our dildo when I get back home.
I sat on the edge on Lewis's bed for a few moments still reeling from everything that had happened. My body was tired from doing all those naughty things with my hot neighbor. I smiled proudly knowing how well I had rewarded Lewis.
As I stood up I felt a presence behind me. Looking over my shoulder, I saw Lewis sit down directly behind me. He placed his legs on the outside of mine and pressed his solid chest against my back.
"Le- Lewis wha- what are you doing!" I stuttered, feeling flushed as his strong presence invaded my intimate space so closely.
"I want to thank you for all you've done," Lewis whispered into my ear. My body swelled with arousal. His behavior was totally unexpected, but oh so welcome!
He wrapped his arms around me and gently cupped my boobs in his big strong hands. As he carefully kneaded them, my eyes closed and I softly moaned.
"Just relax, Hannah, it's only fair that you get to cum too. You deserve it," Lewis whispered as he tenderly nibbled on my earlobe. Not having expected anything in return, I was speechless. God, he was so hot. I was a little nervous because I hadn't cleared anything like this with Laena in advance. But my body was already melting as I relaxed into all the stimuli I was receiving from him.
One of Lewis's hands gently drifted from my chest down my stomach, then found its way still further toward my crotch. His strong hands summoned yet another wave of naughty buzzing pleasure from the depths of my body. As his hand firmly curled under my crotch, I moaned lightly and wrapped one of my arms behind his head.
"Le- Lewis, Lewis....." I groaned softly, feeling his fingers slipping into my wet slit.
My body quivered with pleasure as his fingers delved deeper. I parted my lips, moaning louder as his fingers stoked my inner fires even higher. Lewis's fingers were strong but gentle at the same time. The more he plied my pussy lips with his fingers, the wetter I got. My mind was melting and I was running on pure instincts. Surrendering my body to him fully, I let Lewis take complete control.
Parting my wet pussy lips with his fingers, Lewis rubbed my little fuck button like he knew what he was doing. The sweet kisses he was imparting to my neck combined with the wave after wave of pleasure rolling through my pussy further inflame my flesh.
A still sharper pang of pleasure pierced through me as Lewis's fingers sluiced even more deeply into the wet well of my pulsating little slit. Centimeter by centimeter, his middle and ring fingers laid siege to my wet warm crevice. My body trembled in the throes of ecstasy; my legs naturally spread themselves open for him.
"Oh oh uh ah. Le- Lewis, yes, Lewis," I moaned rapturously, as he kissed and groped me from behind.
Lewis's cock hardened again in response to my moans. Any man hearing a girl hotly moaning his name would have reacted the same: his cock poked and prodded against my lower back. Feeling his engorged phallus throb against me elevated my arousal to new heights.
As Lewis's fingers plunged even more deeply, my body contracted and I arched my back away from him. But Lewis's strong arms pulled me back, holding me immovably in place as my contractions peaked. My inability to resist his grip had caught me off guard, but had also thrilled me to my core. Being handled by a strong man did things to me. My brain flipped a switch and I relaxed into his arms.
Lewis's fingers definitely felt very different from Laena's. His were longer and thicker; hers were slender and delicate. Although I loved feeling Laena's delicate digits in me, Lewis's more powerful fingers had short-circuited my brain. He could reach so deeply into my pussy, stirring places that had never before been plumbed. He threatened to satisfy that itch I so urgently needed to scratch.
"MMhhmm, uh ah ah uh," I moaned, as he moved his sturdy fingers in and out of my soaking wet pussy. My warm walls stretched and wrapped around him.
As Lewis continued to finger me, I reverted into a state of lust. I lay limp as Lewis held me close. The warmth of his body made my stomach flutter. This felt all too much like succumbing in the arms of a significant other. Lewis was handling me almost like a boyfriend would. "No, no, I can't be thinking such things. I have a girlfriend," I argued with myself. But Lewis's fingers, his warmth, and his kisses were starting to make me feel things for him. Not just lust and desire, but something more. He handled me with such care and affection.
Feeling Lewis's fingers began to roll up towards my love spot, I squealed and arched my back again. "OHHH, MMMHHMMM," I moaned out loud. Hearing that he was doing something right, Lewis squeezed my boob harder and applied even more pressure to my g-spot. I was too alight with sensation to form any kind of coherent thought. My tongue hung out of my mouth and my drool was dripping down onto my heaving breasts. Lewis's lips abandoned their ravishing of my neck as he instead slipped his tongue into my mouth. My tongue offered little resistance to his as it played and danced with mine. I moaned into his mouth as he skillfully fingered me. I was in inexpressible ecstasy.
Feeling my orgasm building once again, my breathing became heavy and erratic. I had been desperate to cum ever since we had started making out on his couch. My main mission had been to give Lewis his cum reward, so my focus had kept getting diverted each time I had approached my own pinnacle. That Lewis was now determined to return my gift was a huge turn-on for me. :He was such a good frie-. Wait, was that all he was?" I asked again.
My moans became more audible in Lewis's mouth as my orgasm swept up to its peak. Parting his mouth from mine for long enough to whisper in my ear, Lewis asked, "Are you close, Hannah?" I opened my eyes just enough to peek at him behind me. "Ye- yes, yes Lewis, I'm getting so close," I replied, breathing erratically.
"Good, I want you to be a good girl and cum for me," Lewis ordered. It sounded odd hearing him say such things to me. He was always so kind and caring; hearing him talk dirty took me by surprise. And so demanding! But god did his words do things to me. Hearing Lewis order me to cum for him unleashed depths of depravity I didn't even know I possessed. I just needed to follow his orders and be a good girl and cum for him. I'm always a good girl, or at least I try to be most of the time.
"Ye- yes, dad-. Yes daddy," I uttered, moaning. I don't know why I said that. For some reason I just needed to, I had to. "Would Laena be mad that I'm calling our neighbor daddy?" I wondered. But those thoughts were quickly drowned out by my impending orgasm. Sensing my orgasm approaching, Lewis moved my head towards him and he slipped his tongue into my mouth once more. I didn't even fight him, I just let it happen.
"MMHHMFFF," I squealed, feeling myself reaching my long awaited orgasm. My wet walls contracted tightly around Lewis's fingers and my back arched. I gushed onto his hand and shook violently. Lewis held me tight as I trembled. He kept holding me close to him until my orgasm subsided and my body began to relax again.
"Oh my god, Lewis. That was amazing," I panted, pulling away from his mouth. I rested myself on his solid body, still reeling myself in the intensity of my orgasm.
"No problem, Hannah," he chuckled, withdrawing his fingers from my dripping pussy. I twitched a little as his long digits left me empty.
"You sure know what you're doing. Whe- where did you learn how to do that?" I asked, resting my head against his chest.
"I uh... used to have a girlfriend..." Lewis murmured. It sounded like he kinda struggled to say that.
"She was sure was a lucky girl," I giggled.
"Yeah.... you can say something like that," Lewis sighed. He clearly sounded a little upset. I wanted to ask him what was wrong, but I didn't want to prod him any further. It seemed very personal to him.
Wanting to make Lewis feel better, I turned my head to face him and planted an intimate kiss on his cheek and whispered, "Well, you have me now." Lewis' upset look faded away and he gave me a warm smile. We shared a very meaningful moment together as he held me close to him. Although I had a girlfriend, I really enjoyed this small instance we shared.
Noticing Lewis's cock still throbbing against my back, my body tensed up a bit. I could feel his precum leaking onto me. "Lewis is insatiable," I thought to myself. I really should be leaving since I already gave him his reward. But I felt like I shouldn't leave him here like this. "One more time wouldn't hurt," I thought.
Moving away from Lewis, I got down on my knees and sat between his legs once more. "I think you deserve one more reward for making me feel so good," I smiled. Lewis didn't object. Hell, if a hot chick willingly offers to suck you off, no man is going to object. Locking eyes with Lewis, I leaned his thighs with my hands and moved my mouth towards his hard cock. As his throbbing cock inserted into my mouth, I reveled in his warmth in my mouth and began to bob my head sensually once again. The sound of his blowjob echoed throughout his bedroom....
-
"Hannah, geez, god Hannah," Lewis moaned. His cock started to expand in my mouth. He was about to cum again. I moaned around his cock and began to take him deeper into my wet mouth. Lewis used his hands to push my head further down onto his soon-to-erupt cock. He was going to cum in my mouth and I wanted him to. I needed to sample his tasty seed again. And him forcing me to go down further just made me all the more willing. I just had to have it in my mouth. "Please! Use my mouth, daddy! Cum right where you belong," I even begged in my mind as he continued to press me down on his throbbing length.
FUUCKK," Lewis groaned. His cock exploded into my mouth, pumping out his cum. Feeling his warm life essence fill my mouth made my body flutter. I made sure that not a drop of his cum escaped from me. Each time his cock twitched, he deposited another load on my eager tongue.
After he shot his final load, I swirled some of his cum in my mouth for a few moments so I could fully savor his taste. His warm cum in my mouth made my stomach tingle. It felt like I was becoming addicted to his cum. But that could just be my horny monkey brain talking.
Swallowing his hefty load, I made an audible gulping sound. "Mmmhhmm, you taste so good, Lewis," I moaned. Looking back up at him, he looked spent. But he was unable to hide a little smirk.
I rolled my eyes at him and stood back up. Bracing my hands on my hips, I had this vague feeling I was forgetting something. Then looking at my phone triggered me to think about Laena.
"Oh my god!" I exclaimed, quickly reaching for my phone. I was so engrossed in sucking on Lewis's cock that I had forgotten to take any more pictures or videos for Laena. "Ugh, she's going to kill me."
"What's wrong Hannah?" Lewis asked with concern.
"Ugh, I forgot to update Laena on what we were doing," I sighed as I stared at the blank screen. I stood frozen, not knowing what I should text to Laena. She was probably mad that my updates had stopped. My last update was long enough ago that she had to know that something outside our plan had taken place. I couldn't properly focus with Lewis near me. His very presence was a distraction, but not in a bad way. Putting my phone down, I figured that I would need to come up with some sort of excuse to explain my sudden disappearance to Laena. But not here, I needed to return to my apartment and come up with something there, away from my distractingly hot naked neighbor.
"I should really get going now Lewis," as I began gathering my clothes up off the floor.
"Oh, okay, yeah," Lewis responded, sounding a little disappointed.
Sensing his concern, I grabbed my panties and threw them at him. "Here's a little souvenir to remember this little moment we had together. And I'm sure we'll get to see more of each other," I said before giving him a cute wink. Lewis simply nodded and gave me a warm smile.
"Uhh, thanks," Lewis awkwardly said.
I turned to him and raised my eyebrow, "What? You don't want them?" "I thought guys liked taking girls' panties as trophies."
"No, it's not that. I just don't really know where to keep these without feeling like a creep," Lewis explained. I stood there and looked at him. I honestly didn't know what to do.
"Just um, hide them somewhere safe, I guess, I don't know," I answered. Lewis rolled his eyes and put my panties down on his bed. "Frame them on the wall." I joked. Lewis rolled his eyes and chuckled.
Sliding on my shorts, I exited Lewis's bedroom and went to retrieve my top. I put on my final piece of clothing, but before I could start walking for his front door, Lewis called my name.
"Hannah, before you go. Do you need anything? Like a drink or are you hungry?" Lewis asked, in an almost desperate attempt at being cordial. "How thoughtful of him," I thought. Now that he mentioned it I was feeling pretty thirsty from the blowjobs I had given him, but I wasn't feeling hungry at all since my stomach was full of his cum.
"Aww, thanks Lewis. I'll just have some water," I answered. Nodding, he briskly retrieved a bottle of water from his fridge.
I gratefully accepted the bottle of water. "Thanks," I said, grabbing it from his hand. I didn't realize how thirsty I was until I started drinking. My subtle swallowing turned into eager gulps, and I started to down the bottle of water.
Looking over at Lewis, I nearly choked on my water. He was staring at me so intently. I started to blush and my ears got hot. Pulling my mouth away from the bottle I asked, "Why are you looking at me like that??"
"Wha-, I was staring? Sorry, I didn't mean to. I just think you are really pretty," he abashedly responded. "What a cutey."
"You're so cute, Lewis! Come here," I said, putting my water bottle down, before walking over to him and wrapping my arms around his neck to pull him in for a kiss.
Our light kissing quickly got intense; we were sloppily making out once again. We traded fluids as our tongues danced. I squealed, feeling Lewis place his big strong hands onto my hips. This was definitely different from Laena. The two feelings were very distinct. I liked the soft delicate nature touch of Laena. But I also enjoyed Lewis's strong, masculine feeling.



After some time had passed, I decided that it would be good to stop our intense make out session before we did anything naughty again. I tapped Lewis's shoulder indicating that I wanted to stop. As he pulled away I felt his hands let go of my hips.
"Okay, I should really get going now Lewis. I'll see you later, yeah?" I said, beginning to walk to the front door. "Oh and get ready for Laena. I'm sure she'll be insatiable after I sent all those goodies to her. Be a good boy for her, please," I winked.
"Oh, okay. When is she coming to see me?" Lewis asked apprehensively. I could tell he was nervous. Who wouldn't be? This was a lot for a guy. Two hot neighbors having him at their mercy. And Laena was certainly the more assertive one. Maybe he was even slightly intimidated.
"Hmmm, she'll let you know. Okay, see ya, Lewis!" I said to him and gave him a warm smile. Lewis smiled and nodded, waving goodbye.
Turning around, I walked to his front door and slipped on my slides. As I opened the door, I was startled by a person standing directly in front of me. It took me a second to identify who it was because of their short hair. Getting a second look, I finally recognized who was in front of me. It was Laena.....
-
"So he just fingered you?" I asked for reassurance.
"Yup. But he was sooo goood Laena, he might as well have been fucking me," Hannah gushed. My stomach fluttered with mixed feelings hearing how Lewis had fingered my lover, my girlfriend. My hot neighbor performing acts of lust on my beloved, the idea of that threw my mind into discord. But her descriptions were really hot. Hearing Hannah recount her sexual adventure, I caught my hand trying to move into my crotch. I couldn't believe that Lewis was so good at doing naughty things. Based on what Hannah had told me, he seemed like a pro. I felt a shiver go down my spine knowing my turn with him was coming up.
"Oh by the way, I love your hair, Laena," Hannah complimented. With everything happening so fast, we hadn't been able to talk about my new haircut. And it was nice to talk about something unrelated to our dirty fantasy that was now becoming all too real.
"Thanks babe! Donna did a really good job," I replied, playing with my now short hair. Hannah moved her hand over to ruffle my new hairdo but I smacked her hand away playfully.
"Awww Donna, I miss her. Did you tell her how I was?" Hannah asked. I nodded and chuckled a little atHannah's excited interest in my hair stylist.
"Wow, I still can't believe how long it has been since you've had your hair cut short. It reminds me of how hot you were in college," Hannah reminisced. She scooted closer to me and laid her head on my shoulder. I raised my eyebrow hearing her little remark.
"And I'm not hot now?" I replied sternly, pinching her cheek and playfully pulling on it.
"Heyy, ow ow ow. Tha- that's not what I meant. You are still hot, I ju- oww!" I let go of her cheek. I knew what she meant, I just wanted to tease her a bit.
Rubbing her cheek, Hannah turned to look at me. She was giving me a cute little pouting face. "Say you're sorry," she demanded. "God, she can be such a baby sometimes." I rolled my eyes and apologized, "I'm sorry, my little baby." I gave her a quick peck on the lips.
"I'm not a baby, I'm a grown woman, Laena," she tried to refute, still pouting.
"Okay, Hannah, you're a grown woman. Happy?" I said sarcastically. She happily nodded and resumed resting her head on me.
Enjoying each other's company, we sat there and relaxed on the couch for a little while. But sitting there idly only allowed my mind to think about Hannah and Lewis. Just a few moments ago they were engaging in intense sexual acts. How could my lover go from being a naughty girl to a loving girlfriend in such a short period of time. The thought baffled me.
I kept conjuring up images of what Hannah told me. I squeezed my thighs feeling my pussy getting wet from my dirty imaginings. Lewis fingering Hannah was definitely not part of our plan. But she technically didn't break any rules, which was no sex. That he did it out of reciprocation was very sweet of him. He really was the best neighbor we could ask for. But I still felt discord within myself. My beloved girlfriend doing naughty things with my hot neighbor, so taboo! I was more jealous than angry. I rubbed my loins together feeling a jealousy induced horniness building within me.
Wanting to relieve this horniness, I tapped Hannah on the shoulder and whispered, "Hey, babe, wanna fuck?" Hannah didn't respond. I gently shook her, "Hannah?" Leaning my head forward to look at her, I saw that she was dead asleep. All that fun she had must've rendered her exhausted.
Not wanting to disturb her, I gently got up from the couch and carefully laid her head on the couch pillow. Looking at Hannah, I admired the sleeping beauty. Although I wanted her to get some rest, I felt a little disappointed because I wanted to relieve my pent up sexual tension that'd been building up all day. Sighing heavily, I walked over to our bedroom to relieve myself of this burning arousal in my body.
-
I sighed in relief, removing my fingers from my dripping wet pussy. I had felt so dirty since I used the pictures that Hannah sent me to masturbate to. "Ugh, why am I like this?" I asked myself. Turning my body to the side, I stared at myself in our giant closet mirror. My naked form lay there like a classical painting. "Damn, I look good". As I admired myself in the mirror, my mind drifted and I began to think about Lewis. My breathing got heavier realizing that my turn with him was coming up. Instead of thinking about what he did with Hannah, my thoughts turned to what he was about to do with me.
Thinking about how Hannah had submitted herself to him made me think about if that was going to happen to me. I had always considered myself to be assertive and independent, so the idea of submitting myself to him in this situation was very foreign to me. And I wasn't just going to hand the keys over.
Thinking about my upcoming appointment with Lewis, I picked up my phone and messaged him asking him when was the best time for me to come over. My heart raced waiting for him to respond. I felt like a teenage girl texting her crush. As I waited, seconds felt like minutes and minutes felt like hours. The anticipation was killing me. Closing my eyes, I rested my head on my pillow. I could feel my heartbeat up to my ears. Then, hearing a ping on my phone, my eyes shot open and I jolted my head back up to look at my phone. My pretty green eyes lit up to see that it was Lewis. How had I become this anxious mess? And on account of a boy?
"I'm free tomorrow," he replied. My heart skipped a beat knowing that my turn was soon to come. Tomorrow. Within the next twenty-four hours. "Why was I acting like this?"
"Okay, good. I'll see you tomorrow," I texted back. Holding my phone close to my chest, I imagined all the naughty things that were going to happen between us. It sparked flames of arousal within me and my body started to get hot.
With my horny aroused brain starting to take over my body, I thought about giving Lewis a little tease. Taking my phone, I raised it up into the air for a selfie. Placing my arm under my exposed shapely mammaries, I pushed them up to make them look more pronounced and gave the camera a devious smile. After taking the picture, I examined it for a few moments before sending it to Lewis. "This will surely make him horny for me tomorrow," I thought, wickedly.
Sending Lewis the lewd photo, I attached a message with it that said, "Get ready to see all of this tomorrow, big boy." Staring at my phone, I eagerly waited for his reaction. My heart raced seeing that he was typing. The three dots that showed he was typing just kept going and going. He must be totally flustered seeing a sexy picture of my naked body to him.
"Oh, wow, Laena. You look good," Lewis finally texted back. I was a little irked by his compliment. I didn't just look good, I was hot. But I smiled seeing how I can use this to tease Lewis.
Wanting to stir him up, I replied, "I just look good, huh? Okay..." I couldn't contain my evil grin waiting for his response.
Immediately texting back he said, "Wait wait, that's not what I meant!" I always get a kick out of teasing him.
"Then what did you really mean, Lewis?"
Taking a few moments to type, "You look hot, Laena." My heart jumped seeing what I wanted him to say.
"What was that, Lewis? How do I look?" I repeated, wanting to relish his compliment.
"HOT YOU LOOK SO FUCKING HOT. Happy?" I grinned from ear to ear, satisfied with what I read. "Good boy."
"Mmmhhmm, thank you, Lewis. You're so flattering," I happily texted back.
Thinking about what I had done, my heart started to race. I just sent my neighbor a nude photo of myself. "Will he save it to his phone and use it for later?" I asked myself. The thought of Lewis using an image of me to pleasure himself with made my stomach flutter. Would Lewis even do such a thing? Did he find me attractive to that extent?
Wanting to pique my curiosity, I typed, "So does that picture make you hard?" I couldn't believe I texted that to him.
"What??" I'm sure he was baffled by my sudden question.
"My naked body. Does it make you hard?" I repeated. "And don't lie to me, be honest." I knew what he was going to say, I just wanted to see him say it himself.
Taking another few moments, he replied, "Yeah..." I happily giggled at his confession.
"Yeah? You like how my boobs look, Lewis? I bet you wanna hold them." I pressed him.
"Yes, I do wanna hold them." I guess the cat was out of the bag since he wasn't hesitating to respond to my salacious questions. I squeezed my loins tightly reading his desires.
"Do you wanna see more of me, Lewis?" I asked, I wanted him to be so horny for me. It was like I was playing with my food.
"Yeah, Laena. I wanna see more," he eagerly responded.
"Hmmm okay, I'll show you more. But you have to give me a little something. It's only fair," I requested. I didn't specify what I wanted to see. But I think we both knew what I wanted.
"What do you have in mind?" Lewis asked.
Biting my lip, I replied, "Let me see your cock." I couldn't believe I was asking for a dick pic. Never in my life would I do such a thing. If it wasn't for Hannah and this dirty fantasy she had introduced us to, I never would have thought that I was capable of this.
"Ummm okay, give me a sec," Lewis responded. I was surprised how he didn't take any time to think about it. It took a little bit, but he sent me a picture. My eyes dilated and my mouth watered seeing the contents. It looked like Lewis was lying on his bed. His camera was facing towards the end of his bed with his hand grasping the base of his love pole as it stood erect into the air.
My mouth parted in shock seeing his cock. Although I've seen it already, I couldn't believe how magnificent it looked. It was nothing like our dildo. Feeling my pussy getting wet, I slowly drifted my hand from my stomach down to my crotch.
"Wow, someone is eager to see more of me." Switching over to my camera, I slid myself over to the edge of the bed and sat down facing the mirror. Splaying my legs open, I covered my pussy with my hand and snapped a picture of myself in the mirror. "I think he'll like this," I thought, smiling to myself.
I sent the lewd photo to Lewis and waited for his response. While waiting, I reeled in the naughtiness of what I was doing. Was I actually sexting with my neighbor right now? I didn't even do this with Hannah. The most we'd ever done was send each other cute photos of us wearing outfits that showed some skin. This was so taboo. And I was doing this on my own! Was I cheating right now?
My deep thinking was interrupted by my phone pinging from Lewis's message. "Damn, Laena. You are so beautiful." My heart fluttered and I started to feel flushed seeing his compliment. Lewis always found a way to make me feel like this. On one level, it infuriated me. But it also made me feel aroused.
"Yeah? You like my beautiful body?" I asked. My heart beat rapidly as I awaited for Lewis to keep complimenting me. I just loved the feeling of someone going head over heels for me. It was like a drug.
"You look so good, Laena," Lewis continued. I was so irked seeing the word 'good' again, that I actually felt a little pang in my body.
"What was that, Lewis? I look what?" I sternly texted back.
"You look hot, sexy, beautiful. Ugh, you know what I mean!" He quickly replied back, as if he sensed my discontent. I smiled evilly again, seeing him trying to save himself and please me. I had so much power over him, and I relished it.
His compliments were like fuel to the fires of arousal in my body. I wanted to know what he felt now. I wondered if he was touching himself. He must have had plenty of ammunition to touch himself, what with my girlfriend sucking his cock twice, and the sensual moments they had shared as he fingered her. Now he had two lewd photos of me on his phone. He was probably living the dream right now.
Wanting to satisfy my curiosity, I asked Lewis straight out, "Are you touching yourself right now?" My phone trembled lightly in my hands. I just asked Lewis if he was masturbating! "Ugh, what is wrong with me?"
"Should I be?" Lewis asked. I bit my lip. It was like he was asking for permission to. I debated with myself whether I should keep playing this little game we had. But my horny, aroused brains had other thoughts.
"Hmmm. Yes." The taboo nature of wanting him to touch himself to thoughts of me was electrifying. Lying back down on the bed, I waited for what he would say.
"Okay, Laena," he typed. I smiled knowing that just across the hallway my neighbor was masturbating to me. "Was I a perv for liking that feeling?"
I sat there wondering what to do. Lewis hadn't texted me back. He was probably focused on pleasuring himself. Focused on those hot pictures of me. Probably trying to burn the image of my body into his retina. Thinking about how this could be more fun, I figured some more dirty talk should spice things up.
"So, Lewis, what are you thinking about right now?" I probed, wanting to know his inner desires.
"What do you think?" His question threw me off guard. I was the one asking the questions here, not him. Unfortunately, my curiosity was doing me no good, I wanted to know what he was thinking about. But considering that Hannah performed such lewd acts with him not too long ago, it was likely still fresh in his mind.
Wanting to satiate my nosiness, I typed, "You're thinking about Hannah aren't you..."
"No, I'm thinking about you." His answer caused me to feel flushed and my body jittered. Was he just saying that to make me happy? "Ugh, he was doing it to me again. Lewis you dummy," I abashedly thought.
"You're just saying that..." I was losing control over this situation.
"I'm not, I already had my time with Hannah. This is our little thing, I want to think about you." My heart melted seeing his sincere message. I blushed and struggled to respond to his text. Lewis caused me to completely lose all control of this situation.
Composing myself, I replied, "Do you mean it?"
"I'm pretty sure you would know if I was lying. You said it yourself, I am a terrible liar." I chuckled and regained some confidence reading his reassurance.
I felt elated learning that he was thinking about me. Imbued with new confidence I took back control. "Good, you should be thinking about me," I smirked.
"Now tell me, what does your dirty mind want to do with me?" I rested my hand on one of my boobs and gently kneaded it out of arousal.
"Uh, I don't know. I'm just thinking about how hot you are." Although I appreciated his sentiments, I wanted him to think of more.
"Come on Lewis, think of something. I know what you want," I prodded, my heart raced in anticipation wanting him to say something dirty about me.
Before he could reply, I took the initiative and texted, "You wanna use my wet mouth? I bet you're just aching for more fun."
"Yeah, I do Laena," he texted backstripping off his modesty. Hearing what I wanted, I felt my pussy start to get wet from the arousal of his desires.
"Yea? You want to put your cock in my warm welcoming mouth?"
"Mhm Laena..." Lewis's replies were getting shorter. He was probably putting more focus on imagining what he would do with me. The thought of that encouraged my hand to drift from my boob down to my stomach. Slowly inching its way to my pussy.
"Are you thinking about how I would get on my knees for you as you plunge your huge throbbing cock into my throat? Imagine how good that would feel. I don't have a gag reflex, so you can go as deep as you want, Lewis," My salacious message caused me to get even more aroused and my hand was now just above my crotch.
"Damn, Laena you're being such a tease," Lewis replied. It was working, he wanted me so bad. And I loved it.
"Mmhhmm, I want to feel your throbbing hard cock in my mouth, Lewis,"
"Yeah? Want me to fuck your throat, Laena?" His naughty question caused me to gasp. This seemed so abnormal for his behavior. Was this what Hannah was talking about? Now, my hand was over my wet pussy and I started rubbing my clit.
"Mmhhmm, It's been a while since I've had anything like that in my mouth. But I'll get used to it. I've always been a fast learner," My rubbing intensified. My pulsating slit stoked the flames of my arousal even more.
"Mhm I bet you are," Lewis replied.
While playing with my throbbing wet pussy, I felt the urge to see Lewis's cock again. "Send me another pic of your cock, Lewis," I ordered.
"Okay, but you have to send me something too," Lewis countered. "Oh, someone is eager to see more of this," I thought. Lewis had been a good boy, it was only fair. Getting my phone, I positioned the camera where it had a view of my splayed legs and of my hand tormenting my pussy. The fact that we were sending such lewd photos to each other made my pussy leak. It was so hot.
Shortly after sending him the picture, he sent his. My eyes widened seeing his throbbing cock once again. But now it was lathered with his precum, which glistened in the air. I slipped my fingers inside my pulsing wet pussy and lightly moaned. My dirty mind wasted no time conjuring up images of Lewis plunging his veiny phallus into the depths of my warm hospitable mouth. I moved my fingers faster inside my slippery lips. I wanted him to get his reward. Then, the picture of Hannah with Lewis's cum on her face and in her mouth popped into my mind. God, it was so hot! Hannah said that his cum tasted so good. Although I had my reservations about having a man's cum in my mouth, I had never actually had any experience with it. I did have a boyfriend way back, but we had never really done anything like that. It was probably because I wasn't interested in him enough to care.
But Lewis, he was different. I was more than willing to try some new things. Especially because of Hannah. Her descriptions of what it was like with Lewis made my body tingle with excitement. Lewis was the perfect guy to try things with.
"God, you're so hot," we each texted at the same time. I blushed seeing that Lewis and I were thinking the same thing.
Then out of the blue, Lewis asked, "How wet are you?" I was slightly startled by his question. But my horny brain was in control at this point and I wasted no time replying back.
"I'm so wet, Lewis,"
"Yeah? Are you touching yourself, too?" Lewis asked.
"Mmhhmm," I texted back
"Let me see how wet you are," he requested. I plunged my fingers deeper seeing his request. But I didn't want to play easy to get.



"Hhhmm, maybe." I typed, smiling evilly.
"Come on, Laena," Lewis begged. Wanting to exercise some of my power over him a little more, I just kept up my teasing.
"How badly do you want to see how wet I am?"
Lewis eagerly replied, "So badly, Laena! Come on, let me see."
"How badly, Lewis," I continued. "This is so fun."
"Up to the moon," he replied. I chuckled reading his dumb joke.
Reacting to his message, I replied, "Up to the what, Lewis??"
"You know what I mean. Now, may I see now??" I enjoyed Lewis's effort, so I indulged his pleas to see how wet I was for him.
Spreading my legs open, I used my fingers to gather my sweet nectar from my dripping slit and raised my hand just above my crotch. Splaying my slender fingers for the camera, I could see webs of my love juices connecting between my digits. Taking the picture, I made sure that my wet crotch was included in the photo as well. Biting my lip, I sent the photo of what he had been craving.
"Holy shit, Laena, you are so wet!" Lewis quickly responded. I returned my fingers to the inner depths of my pussy and began to finger myself again. Our sexting was making me so aroused.
"Yeah, I am. And it's because of you!" My mind was such a horny mess, I didn't even know what I was messaging him. I dug my fingers deeper into my wet crevice. Thinking about Lewis's precum-glazed cock, I felt an itch growing inside me. Closing my eyes, I played out my dirty fantasy in my head. What Lewis and I would do when we finally linked up. Originally, I was just thinking about sucking on Lewis's cock, but as this itch grew stronger, my thoughts shifted to what it would be like if we actually fucked. The idea of us fucking was so naughty, so taboo. But it made me feel exhilarated.
I knew that Lewis wanted to fuck both Hannah and me. He was a man after all. And especially after what we'd been doing with him he must be itching, aching to fuck us.
Wanting to entertain the thought, I texted him, "Hey, Lewis?"
"Yes, Laena," he replied. I was nervous to ask him for what I wanted. Hannah and I were playing on a razor's edge. If we were to fuck him that would change everything. But the debauchery was so hot. The mere thought of crossing that line with him had adrenaline pumping through my blood. But I wanted to know what Lewis would think about the idea of fucking us. Even though I knew his answer, I still wanted to see him say it for himself.
Taking a few moments to compose myself, I nervously texted, "Have you ever thought about fucking us Lewis?" I waited eagerly for his response.
Getting back to my message, Lewis replied "What? What do you mean??" He was trying to play dumb again. "This guy, ugh."
"Lewis, stop playing coy and answer the damn question," I irritatedly demanded. It may seem that I was coming off as pushy, but I was just desperate to know.
"I would be lying if I said no..." he confirmed my affirmations. My pussy pulsed with arousal knowing that Lewis wanted me, wanted us. "As much as I would want to, that would be pushing things too far. Right?" Lewis added. His efforts to remain cordial and respectful to me and Hannah's relationship made my heart melt a bit. "God why is Lewis so hot and nice? He's perfect."
Shaking out my sentimental thoughts of Lewis, I got back into the mood and replied, "Let's not think about that right now. Lewis, do you want to fuck us? Fuck me?"
"Yes." he replied quickly.
"Yes, what Lewis?" I texted with a wicked smile.
"Yes, I wanna fuck you," he said bluntly.
But not wanting to forget about my girlfriend I responded, "How about Hannah?"
"I want to fuck her, too." I knew it, he was a warm blooded man just like everyone else. His desire was driven by his male instincts to want to mate with us. I wouldn't blame him either.
"Oh, you dirty boy. I can't believe you want to fuck your hot lesbian neighbors," I teased. Lewis's horny man brain must be going crazy right now since he was behaving very differently than he usually does. "And if you keep being a nice good boy for Hannah and me, maybe we'd let you. Maybe I will let you." I knew my messages were driving him into a horny craze. I loved it.
"I bet you're thinking how good it would be to have both of us, you dirty boy," I typed, reiterating the dirty fantasy.
"You brought it up..." Lewis responded. God, I could only imagine how his hand stroked his throbbing cock. I fingered myself with more determination.
"What would you do to us then?" I shot back.
"I cant... I would..." Lewis texted. "Oh, Lewis being modest again."
"Come on, tell your dirty neighbor what you would do to her body! Tell me!" My fingers drove deeper into my wet slit in anticipation for Lewis's response.
"No," Lewis teased back. "Not with that attitude." I squinted my eyes in frustration seeing him holding back. "Just let go and tell me!"
"Fuck..." I muttered out loud, then texted back, "What would you do if I was right there in your room right now?" The thought of me being next to an insatiable horny man made my body tremble with arousal.
"... make you suck my dick." My loins squeezed together seeing him begin to relent.
Wanting him to go further, I probed, "Make me?"
"Or... you could be like on top or something." Oh, the modesty was back. I knew he wanted to do me in properly, but he also tried to play his cards right. I liked his caution.
"So suck your dick? That's all you want to do with this hot, horned up neighbor of yours?"
Lewis started to type. Then he stopped. Then he started again. Then he stopped. "For fucks sake," I thought. Waiting for his response, I fingered myself eagerly. My pussy throbbed and leaked out more of my juices.
My emerald eyes lit up seeing Lewis finally message back, "I'd have you warm this dick up, then I'd pin you down on my bed and fuck you until I busted all over those hot tits of yours." My fingers delved deeper and I moaned reading what he wanted to do with me. The idea of Lewis pinning me down did things to me. I'm sure Hannah would love that, but me. I had little to no experience with this sort of thing. I usually liked to be in control, but my horned up brain and my pulsing pussy were convincing me to be willing to try...
Jeeesus, Lewis wasn't holding back now. I was practically quivering. I read his response over and over, thinking how good that would be. "This is a fantasy. FANTASY!" I screamed inside my head, trying to convince myself. But this fantasy had become reality so far, but maybe this step was a bridge too far... But no time for reflection, Lewis was awaiting my reply.
"I don't think it is right of you to think like that... but I am glad you do," I replied, trying to retain some sort of modesty.
"Agan, you broght it ip," Lewis wrote with some typos. Damn, he was probably typing one handed. How dirty.
"So you'd pin me down?" I asked, wanting to retrace a bit. Biting my lip, I curled my fingers up causing my body to twitch from the sudden pang of pleasure piercing through me.
He quickly answered back, "Yeah..." Although the idea of Lewis pinning me down and fucking me was amusing, I wanted to be on top of him. The idea of my having full control, while on top of this nice strong man was very appealing to me.
"What if I pinned you down?" I suggested. I knew that guys wouldn't mind what position they were in. As long as their male appendage was in the warmth of a woman's vagina they could care less.
"Yeah?" he replied. I was delighted to see that Lewis was into the idea.
"What if I pin you down on your bed to ride your face. I'd love to just sit on your face while you eat out my dripping wet pussy and suffocate you while stuffing that long throbbing cock down my throat. Would that be okay Lewis?" I typed, reining it in. I squeezed my loins together over my hand thinking of how hot that would be. Doing such a dirty position with him, a position that I did with my girlfriend.
"Fuck," I murmured to myself, fingering my slit harder. I started to think about how Lewis's tongue would feel on my pussy. Since I had only felt Hannah's tongue, I wondered what he must have felt like. Certainly Lewis's tongue ought to be different from Hannah's. It was probably bigger and stronger than my lover's delicate, smooth tongue. His tongue licking and exploring the depths of my sweet love hole. "Lewis would love how I taste," I thought. As my pussy sent wave after wave of intense pleasure through me, my moans got more audible.
Feeling my phone buzz again, I snapped out of my lustful daze and remembered that I was still sexting Lewis. Looking at my phone again, I saw he had replied, "Yes, Laena, I want you to ride my face so we can taste each other."
The word taste echoed through my empty horny brain. Hannah told me that he tasted so good. When she told me that his cum tasted sweet, I didn't know what to think. The fact that Hannah liked to taste and swallow his cum. Or her descriptions of his taste. I had no reference for how cum tasted. Knowing how curious I could be, the idea of having Lewis's cum in my mouth began to pique my interest.
"Yeah? You can taste how good I am and you can show me what Hannah's been raving about," I replied back. "Lewis, you dirty boy. Getting my girlfriend hooked on the taste of your cum. Maybe I have to punish you," I teased.
"And how would you do that?" Lewis asked. I wanted to say that he wouldn't get to see any more of us for an entire month. But that would be too cruel to him. And to us. So I came up with another punishment.
"Get you hooked on mine," I said bluntly. The idea of getting Lewis addicted to my sweet nectar was so hot. Of course I wouldn't forget about Hannah. So I would get him addicted to her too. Since I knew how good we tasted, it wouldn't be a hard task to accomplish. This would ensure that he wouldn't be running off with other chicks. He would be ours and ours alone. "He he he," I chuckled, grinning deviously as I thought about my diabolical plan.
"I wouldn't mind that," Lewis replied. I was slightly thwarted by his upbeat answer. But I should have expected this kind of response. Of course he wouldn't mind having a girl try to get him hooked on her juices.
"Lewis' you dummy. This is a punishment. You're not supposed to like it," I replied, pouting my lips.
"Oh no, not that! Please do anything but that!" he texted back sarcastically. I rolled my eyes and chuckled.
Focusing back on trying to get myself off, I dug my fingers into my love spot. Biting my lip, I began to arch my ass up from the bed feeling yet another burst of pleasure oozing up from my leaking pussy. My body buzzed, drunk with lust and arousal. My thoughts lacked cohesiveness. All I could think about were all the dirty things Lewis and I had talked about. His cock must be leaking his precum like a faucet. Getting ready to burst his load everywhere.
Wanting to know how far along Lewis was, I typed, "Lewis, are you getting close?"
"Kinda, I might need a little longer," he answered back. As much as I enjoyed our little sexting session, my hand was starting to hurt.
Wanting to speed up the process, I took another photo of myself in the mirror and sent it to him. I was lying on my side while my hand was in my crotch, fingering myself. My body was glistening with sweat in the dim light of the lamp in my room. "Surely this will help him cum faster," I thought.
"Wow, Laena. You are so fucking sexy!" he cheerfully complimented.
"Mmhhmm. Will this help you cum faster?" I asked. "And don't forget about my picture, Lewis."
Lying on my back, I slid my slender finger even more furiously in and out of my wet well. Then I got Lewis's next pic. My eyes dilated and my breathing got heavy as I saw his cock again. It was completely coated with his precum. The image of his cock was ingrained into my mind. Without knowing, I escalated my efforts to make myself cum. Everytime I hit my sweet spot I was electrocuted with shocks of pleasure. My orgasm was encroaching.
Lewis returned the favor, asking, "How about you Laena, are you close?" I was so deeply engrossed in pleasuring myself, it took me a few moments to even notice his text.
Once I saw Lewis's text I sloppily replied, "Yesh Lewos, im close." My mind was on the verge of collapse. I kept looking at the picture of his cock. Using my illicit imagination, I thought of all the things that I would do with it. Stroke it with my hands, wrap my lips around it, and maybe slip it deep into my pussy...
Trembling on the very brink of climax, I urgently typed, "Lewis, I'm about to cum." A part of me wanted to cum right then and there, but another part wanted me to hold off long enough to cum with him.
I whined in agony holding myself off from cumming, waiting for Lewis's response. I felt excited and relieved as my phone buzzed and I read Lewis's response, "Yeah, I'm close, Laena."
Returning to my efforts, I replied, "Then cum for me, Lewis. Let's cum together." My back arched off the bed as my orgasm reached its peak. My legs and body trembled. "Fuck, uh uh ah," I moaned.
Lewis texted me again, "I'm gonna cum." Those words were more than enough for me to cum. "MMMHHFFUCK," I squealed. My pulsing slit gushed my juices onto my hand. Rolling my eyes back, I felt my warm walls contract around my fingers and my legs shook violently. I imagined what was going on at Lewis's end. It was like I could see his cock spewing his load everywhere. It was tempting to facetime him right now and watch him erupt. But somehow I refrained, knowing I could see for myself tomorrow.
Coming down from my mind-melting orgasm, I relaxed back onto my bed, my mind reeling from what I had just done. Lewis and I had just had an intense sexting session. And it was the first time I had ever done something like this. But the thing was, it hadn't been with my girlfriend. I felt guilty. This is something Hannah and I should have done together. Not Lewis and I! "Fuck," I thought, letting out a heavy sigh. My chest heaved as I regained my breath.
I need to tell Hannah what I had done with Lewis because if I didn't, I considered this to be a form of cheating. And I couldn't do that to my lovely girlfriend. My feelings of regret dissipated thinking about how Hannah would react. Regret turned into arousal. I wanted to see how Hannah would react to me sexting our neighbor. She'd probably think that this was so hot. Me, her lover, sending naughty messages back and forth with Lewis while she was napping. Hannah would be elated to see me getting more into this fantasy.
Hearing my phone ping again, I managed to focus on Lewis's next words. "Wow, Laena," he texted. "That was something."
"Yeah, it was." I answered back. "Did you cum a lot for me Lewis?"
"Uh yeah, I did. I kinda made a mess." He explained. "I need to clean myself up." I bit my lip hearing about the mess Lewis had made. I felt proud that I made him cum so hard for me. A part of me wanted to ask him for a picture of his mess. But I abstained from doing so. I was annoyed by my decision, but I thought that it would be better to wait and see for myself tomorrow.
"Good," I replied. "Are you satisfied?"
"Yup, and you?" he asked.
"Definitely."
Feeling myself getting sleepy, I texted, "Okay Lewis, I think I'm gonna pass out. I'll see you tomorrow. Okay?"
Lewis swiftly replied, "Oh okay. Can't wait to see you ;)." I blushed at seeing his eagerness to see more of me again. It was strange seeing Lewis's transformation. On the outside he was a sweet guy. But under all that, he was a horny freak just like us. And I loved it. Unlocking his inner demons made me so excited and aroused. It's like the opposite of saying, "I can fix him."
My excitement almost made my heart burst from my chest.
Making one more request before heading off, I typed, "Lewis, I want you to only be in your underwear when I get there okay? I don't want to waste any time ;)." I didn't wait for his response and put my phone down onto the bedside table. I let out a sigh and closed my eyes, drifting to sleep......
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Odyssey of Hannah & Laena Ch.5
Waking up, I slowly opened my eyes. The last thing I could remember was laying my head against Laena's shoulder. But now I was comfily lying down on the couch, alone. "Where's Laena?" I thought, scanning the living room. She was nowhere to be found.
Checking the clock, it was almost nine o'clock. "Dang, I took a long nap," I groaned. Letting out a soft sigh, I moved my legs off to the side of the couch and sat there for a few moments. As I sat there, the memories of what had happened earlier today came flooding back into my head like a raging torrent. Everything I had done with Lewis was still fresh in my mind. My face blushed intensely and my ears were blazing hot as I processed all that we had done together. The kissing, the blowjobs I had given him, and Lewis fingering me to a raging climax. We had behaved so lewdly! Now that I had regained full clarity coming off my sexual high, I did not know what to think. Embarrassed? Ashamed? Aroused? Ugh, I couldn't decide.
Shaking my head out of embarrassment, I got up from the couch and made my way to the bedroom. Opening the door, I was relieved to see Laena lying there, sleeping soundly. But I raised an eyebrow: Laena was a hot mess. Not only was she nude, but her now short hair was disheveled and her skin looked sticky. Walking over to her side of the bed, I inspected my sleeping beauty more closely. It looked like she'd been sleeping for some time. Noticing a slight shiver run across her body, I tucked the blanket over her. After covering her up, I sat on the edge of the bed next to her and gazed fondly at my lover.
Laena looked so pretty. Her mouth was slightly parted and her resting face looked so peaceful. I smiled happily as I looked down at her. I was so glad to have her in my life. Laena was one of the only people who really understood me. She had been there for me during some of the toughest moments of my life. If not for her, I don't know where I would be. And I really appreciated her eager acceptance of this fantasy I had introduced. At first I had been too scared to bring it up. I hadn't known how Laena would handle it. The dildo we had started playing with, then pretending it was Lewis's cock that we were giving blowjobs too, and then proposing that we should reward Lewis with real blowjobs for his saving me from the disgusting grocery store perv! The worst case scenario was that she would get mad at me for bringing up the idea of fucking someone else, that we would get into a huge argument, and even the possibility that we would break up. Luckily, and somewhat to my surprise, Laena turned out to be just as much into the idea of "rewarding" Lewis as I was: what a huge relief!
"God, I love her so much!" I thought. Before getting up, I noticed her phone on the bedside table. Being the nosy person I am, I picked it up and turned it on. Laena knew how nosy I was and had grown accustomed to me constantly inspecting her phone. She even seemed amused about it sometimes. It wasn't that I was checking her phone because I didn't trust her. I just wanted to play with it.
Turning her phone on, my eyes widened to see that there was a message from Lewis. Like an eagle, my head quickly turned to make sure she was still asleep. Relieved to see she was still deep in her slumber, I tried to figure out what Lewis might have been texting her about. Because her phone wasn't fully unlocked, I wasn't able to read the actual contents of his message, just that he had sent her one.
My curiosity got the better of me. A good girlfriend wouldn't sneak a look at her lover's messages. That would be an invasion of privacy. But I wasn't always a good girl. I just needed an excuse for why I should pry into her personal tests. "Laena has nothing to hide. She never does," I argued to myself. "Plus, if it has to do with Lewis and our fantasy, I should take a look. After all, this was now our shared fantasy." I trusted Laena with my life. What could really go wrong? At this point, Pandora's box was already open. So getting mad at her for a possible text exchange with Lewis would be hypocritical. Especially given what I had already done.
Already knowing Laena's password, I opened up her messages app and clicked on Lewis's icon. As I scanned rapidly through her texts with Lewis, my mouth fell open in shock. Laena hadn't just been texting with our neighbor, she had been outright sexting with him! As my deep brown eyes read more carefully through all of the messages they had sent to each other, a flame of arousal kindled in my body.
After seeing some of the dirty things she had texted him, I looked down at her and whispered, "You dirty slut." I couldn't believe some of the stuff she had sent to him. Sitting on his face while sucking his cock, getting Lewis hooked on how she tasted, and fucking! Laena had a dirtier mind than me!
And don't even get me started on the pictures they had exchanged. My ears blazed hotly at seeing the sexy nude photos my lover had sent to Lewis; my loins squeezed tightly as I studied the dick pics that he had sent back to her. Their entire conversation was so hot, so taboo! My girlfriend had been blatantly sexting our attractive neighbor while I had been innocently napping (well, okay, maybe not so innocently, given how I had tired myself out). It was almost like she was cheating on me. But I was okay with it. Seeing how deeply Laena was immersing herself in our little fantasy, I couldn't deny how hot it was. And I had no doubt that Laena was going to tell me anyway. She was always honest with me.
As I read back through some of the messages Lewis had sent to Laena, I was baffled yet again at how dirty he was capable of being. All the things that he said he would do with my girlfriend: my body got hot just thinking about it! "Lewis, you dirty boy. Sending lewd messages and photos to my lover."
I had been so busy skimming through all their messages that I was a little slow to realize the obvious. "Had they been masturbating together?" I asked myself. Scrolling back through their dirty exchanges more carefully, I realized that's exactly what they had been doing. "You horny pervs!" I whispered, not wanting to disturb Laena's slumber.
Looking back down at Laena, I reached under the blanket and carefully pulled her hand up to my face. Taking a small whiff of her fingers only provided more evidence of her dirty crime. But being a dirty perv myself, I cautiously gave Laena's fingers a little lick. I couldn't help it. She tasted so good. Feeling Laena's arm twitch in reaction to my licks, I carefully returned her arm under the blanket and stood back up.
As I did so, I realized how gross and sticky I was. "Ugh, I need a shower," I admitted. Once inside the bathroom, I stripped off my clothes. Noticing I wasn't wearing any panties, I wondered why. I bit my lip when I recalled that I had given them to Lewis. "Oh, that's why," I chuckled.
Turning on the shower to let the water warm up, I went over to the sink and brushed my teeth. Staring at myself in the mirror, I noticed some marks on my neck. "What the?" Upon closer inspection, I realized the marks on my neck were bruises. Hickies...
"Oh my god!" I squealed. Moving my long black hair aside to better expose my neck, I saw that it was littered with hickies. "Dammit, Lewis. I told you to slow down," I muttered with annoyance.
But the more I contemplated the pattern of bruises, the more I was overcome with a strange surge of arousal. I couldn't explain it; something more primal was emerging from depths of feeling I hadn't known that I possessed. It was as if Lewis had marked me as his mate. Flutters filled my body. "This is kinda hot," I thought. But then my thoughts turned back to Laena. What would she think! Would she be mad? Given how far we had already dug ourselves down into this rabbit hole,though, she might just think it was as weirdly hot as I did. Then, yet another thought intruded in the form of a strange lurking desire to see Laena get marked by Lewis. The image of both Laena and I getting marked as Lewis's mates caused my pussy to get wet. It was so taboo, so naughty. The reflection of my illicit hickies had almost disappeared beneath the fog from the steamy shower, so I broke the distracting train of my thoughts long enough to finish brushing my teeth.
Done at last, I jumped into the warm running water. The warm water cascading down my body felt so refreshing. As all the sweat and other nefarious bodily fluids were washed away, I closed my eyes and turned my face up toward the shower head. Everything that had happened between Lewis and me over the last day ran rampant through my mind. Subconsciously, my hand drifted down to my crotch. My hand hovered over my pussy. But the weight of exhaustion still reigned over my body. I debated whether I should touch myself or not. The warm water had relaxed my body so much that my knees were almost buckling. If I masturbated now, I would collapse to the shower floor from sheer fatigue.
I jerked my hand away from my crotch and turned the shower to cold to ease my horniness. The icy water jolted my body. It was so uncomfortable, even if it was for my own good. The coldness ran through me like a shot of adrenaline, suppressing my arousal just enough and keeping me from passing out in the shower. I quickly applied my hair soap to my hair and body. As soon as I finished, I hastily turned off the shower to end my freezing discomfort. I sighed in relief as the rain of ice cold water ended. Stepping out of the shower, I dried myself and performed my nightly routine.
Exiting the bathroom, I returned to the bed where Laena still slept soundly. Unwrapping the damp towel, I grabbed a random pair of panties from the closet and slipped them on, then pulled on a large t-shirt. Still feeling cold from the shower, I slipped under the comfort of our blanket as quickly as I could. My body melted into the softness of our bed. Although I was rapidly regaining my comfort level, my body was still shivering. I didn't want to disturb Laena's sleep, but I was too cold to care. And I desired her warmth and presence. Nothing is more soothing than the warmth of your lover.
Scooting over next to Laena, I wrapped my arm around her and draped my leg over hers. As I cuddled with her, Laena unconsciously snuggled her body into mine, holding me tight without ever waking up. We were now cuddled closely with our legs intertwined and her face right next to mine. My deep brown eyes gazed at her peacefully sleeping face. I smiled again, reminding myself just how lucky I was to have someone like her in my life. Closing my eyes, I gently rested my forehead against hers and fell asleep.
-
Today was the day. Laena nervously paced back and forth in the bedroom while I sat on the bed. "You'll be fine, Laena, relax," I said reassuringly.
Laena stopped and turned to me, "You think so?! Because this is the first time I've been with a guy in like, forever!" I could understand her nervousness. As I knew from personal experience, being with a guy is very different from being with a woman. Still, it was somewhat amusing to see my usually calm and composed girlfriend reduced to a nervous wreck.
"You sure didn't seem nervous when you were sexting him last night," I teased. When we had woken up earlier that morning, Laena and I had already had a conversation about her salacious endeavors on the phone with Lewis. At first she had felt guilty, but as we talked about it her guilt quickly dissipated and we had both agreed that what she had done was so hot. We had gushed at how big Lewis's cock was and had giggled in triumph over how badly he wanted us both. We had sounded just like high school girls gushing over their newest crush. Only using much more explicit language and going into much more graphic detail.
"Messaging someone on the phone is very different from the real thing, Hannah," she countered, bracing her hands on her hips. Laena's fidgeting told me just how close to the verge of short-circuiting her mind was.
Wanting to help her relax, I motioned her to come over to me. She sighed and made her way to my side of the bed. Laena sat down on the edge of the bed next to me, then closed her eyes as she lay back and rested her head on my lap.
Poking her cheek with my finger, I asked, "You going to be okay, babe?"
Laena took in a deep breath and exhaled. Slowly opening her eyes, she looked up at me with her emerald gems and replied, "Yeah, babe, I think I'll be fine. I just don't really know what to expect with this whole Lewis thing. Hearing what you guys did is intimidating."
"Don't worry, Laena. Lewis will take care of you. You trust him, don't you?" I asked as I played with her hair.
Relaxing a bit more, she replied, "Yeah, I trust him, I guess..."
"Good!" I said happily. "Then you've got nothing to worry about!"
Laena chuckled a bit and sat back up. "You don't think I could cancel my appointment with him by any chance?" she nervously suggested. I arched my eyebrow in disappointment. We were this far into it. She couldn't back out now.
"It's a little too late for that now, don't you think, Laena?" I asked, crossing my arms.
"Ye- yeah, I know, it's ju-. I- Ugh, I don't know..." Laena struggled to formulate a sentence. I knew Laena wanted to do this as much as I did. She just needed a little push.
As we sat there in awkward silence, I thought of an approach that would get her gears going. "Hm, okay. I guess you'll be doing my laundry for the whole week, then. No, wait, two weeks. Since you've decided to bail out on giving Lewis his reward." Laena's eyes shot open and looked at me. Her mouth hung agape and she was at a loss for words. I knew I had struck a chord. Giving her an evil little smirk, I feinted in the direction of my phone.
Prodding Laena more, I said, "Oh well, I guess I'll just have to tell Lewis that you're flaking out of your little arrangement with him, I'm sure he will be disappointed." But just as I was about to snatch up my phone from the bedside table, Laena seized my wrist. She was so much stronger than me, she had me in an iron grip. We locked eyes, glaring at each other. Her green eyes pierced through my very soul. She was starting to scare me.
"I'll do it," she softly capitulated. I was elated at how well my little strategy was working.
"What was that? No, no, it's okay, Laena. You want to back out. Let me just text Lewis," I reiterated, trying to reach for my phone again. But Laena's grip was unrelenting. I applied more force, but she wouldn't budge.
I made yet another futile attempt towards my phone, but Laena jerked my hand away, saying, "Hannah, stop, stop. I'll fucking do it! Please don't text him. I'm not going to flake out. I'll give him his reward!" She was now as eager to stop me from texting Lewis as she had been ambivalent before. It was as if she didn't want to disappoint him. "Huh, so that's how it is."
Smiling deviously, I teased Laena a bit more. "You sound pretty eager not to displease Lewis, Laena. I know you know how much he deserves his reward. Plus with all that dirty talking on the phone. You better put your money where your mouth is."
"Ugh, shut up Hannah. I ju- I just don't want to go back on my word. That's all."
Laena sighed and fell onto my lap again. "You really know how to push my buttons." I let out a small snicker and smiled.
"You know me babe, heh heh," I giggled.
Laena chuckled and sat back up. Scooting herself closer to me, she laid her fingers along the side of my neck. I flinched in discomfort as her fingers played upon my bruises. "I can't believe that you let Lewis give you hickies," Laena stated.
"I di- ow, tell him to slow down. But I guess it can't be helped. He wa- ow, ravenous." I shrugged. "Be careful, Laena, my neck is sensitive right now."
"Sorry," Laena apologized. She eased off the pressure of her touch but continued her scrutiny of my neck. "Lewis, you dirty boy, giving my girlfriend hickies," she murmured.
"Just you wait, Laena. He's gonna mark you, too," I thought diabolically. Dammit, why was I once again allowing these strange images to take root in my brain? "Hannah, what are you going to do? Don't you have somewhere to be today?" Laena asked, still focused on the visibility of my bruises. Her question reminded me that Andre was in town and that I was planning to have lunch with him.
I considered her concern for a moment. But it was an easy fix. "I'll just cover it up with some make-up. Don't worry, babe." Laena relaxed a bit more and pulled her hand away from my neck.
"What time do you have to leave?" Laena asked.
"Huh, trying to get me out of here? Let me see," I responded. Checking my phone, my eyes shot open: it was almost time for me to head out. Andre and I had agreed to meet at around 1pm, and it was almost 12:45!
"OH MY GOD! I have to go right now, Laena!" I screamed. Jumping out of bed, I frantically got ready. As I scrambled around the bedroom, Laena watched and giggled as she observed my crazed state.
Whipping off my sleeping shirt, I threw it onto the bed and opened the closet. I scanned around for something nice to wear. I gave up looking for something specific and just grabbed some black high-waisted buttoned shorts and a white long sleeved, strapless top. I would have worn something nicer, if I hadn't been in such a rush. Laying my outfit out on the bed, I rushed into the bathroom to freshen up.
I put on some light make-up and applied some perfume. I also made sure to cover up the hickies on my neck to prevent Andre and any other nosy onlookers from wondering about my sex life. Heading back into the bedroom, I hurriedly pulled on my outfit. Tying my hair into a loose ponytail, I turned to face Laena. "How do I look?" I asked.
"You look so pretty, Hannah," Laena nodded. Standing up, she walked over and gave me a kiss on the lips. Our small kiss threatened to turn into a mini make-out session. But not wanting to be late, we managed to make our way out of the bedroom instead.
Swiping my purse up off the counter, I began slipping on some sandals over by the front door. Before I could escape out the door, however, Laena interrupted, "Wait! I still want to finish talking about my thing with Lewis..."
I twisted my head back toward her. Everything was happening so fast and I really needed to get going. "Oh, uhhh, you'll be fine, Laena, I'm sure. Like I said, he'll take care of you," I said in a hurry. Laena still looked nervous as hell. Wanting to further relax her, I walked over and gave her a nice big hug. She returned the favor, wrapping her arms around me. Laena's body still felt tense in my arms, but the more we held each other, the more she relaxed.
Pulling away from our embrace, Laena asked, "Oh, by the way, do you want me to update you as well?" What she was asking about had totally gotten lost amid all my other preoccupations. Although I would have loved it if she had reciprocated the updates I had given her the day before, I didn't really want to be distracted during my lunch with Andre. I knew how horny those updates might make me. I had to fight an internal battle before responding. But foregoing the updates would be the best choice.
"Umm, actually that's okay, babe. You don't have to update me." Laena raised her eyebrow, baffled by my answer. "I don't want any distractions during my lunch. You know how restless I can get."
"What?! Hannah, are you sure? I want to keep you in the loop. This is our little thing." Laena refuted. She looked a little livid.
I had no more time to argue with her; I was already running late. So I compromised, saying, "Okay, okay, just text me what you are doing. But no pictures. Please, no pictures. If I start looking at them, my brain will shut down and that wouldn't be fair to Andre."



Laena just chuckled and nodded in agreement. "If Lewis gives me the chance, maybe I can take some anyway, and we can look at them later."
"Okay, I really have to get going now! I'll see you later, babe. Don't have too much fun," I winked, before giving her one last peck on the lips.
Hearing me say that, Laena's face flushed with embarrassment. I giggled and ran out of our apartment.
-
After seeing Hannah off, I went back into the bedroom. Walking over to our bed, I fell over and planted my face into the mattress. All I could see was the darkness of the void. At first I was pretty confident about seeing Lewis. But after sleeping on it, the weight of what I was planning on doing had crashed down on me.
It wasn't that I didn't want to give Lewis his reward, it was the fact that I had little to no experience with men. The last time I was with a guy was a long time ago. Yeah, I had talked about all that dirty stuff with Lewis on the phone. But that was still just talk. Doing the real thing was very different from texting. What if I sucked? But I'd had plenty of practice on our dildo. I was sure I would do fine. The only question was whether I was going to do it better than Hannah. Having had more experience with men than me, she had the edge.
But I had made a commitment, and I didn't want to back out now. Especially after that stunt Hannah had pulled on me. She had delivered a real sucker punch. She knew exactly what she was doing, and it infuriated me. "AAUUGGHH!" I screamed into the bed. I needed to get myself together.
After lying there limply for a few minutes, I composed myself, pushed my body up from the bed, and stood up. Going into the bathroom, I stared at myself in the mirror above the sink. Running my hands through my hair, I wondered if Lewis would like it short. Everything had happened so fast yesterday, I wasn't sure whether he just hadn't noticed, or whether he hadn't found the right moment to mention it. I had this strange longing for his approval.
Sighing, I placed my hands on the edge of the sink and leaned forward. I gave myself a look of determination, and began the process of psyching myself up. This was a little ritual I performed if I was nervous about doing something. "You can do this, Laena! You can do it!" I confidently told myself. I repeated this several times until I felt mentally and physically ready.
I felt reinvigorated; I was really getting into the mood. My nervousness was subsiding, overruled by my increasing excitement and arousal. Thinking about all the dirty things I was planning to do with Lewis eroded my self-doubt. I was ready. Ready to give him his reward.
Picking up my phone, I sent him a quick text telling him I would be over in a few, sealing my fate. Lewis had never specified when exactly he wanted me to come over. But I didn't want to wait around. If he wanted his dick sucked by his hot neighbor, he had better be ready at a moment's notice. Waiting would only invite the return of my anxiety.. I needed to go while I was in the mood. Not waiting for a response, I put my phone down and got ready. I had a whole menu of things I needed to work through to prepare myself for this little date. Shower, brush my teeth, apply my make-up, and put on a pretty outfit.
While I was taking my shower, I made sure the water was hot and steamy enough to stoke the flames of my arousal. As I thought about all the naughty things I had sexted about with Lewis, I felt my pussy throb. I really wanted to touch myself. But I held off. I would need all this sexual energy for when I saw Lewis, so I reluctantly held off. Getting out of the shower, I toweled off and began to freshen up. Luckily for me, I was naturally very pretty, so I'd never really needed a ton of make-up. Just enough to accentuate my already good looks. I also made sure to dab on some of that perfume that I knew Lewis loved. If he was going to give me the Hannah-treatment, I wanted to smell good for the occasion.
I was pretty observant. I knew Lewis loved the aroma of my perfume because of the way he lingered near me. When we hugged, he would inhale extra deeply, taking in as much of my scent as he could before we broke apart. He did the same with Hannah. He would take in as much of her scent as he could. We had this man literally panting for us!
I headed to the closet to pick out something to wear. I was looking for something sexy, but something that was comfortable at the same time. Finding something nice, I grabbed it and laid it on the bed. Then I debated what kind of underwear I should wear for Lewis. After thinking about it, I decided that I wanted to surprise him. I got out a black thong and slipped it on. Usually I would wear thongs just for Hannah, but I thought this would be a special enough occasion. I checked myself out in the mirror. "Damn girl," I thought, "no way he won't want a taste of this."
I decided not to wear a bra because I wanted to feel extra sexy and, plus, it would be more comfortable. It wasn't like I was going out or anything. I was just going to be next door. And I had two other reasons. Easy access and, hey, that bra would likely be coming off anyway.
I had chosen a navy blue v-neck strap mini dress. Putting it on, I checked myself out in the closet mirror. The dress conformed perfectly to my body, accentuating all the curves of my sexy form. I stretched out the fabric with my fingers, admiring its softness and indulging in another feel of my shapely curves. The skirt was tastefully short, just reaching my mid-thigh. It was very alluring, but not overly risqué. I felt lush and desirable. "So this is what Hannah feels like when she wears clothes like this," I thought.
I didn't wear dresses all that often: I felt like it wasn't really my style. Hell, I couldn't even remember how I had acquired this one. So it was undeniably odd seeing myself in something like this. My legs felt so free, so exposed. I wasn't sure how I felt. I was a little embarrassed since I felt kinda naked. But at the same time I felt sexy and luscious. I spun around a few times to get a better look at myself. The dress really showed off my nicely shaped ass, stretching the material just right. I looked really good. "Huh, maybe I should wear dresses more often," I concluded.
Walking away from the mirror, I checked my phone to see if Lewis had texted me back. Strangely, he still hadn't replied. He had said that he was free all day today. So why hadn't he texted me back? I began to worry about all the possible scenarios that might explain why he hadn't replied. "Is his phone dead? No, that couldn't be it, he was at home, he should have a charger on him," I thought. Could he just be playing some sort of game with me? I had told him to wait for me wearing no more than his underwear. Was he already waiting for me, with no place to put his phone? I bit my lip to the idea of him following my orders so exactly. Good boy! My body swelled with excitement. I couldn't wait any longer, I needed to see him now!
"All right, Lewis, I'll play your game," I concluded. I headed hastily from our bedroom toward the front door, but then made a quick detour for a sip of water. Holding the glass of water, I saw that my hand was trembling. I thought I had overcome my earlier set of nerves, but my body was definitely sending a different signal. I set the cup in the sink before I dropped it. Remembering to update Hannah, I sent her a quick text to let her know that I was leaving. Putting my phone away, I went over to the front door and slipped on some black Nike slides, before exiting the apartment.
Closing the door behind me, I went to Lewis's door and eagerly knocked on it. I was so excited and aroused. I was going to give him such a good reward! Lewis was going to get hooked on my warm, wet, welcoming mouth. I was certainly motivated by my bet with Hannah. Like hell was I going to do her laundry for an entire week. I was going to make her pay for all that teasing.
Hearing faint footsteps approaching the door, my heart started to race with anticipation. I didn't want to waste any more time. The second Lewis opened the door, I wanted to pounce on him. As the door opened, I advanced into the gap. But I immediately stopped. The person opening the door wasn't Lewis.
Standing before me was a woman. She had long dark chocolate hair, black eyes, and a very elegant look about her. She was a little taller than me, so I had to tilt my emerald eyes up to meet her dark, womanly orbs.
"How can I help you?" the woman asked. My heart dropped. Who the hell was she? Was she the reason why Lewis hadn't texted me back? Because he was with her?! I was suddenly fuming with jealousy and anger.
"Oh, uh, is Lewis home?" I replied, smiling uneasily and clenching my fists hard to mask my growing anger and jealousy. Why was I feeling like this? It's not like Lewis was my boyfriend or anything. He was a grown adult. He could do whatever he wanted. But I was possessed by a strange feeling of entitlement: he belonged to me and Hannah.
"Yes, he is. He's in the bathroom right now. Would you like to come in?" she answered courteously. I barely knew her, but I was already feeling this tinge of disdain for her. It was uncalled for, I know, but I needed to know who she was and what she wanted from Lewis. My Lewis. Our Lewis!
"Yeah, sure," I nodded. She ushered me into the apartment. Walking in, I saw that Lewis's apartment was exactly as Hannah had described to me. "Not bad," I thought.
"Oh, please have a seat! Lewis should be coming back out in just a sec," she offered. I simply nodded and sat down on his couch. Scanning my surroundings, I realized that this is where Hannah and Lewis had shared their first kiss. My heart raced at the knowledge of the lewd things that had happened between my neighbor and my girlfriend on this very piece of furniture.
My train of thought was broken as someone spoke. "So what's your name?" the woman asked. I turned to look at her again with a slight glare in my eyes.
"Laena," I replied, with a tinge of venom. She simply smiled and nodded, as if unfazed by my reply.
"That's a pretty name," she complimented me. "My name is Amelia. Nice to meet you!" she happily smiled.
"Who the hell is she?!" I thought. All happy to meet me. Her upbeat nature was rubbing me the wrong way. Was she mocking me? Who was she?! My mind raced in circles trying to work out what her relationship with Lewis was.
I wanted to just ask her what she was to Lewis right then and there. But before I could, she beat me to it. "So, how do you know Lewis?"
Her beating me to my question irked me a bit. But wanting to keep up some outward semblance of politeness, I answered, "Oh, we're just neighbors."
"Just blowjob neighbors," my thoughts simmered. She nodded and continued, "And what brings you around here?" My body twitched with anger. I was supposed to be interrogating her, not the other way around!
"Lewis and I planned to hang out today..." I answered back, trailing off. She smiled in an evil way. Her smile looked very similar to the kind that Hannah and I might convey. Her reaction caught me a little off guard. "Why did she smile like that?!" I asked myself.
Before she could say anything further, our attention was diverted as someone else walked into the living room. My eyes widened: it was Lewis!
Seeing me, Lewis looked visibly surprised that I was in his apartment. "Oh, hey, Laena," he replied nervously. Although I was happy to see him, I hadn't forgotten this other woman's presence and my wide-eyed, excited look turned into a wicked glare.
In response to my piercing glare, Lewis said, "I'm guessing you introduced yourselves to each other?" he laughed uneasily.
"We have, " I replied sternly.
"Well, I'm glad you've met my older sister," he added, as if he knew that I was missing an important piece of the puzzle.
The word sister echoed through my head. My glare went away and my mouth dropped. All my anger and jealousy dissipated and embarrassment came roaring in. My ears got hot and my face turned beet red. My eyes alternated between Lewis and his sister, Amelia. I was starting to see the resemblance. Guilt settled in for my wicked behavior towards her.
"O- oh, I uh. Wha-," my embarrassment choked me and I couldn't seem to get a word out. As I looked back at Lewis's sister, she just chuckled, embarrassing me even more.
Taking advantage of my inability to speak, Amelia turned to Lewis and said, "How come you haven't told me about your lady friend here?" Lewis looked nervous, as if he was unsure how to describe our complicated relationship.
Sensing his uptightness, Amelia moved closer to Lewis and gave him a little nudge in the shoulder. "Is she your girlfriend?" she teased. Hearing her ask that short-circuited my brain. I wanted to scream into a pillow.
"Uh, well it's kinda complicated," Lewis replied, hesitant to reveal too much about our illicit relationship. "We're seeing each other, I guess."
His revelation made my heart pound out of my chest. "What are you saying, dummy?!" I screamed to myself. At the same time, what he was implying was undeniably exciting. He wasn't lying, at least; given the way we had been talking and sexting with each other, I guess we were technically seeing each other. "We certainly saw a lot of each other with the photos we exchanged..."
"Awwwee, my baby brother has a girlfriend!" she exclaimed, giving him a big embrace. "I thought that after Veronica you were never gonna date again." Veronica? Who was she?
Pulling away from their hug, Lewis gave her a death stare. "I never said we were dating, Amelia."
"Okayyy Lewis, surrreee," Amelia said sarcastically, before walking over to me.
"Let me get a good look at you, sweety," she asked. With my brain fried from everything that was happening, I mindlessly followed her request.
I stood up from the couch, letting Amelia inspect me up and down with her onyx eyes. "Mhhmm," she hummed, examining all my features. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she turned me around so she could further inspect everything. "Oh, mmhmm."
Spinning me back around, she said, "You're perfect for Lewis." I was very flattered by her compliment. But with everything happening so fast, I didn't know what to think. I already had a girlfriend. And all this talk about me dating Lewis made me feel lightheaded.
"Oh, and I love your hair by the way," she added. Although I enjoyed her compliments, I would much rather hear them from Lewis. Looking over at him, I gave him a look that asked him what he thought about my hair.
"Yeah, your hair is very nice," he was quick to add. I shot a glare at him. "I mean very lovely. That's what I meant. Very lovely," he reiterated. I smiled with satisfaction, finally hearing what I had wanted from Lewis.
"Well, as much as I would love to get to know you better, I have to get going now. I hope I can see more of you again. Please stick around, for Lewis's sake," Amelia said, letting go of my shoulders. Lewis rolled his eyes and chuckled.
I was relieved that she was going to leave. Now I could have some personal time with Lewis.
She walked over to Lewis and gave him another hug and went to the front door. "Now you two don't have too much fun," she winked, wanting to get one more kick in before leaving. Lewis and I visibly tensed up in reaction to her little tease. Well, she wasn't wrong in implying that fun was in our plans.
"Can you leave now??" Lewis said, sounding aggravated. Amelia giggled and exited the apartment with a small wave.
Seeing the door close behind her, I fell onto the couch and let out a huge sigh of relief. "You didn't tell me you had a sister, Lewis." I uttered. "And why didn't you reply to my text."
Sitting down next to me, Lewis replied, "Sorry, I didn't have my phone on me. Amelia came over on such short notice. I didn't have time to tell you." He laid his head back and looked up at the ceiling.
An awkward silence ensued. My hard-won mood had been totally quenched by this random occurrence. My anxiety returned. I had come to my neighbor's apartment with the intention of sucking his cock. It was hard enough to believe that's what I was doing. But I figured that the best way to rid myself of all my anxiety was to get hot and aroused.
Returning my attention to Lewis, I asked, "How do I look?" I turned so he could get a better look at my luscious body.
His eyes took me in, walking up and down my mesmerizing shape. He didn't need to say a word for me to know that he was liking what he saw. Crawling over to him, I whispered, "You know, I'm not wearing a bra right now. I know how badly you've been wanting to touch them. I see how you always sneak glances at them. Are you ready to finally feel my tits?"
Lewis's eyes widened in excitement, "Yeah, I wanna feel them." Grabbing his hand, I guided it onto one of my boobs.
I moaned softly, feeling his big strong hand perfectly cup my supple yet perky boob. As he groped me, my green eyes locked with his dark orbs. Every time he squeezed me, I would let out a moan. Our faces drew closer to each other as he groped me. We soon found ourselves mere centimeters apart. Each of our faces was brushed by the other's hot breath. This was it. I was about to kiss someone who was not my lover. And that someone was a guy: it had been god knows how long since I'd kissed a man. But I was comfortable with it since it was with someone I trusted.
Then, our lips connected for the first time. I had done it, I had kissed another person who was not Hannah. It felt so wrong, so taboo. But I grew to love that naughty sense of wrongness, it only made things hotter and more arousing. It was a bit awkward at first, but the longer we kissed, the more comfortable we got with each other. Things were quickly turning more intense. Lewis's bigger lips enveloped mine. The sounds of our lips suctioning and smacking against each other echoed throughout the living room.
Then he surprised me by pressing his tongue into my mouth. I moaned, feeling his large imposing tongue enter my orifice. Our tongues battled as we traded our fluids with each other. I savored his taste of fresh mint. I tried to assert my dominance over him but, god, he was strong. I was usually the more dominant one, so being challenged by this make out session was lighting my competitive fires. Placing my hands on each side of his head, I attempted to push my tongue deeper into his mouth. But he wouldn't budge. I tried and I tried, but his tongue was immovable. "So this is what Hannah was talking about," I thought, as I struggled to gain control.
I squealed in his mouth, as I felt his big hands grab onto the sides of my head. His tongue broke through my defenses. It was as if he had been holding back that entire time. Had he been sandbagging me? The battle for dominance was now over. I had given up fighting him and was just letting him play with my tongue. As competitive as I was, I felt somewhat humiliated at my loss. But at the same time, I enjoyed letting him take control. It was very different, but then everything I was doing was different. I was getting a taste of what Hannah felt all the time. Being more submissive.
But not wanting to give up that easily, I traced my hand over his crotch and grabbed onto his junk. This ploy worked, his tongue let up and I took the opportunity to take back some control. He groaned, feeling my hand enveloping his cock over his shorts. Holding him like that, it was only then I realized what I was doing. I was holding my neighbor's cock in my hand! Feeling him swell in my grip was moistening my tight little lesbian pussy.
Momentarily overcome by my own boldness, it was now my turn to lose focus; this gave Lewis the chance to regain his composure and he easily reasserted control over me. "Dammit!" I thought, feeling his strong tongue again claiming ownership of mine.



Sensing that there was nothing I could do, I pulled away from our sloppy kiss. I couldn't lose if we stopped playing. Lewis seemed disappointed by the cessation of our kisses. But he would be getting some more in a bit.
"Hannah was right," I panted. "You're a really good kisser."
"Thanks," Lewis replied, giving me a little smirk.
Clutching his junk harder, I got a better feel of him. Lewis groaned. The way he throbbed in my hand was making my pussy even wetter. But not wanting to waste any more time, I stood up and looked down at him. Grabbing the hem of my dress, I pulled it over my head and revealed my luscious near-naked body to him. I smiled with pride seeing his eyes dilate and his mouth water.
"Like what you see, Lewis?" I asked. He eagerly nodded his head like an excited dog.
Using my hands, I seductively ran them from my hips and up my body. At the same time, I sexily swayed my hips from side to side. It was like I was performing a mating dance for Lewis. And it was working. Lewis was caught in a trance, watching me ever so closely. I relished the control I had over him. The way we kept trading control back and forth was really juicing me up.
Lewis's breathing deepened as he stalked me intently. Then, as if something in him had snapped, he lunged forward and wrapped his firm arms around my hips, violently pulling me closer to him.
"Lew-, he-, hey! What are yo-," I uttered, at being yanked forward so suddenly.
With his head now against my stomach, Lewis began kissing and licking my stomach. "What are yo-, oh, oohhhh," I moaned. Lewis kissed and licked me with a mix of ferocity and care.
Feeling his tongue run along the sensitive skin of my belly sent jolts of pleasure through my body. "Lew-, Lewis. Slo-, slow down, you dirty boy," I purred. I was losing my mind at how good this felt. I had never done this before with Hannah, so discovering this new kind of stimulation was very exciting and arousing. "I have to try this out with Hannah," I thought.
My body jolted and I squealed, feeling his warm, wet organ circling into my belly button, like a shark closing in on a defenseless swimmer. As his tongue wiggled its way deeper into my cute little crevice, a pang of ticklish pleasure pierced my very being. My head shot up and my eyes clenched shut. I wanted to laugh, but I moaned with delight instead from the immense pleasure I was feeling.
As Lewis continued pillaging my belly, I clasped my hands around his head to try to ease his assault on me. Ironically, I was just pulling his head closer into me. Leaving trails of sensual kisses, Lewis's mouth and tongue delved lower and lower, venturing ever closer to my crotch.
"Mmhhhmmm," I hummed, lost in a haze of arousal. I had been so focused on Lewis's playful stimulation of my belly, that I was only now realizing that my dripping wet pussy had already drenched my thong.
Lewis was now hovering his face just above my pussy. The only thing between him and my wet slit was a thin piece of pesky fabric. Feeling his hot breath wafting over my pussy sent a buzz through my body. I was supposed to be giving him head! Not the other way around.
Now my thong was getting pulled down. But strangely, his hands were still tightly gripping my hips. How could he be pulling my thong down? Opening my eyes, I looked down past my saliva-covered tummy and saw Lewis using his mouth to remove my last shred of salacious clothing.
"Lewis, you dirty boy!" I hollered. He looked up and smiled with my thong still between his teeth. As much as I wanted to let him go further, I couldn't. Not yet.
Pushing his head away from my crotch, I said, "Not yet. Let's go somewhere more comfortable." I needed to regain some control over this naughty situation. I had almost lost it.
I was expecting him to release his python grip from my waist. But I felt my body suddenly suspended in the air as Lewis threw me over his shoulder. "Hey! I can walk perfectly fine!" I protested, hitting his sturdy back with my fists and kicking my legs like a pouty child. My slides were flung through the air as I swung my legs. But he ignored my pleas, carrying me with casual nonchalance into his bedroom.
I was shocked at how effortlessly I was being manhandled. The stark difference between a man and a woman had never been made more apparent. The ease with which he could just pick me up and sling me around hit me as hard as running my face into the reality of a brick wall. "How the hell could I control someone as strong as this!" I thought. But another part of me wanted to give up control. It was like a switch being flipped in my brain. A primal part of my brain was telling me to submit to him, as if I was his mate.
Giving up my struggle, I relaxed my body and let myself limply dangle over his broad shoulder. I felt somewhat humiliated. But strangely, I kinda enjoyed it.
Kicking the door shut behind him, Lewis carried me towards his bed. "Lewis, can you let me go now?" I pouted.
As if he was only now snapping out of a fog ruled by his primal instincts, Lewis responded, "Wha-, oh! Sorry Laena. Here, let me." With that same casual strength, he gently lifted my body off of his shoulder.
Lewis stood me back up on the balls of my feet: we stood there awkwardly for a moment, neither of us knowing exactly what to say about what had just transpired. "What was that all about?" I softly asked, feeling flushed, but desperately wanting to break our silence.
"Yeah, I don't know what came over me. I just really wanted to get you into my room..." Lewis uttered, apologetically.
"Well, I'm not a girl that you can just ragdoll around, Lewis," I explained. Lewis looked even more guilty hearing me say that. I felt kinda bad. Was I killing the mood?
"Sorry, I didn't know that you wouldn't like that," Lewis said, rubbing the back of his neck. I raised my eyebrow. Although being picked up and carried around was very new to me, it had made my heart race with excitement. I couldn't explain why.
Seeing Lewis starting to sulk, I pulled his head down and whispered into his ear, "Lewis, you dirty boy. I never said I didn't like it." Lewis jerked his head back and his eyes widened.
"Mmmhhmmm," I hummed seductively. "Now, what did I say about being in your underwear when I got here?"
This reminder prompted Lewis to immediately strip out of his clothing. Before I knew it he was down to just his underwear. I couldn't help it, my eyes locked onto the outline of his cock straining against the fabric. At the sight, my mouth subconsciously watered. Taking a step back and sitting down on the edge of his bed, I curled my finger, seductively motioning for Lewis to come to me.
Lewis stepped forward until his crotch was mere inches from the front of my face. My body tingled with excitement and arousal. The object that Hannah and I had spent all this time fantasizing about now loomed before me, ominous and yet inviting. And still obscured by this annoying piece of clothing. I latched onto the waistband of his underwear. "This is it, Laena. You're gonna see your neighbor's cock," I thought.
Biting my lip, I looked up at Lewis and locked eyes with him. His mouth was parted, his breathing was heavy. All his attention was on me, and me alone. My face blushed under his intent regard.
"You ready to show me your cock in the flesh?" I asked. Lewis nodded his approval.
Given the green light, I swiveled my gaze back to his crotch and eagerly pulled his underwear down. His warm throbbing phallus slopped out onto my face. My brain froze, trying to process what had just happened.
I had to cross my eyes to fully comprehend the heft of the piece of meat that had just toppled against my face. I felt like a logger in the woods on the wrong side of a falling timber. My eyes widened. "O- ohh my god, Lewis!" I gasped. I wrapped my slender fingers around the base of his cock to push it away just far enough to allow a closer inspection. I maneuvered my head to view it from all the best possible angles. Yeah, I had seen the dick pics he sent me but, holy jesus, his cock was magnificent. It was everything Hannah had described and more: seeing it in person was way different from seeing it on the tiny screen of my phone! Its length, girth, and veiny details made my loins squeeze tightly together.
"You like it?" Lewis proudly asked.
Looking back up at him, I nodded, "Ye- yes, I do! Looks like he's happy to see me!" Lewis smirked hearing my praises. He must be on cloud nine. Now he'd had both of his hot lesbian neighbors drooling over his cock. This must be a dream come true for any straight guy. It was like Lewis had just struck it rich in the erotic fantasy lottery.
As badly as I wanted to swallow his cock with my wet mouth, I was still a little apprehensive. I decided to tease him a bit instead by just easing myself onto it. I positioned his cock near my mouth and blew air lightly across the head of his cock. Lewis's body twitched as I gently stimulated him. He throbbed intensely, wanting more as I continued to tease him with grazing puffs of my breath. He wanted my mouth on his cock. I was so close, yet so far away.
"Laena, could you?" he begged. I smiled evilly hearing him asking for more.
"Hmmm, not quite yet, Lewis. Be a good boy and wait," I replied, blowing air onto his cock a little harder. Rivulets of moisture were visibly leaking out of the slit of his cock. "Is that his precum?" I wondered.
My teasing forgotten, I studied the fluid dribbling from his cock. I was curious about what it would taste like. My mind raced, wondering, "Will I even like it?" I'd never tasted a man's bodily fluids before. Then I noticed his cock was emitting a scent. It was strong and musky. At first I wasn't sure how I felt about it, but the more I smelled his cock, the more interested and intrigued I grew. I found myself moving closer to his cock and inhaling deeper drafts of his manly scent. My pussy began to ache: the more I smelled him the wetter my pussy was getting. It was like his pheromones were activating the glands that were pumping out my pussy juice.
With my curiosity peaking, I stretched my tongue out toward the tip of his cock. As my tongue-tip first connected with his cock, I could begin to sample the taste of the precum dribbling from his slit. As my wet tongue finally touched his love stick, Lewis's cock twitched again. His precum tasted a bit salty and bitter. But I could also detect the tinge of sweetness Hannah had described. That hint of sweetness was so alluring! Wanting to get a better sense for his taste, I lapped the tip of his cock even more. Lewis groaned out loud as he felt me step up my collection efforts.
The more I suckled his cock head, the more engrossed in his taste I became. "So this is what Hannah's been raving about," I thought. I looked back up at Lewis and we locked eyes once again. He looked in awe seeing the head of his cock resting on top of my tongue.
"You ready to get your reward, Lewis?" I asked in a low sexy voice.
"Yeah," Lewis responded immediately, as if he'd been waiting for me to envelope his cock with my wet mouth. Which he had been.
But wanting to get in one last kick, I teased, "What was that, Lewis? What do you want me to do?"
Lewis groaned in frustration, "I want you to suck my dick!" I flinched a little hearing Lewis raise his voice.
"Don't use that tone with me, you naughty boy," I admonished him sternly. "Ask me again. Nicely this time, or you won't get your reward." Lewis gritted his teeth in aggravation. He was getting fed up with all my teasing. I felt so empowered having this much control. I knew that I could never out-muscle Lewis. But all it took to turn a man weak was the touch of a woman's tongue.
"Please, Laena. Can I please get my reward now?" he pleaded. I felt a spark of satisfaction hearing him beg for what I fully intended to give him.
"Good boy," I replied, before finally wrapping my supple lips around the head of his cock. I couldn't believe that my mouth was finally on his cock. It felt so surreal. Like a dream that I never thought would come true.
My nervousness was seared away by my burning arousal. Delving deeper down his cock, my tongue slid out to explore the underside of his veiny shaft. The taste of his masculinity got stronger, better. It was strangely intoxicating. As I went deeper, I lathered his cock with a mix of my saliva and his precum. All his pheromones were clouding my mind in a haze of lust. In this heightened state of arousal, I began to take note of all his veiny details against my tongue: my pussy ached as it oozed out even more of my sweetness.
"What is happening to me?" I asked myself. Whenever I was with Hannah, I got really horny and aroused. But this. This was different. I was reaching new levels of horniness that I never knew existed. It could have been his male pheromones eliciting a natural reaction from my female body. Or the fact that I had my neighbor's cock in my mouth and how exciting, wrong, and taboo that was. But it could be a mix of both! Now an itch was emerging from deep inside my pussy...
I closed my eyes and bobbed my head slowly, familiarizing my mouth with his throbbing pole. As I eased him deeper into my mouth, his girth stretched my jaw. Every time I went down, I went a little deeper, taking more into my mouth.
"Ah, yes, Laena," Lewis groaned. I was delighted to hear that I was doing something right. But I was going slowly and methodically. Taking my time. After studying Hannah's video of her sucking Lewis off, I was concerned that she might still win our bet.
As I became increasingly comfortable with Lewis's massive cock in my mouth, I increased my efforts. I took everything I had learned from practicing with our dildo and applied it to Lewis's cock. Tugging on his hips with my hands, I welcomed his formidable length even deeper into my mouth. Saliva and precum began to drool onto my lap as I bobbed up and down his shaft.
As I was sucking Lewis off, I kept thinking about how I was doing compared to Hannah. I was more focused on my performance than I was on pleasuring Lewis. It became harder to breathe in any kind of rhythm as my sensual movements devolved into erratic, aimless bobbing. Lewis's groans of pleasure lessened, then faded away. Panicked, I sucked him more desperately, but less effectively. I was failing horribly at giving Lewis his reward. Tears sprang from the corners of my eyes and ran down my face. Only moments ago, I had been excited, triumphant; but now I felt humiliated.
Lewis held my head with his hands, preventing me from diving any deeper onto his shaft. I looked up at him with teary eyes. I felt so embarrassed. I just wanted to run out of his apartment and cry myself to sleep.
"Laena, Laena, relax," Lewis said softly. Withdrawing my mouth from his cock, I lay on his bed alongside him and buried my face in my arms. I was trying to hide my emotions from him. My virtually zero experience with men had been revealed at the worst time.
"Wha- what do you mean, I fi- fine," I struggled to say, trying to hold back my tears. "God, what is happening to me?" It felt like the world was falling apart around me. I couldn't let Lewis see how distressed I was.
"Laena, don't cry. It's okay," Lewis tried to comfort me. Him urging me not to cry only prompted more tears to spurt down my face. I was practically bawling right now. I needed Hannah, I needed to be held.
"I-, I'm sorry, I was just trying to ma- make you feel good..." I uttered, choking on my words a bit.
Sitting down next to me, Lewis gently tried to lift my arms off my face. But I locked my arms in place so he couldn't move them. "Come on, Laena, let me see you," he softly asked.
I remained silent and continued to cry softly. "We don't have to do this right now. We could do something else." What was he implying?
Peeking a little bit past my arms, I asked, "And what would that be?" I sniffled.
"I can see that you're upset. D- do you just want to cuddle?" he asked, apprehensively. His response was kinda unexpected, but cuddling definitely sounded pretty good right now.
Slowly opening up my arms, I revealed my tear-streaked face and red weepy eyes to Lewis. "Ye-, yeah. Th- that would be nice," I sniffled again. Lewis gave me a warm comforting smile and slid himself up the bed. Slipping himself under his blanket, he lifted it up and ushered me to get in with him. I sniveled and smiled at his generous offer and slowly crawled in alongside him.
I snuggled myself in, but still felt kinda awkward in such close intimacy with Lewis. I didn't know how to cuddle in with him. Usually, when I was with Hannah, we would cutely hold each other close. But Lewis was a guy; I didn't know how I was supposed to cutely cuddle with a guy!
Noticing my discomfort, Lewis said, "Come here." My body jolted as his muscular arm swiftly swept beneath me and drew me into his chest. I was reminded of his immense strength. My head rested on his solid chest. I began to relax, absorbing the warmth of his presence. My body began to flutter inside in time with his thumping heartbeat. I was feeling so vulnerable, I was glad he was being so caring.
"You okay, Laena?" Lewis asked, caressing my shoulder with his hand. I nodded my head.
Lewis shifted his hand from my shoulder up to my head. He carefully stroked my short brown hair. Feeling his digits run along my scalp felt so nice. My body melted into his. His warmth, touch, and presence were starting to make me sleepy. I could drift away right now and be perfectly fine with it. "Mmmhhmmm," I purred into his chest.
My serenity was abruptly cut short, feeling Lewis remove his hand from my head and back to my shoulder. I felt irritated and disappointed that he wasn't petting me anymore. "Hey!" I hissed. "I didn't tell you to stop. Keep doing that." Lewis quickly resumed his previous duties; my purrs of comfort vibrated forth again.
In my state of distress, I felt strangely needy. Which was odd for me. I wasn't usually like this. Lewis was conjuring up emotions I hadn't even known were inside of me.
Lying there with Lewis in his bed, a better set of feelings surfaced, pushing aside the welter of things I had allowed to overcome me. I felt safe, secure, and comfortable. It felt a little weird lying so intimately with someone other than my lover. But I was growing ever more accustomed to the wrongness of what I was doing. Hannah and I had crossed that line miles ago. The craziness of what we were doing with Lewis didn't seem all that out of place in our depraved and horny lives. Sinking ever deeper into our cuddle, I draped my leg over Lewis's and snugged myself hard into him.
After about half an hour of blissful cuddling, our peaceful embrace was interrupted by a sudden poking on my leg. Opening my eyes I wondered what it could be. Then, it poked me again. "What the..." I murmured. Moving my leg around to get a better feel, I realized that it was Lewis's cock pressing against me. "Is Lewis getting hard again just from cuddling with me?" Well, that was a rhetorical question. Of course a guy would get hard having a virtually naked girl lying all over him. I was surprised that he was only now getting erect.
I tilted my head up to look at him, "Horny are we?" I giggled. I had regained most of my composure since my little breakdown.
""Uh, yeah. Sorry, I'm trying my best to keep it down. But it's kinda hard because you know..." Lewis explained. "You know, what?" I thought. I wanted to tease him again, but considering all he had done for me so far, I would spare him the trouble. For now.
"Mmhhmm, I do know. You like having this almost naked girl lying all wrapped up with you?" I purred.
"Yup. And especially if it's you," he nodded. My heart melted hearing him sweet-talk me. "Oh, and Hannah too." I raised my eyebrow. I felt a speck of jealousy spark inside me. But remembering that Hannah was my girlfriend and that this little fantasy was our mutual indulgence, I was happy that he had included her. That was a good signal knowing he only had eyes for the two of us. And as long as it was just the two of us, I felt reassured that he wouldn't run off with some other chicks.



Lewis's cock strained against me, returning me to the present moment. The warmth of his cock was inciting my own heat and arousal. My pussy was dampening again, as I realized how horny I was making him.
Trailing my hand back down to Lewis's crotch, I wrapped my fingers around his shaft. I bit my lip feeling all his fine details. My juices were leaking through my thong and onto his leg. Feeling this, Lewis's cock twitched and became even more erect, tightening my fingers around him.
"Did you want me to finish where I left off?" I softly asked, knowing that I had gotten him all riled up. My failure to finish him earlier must have left him ravenous.
"No, not yet," he replied. My eyes widened, thrown off guard by his response. My mind raced, worrying why he didn't want to. Did he not want another blowjob from me?!
"I want to help you relax more, Laena..." he said.
"Relax more? I am feeling better now, Lewis," I countered, lifting myself off his chest.
"No, you're not. You're still tense, Laena. I can tell. Now lie down and relax for me," he said, sitting up. What was he planning? My heart pounded, wondering where he was going with this. It was unsettling, but also exciting. As much as I trusted him, as much as he had just reaffirmed that trust the way he had comforted me, he was still so hard to read. I couldn't predict how he would act. Partly because he wasn't Hannah, he was a man. And partly because this new level of intimacy with him brought its own learning curve.
As Lewis pulled back the blanket, goosebumps rose from my skin. The warmth of our cuddling bodies quickly dissipated. I shivered, wishing we could stay under the blanket together a little longer.
"Le- Lewis, what are you doing?" I probed. He remained silent. Moving in front of me, he grabbed me by the back of my knees, elevated my legs, and began spreading them apart. I squealed and my mouth parted, realizing what he had in mind.
"Lewis, ar- are you going t-,"
"Yes, Laena, now sit back and relax," he interrupted. "I was supposed to be giving him head, not the other way around!" I screamed to myself.
This whole arrangement I had with Lewis had totally gone off the rails. I felt excited and nervous at the same time. Lewis lowered his head, encroaching into the simmering space between my upper thighs, rife with my intimate aroma. I bit the tip of my finger, watching his head sink closer and closer to my dripping pussy. We were definitely pushing the boundaries. But what were the boundaries? Hannah and I had agreed that there should be no sex. And yet she had let him finger her to a crescendo of hot sensations.
"Lewis, I don't think we should be doing this," I half-heartedly protested. He immediately stopped mid-way down my thighs. What he was trying to do felt wrong, but I was too aroused and horny to truly care. "It's not like we're fucking or anything. Maybe this could be another reward for his being so good to me," I rationalized. "I mean, if he likes my taste as well as I liked his..."
"Oh, sorry, I'll stop..." he urgently said, trying to curb my discomfort. My doubts were making him feel guilty for his attempted actions. But I didn't really want him to stop. We were already this far down the rabbit hole. We might as well go ahead and have some more fun.
Before he could fully withdraw from between my legs, I stopped him. "I didn't tell you to stop..." I mewled.
Lewis backtracked, locking his eyes with mine. "Ar- are you sure? It's okay. If you don't want me to then it's fine. We can stop. I don't want to force myself on you..." he reiterated. My heart melted seeing how respectful and caring he was. This only cemented how Hannah and I had struck gold with him.
"You're fine, Lewis. I'm not going to report you to the police or anything," I joked. Lewis chuckled uneasily, but was still looking unsure whether he should continue.
"Lewis, I promise, you're fine," I reassured.
"You sure??" he repeated. I was growing frustrated with his dithering.
"YES," I said, imperatively. I was on the verge of revoking my consent. Realizing how frustrated he was making me, Lewis gave me a jumpy nod. He ventured back down between my legs once more.
"Good boy," I giggled.
"Ohhh mmhhmm," I moaned, as his breath wafted over my pussy. My wet slit was throbbing with arousal. My neighbor lay prone between my legs, poised to devour my sweet cookie. It was so hot.
His mouth made contact with the minimal layer of fabric that hid my throbbing slit. "Oohh, Lewis," I mewled. My moans prompted him to kiss me right over that pesky thin sheet of salacious clothing. Grabbing his head, I pulled him forcefully into my crotch. His nuzzling encouraged more of my sweetness to seep through my thong. I needed his mouth on my bare pussy.
"Lewis, co- could you take my thong off?" I asked, as I mewled.
"Hmmmm," he hummed into my pussy. His humming sent a buzz of pleasure vibrating through my body. I didn't want to be teased, but I was braced for him to serve me a dose of my own medicine. "Okay," he replied. I was surprised and relieved that he didn't retaliate. Lewis was such a sweetheart.
Pulling his head away from my sopping pussy, he grasped the waistband of my thong in his strong fingers. But before he could begin pulling them off, I stopped him. "Could you use your mouth?" I softly requested. I couldn't help it, I wanted to see my thong between his teeth again. That had been so hot!
Lewis nodded and relinquished his grip. His head again lowered to my crotch, his hot breath again blew across my pussy, like a desert wind across my verdant oasis. My body again quivered in anticipation. Tilting my head down, I watched him intently as he bit into the fabric of my thong and slowly drew it down my legs. God, the scene unfolding before me was just so damn erotic. It was like something out of a hot porno, except it was real, happening right in front of my enraptured eyes. My pussy pulsed, my eyes dilated, and my arousal skyrocketed. Lewis tugged my damp thong down my thighs, past my knees, and then finally over my ankles, leaving a glaze of my pussy juice behind the whole way.
Lewis now knelt in front of me with my thong in his mouth like a puppy with a treat. I bit my lip as I eyed him. His well-toned body posing for me as he did my bidding made me even hotter. Hannah and I had really hit the jackpot with this one. He was quite the specimen: handsome, with a perfect body, great personality, and magnificent cock...
Catching me staring at him, Lewis asked, "Like what you see?"
He was taunting me with my own line. The nerve of this guy! My emerald eyes aligned with his dark globes, as I responded, "Yes." I had to chuckle a bit at the way he was flaunting himself for me.
Dropping my thong from his mouth, he hooked his arms under my knees and planted sensual kisses all along my legs. As he slowly voyaged toward the tropical isle of my steaming pussy, each kiss he emplaced upon the trembling softness of my inner thighs splashed another pulse of arousal through my body. He was doing things to me. It was as if he knew all the tricks of how to turn a girl head over heels. Yet never, since Lewis had first moved into our building, had I seen him bring home a girl. Nor had I seen a girl leave his apartment. How did he know how to do this!
My body quivered as his mouth hovered over my dripping wet slit. I was so horny, I needed him to eat me out. His mouth on my mound, his lips on my labia, his tongue in my slippery slit. "You want to taste my cookie, Lewis?" I asked in a low, seductive voice. He smirked and gave me a nod. "Okay, Lewis, be a good boy and make me feel good. And if you do a good job, I'll return the favor. Maybe a little more, since you've been so good to me," I didn't know what I was implying by that last part. I was too immersed in a haze of lust and arousal to guard my tongue.
Lewis's eyes widened as he took in what I was implying. "You don't mean..." he uttered.
"Lewis, just plant that mouth of yours on this pussy," I ordered, more engaged in what was going on right now than on whatever might be coming next. Like the good boy he was, Lewis acceded to my request and dove right in.
"OHHH," I moaned into the air, as his manly mouth connected with the lips of my throbbing pussy. He gave my slutty slit a nice long lick. My legs twitched in his arms as his sturdy, strong tongue cascaded down over my sensitive folds. My eyes rolled behind my eyelids and I threw my head back at how good it felt.
Lewis lapped up all the sweet nectar that had been leaking out of my slit. He was gentle but forceful at the same time. His tongue eagerly delved deeper, allowing none of my sweetness to escape his wriggling reach. His eagerness confirmed how much he liked my taste. But I wanted to hear it from him.
"Le Lewis, ho- how do I taste," I struggled to get out past the immense pleasure coursing through my body.
Withdrawing his tongue from the depths of my pussy just long enough to speak, he said, "Like heaven," before plunging his tongue back into my wet crevice. My stomach fluttered in response to his terse compliment. That was all I needed to hear. He maneuvered inside me with such ease and precision. His tongue was very different from Hannah's smaller and more delicate instrument. But that wasn't a bad thing. I really liked the feelings that Hannah brought me, but I was quickly gaining appreciation for Lewis's stronger and more powerful tongue.
Wanting more leverage, Lewis wrapped his arms around my thighs and drove his pleasure tool deeper into my sweltering core. My warm walls wrapped around him as he delved down further into my love hole. I was leaking profusely into his mouth. I was starting to worry that he would drown in my juices. He wriggled around dexterously, searching out all my weak spots, every tender bundle of my vaginal nerves. With all the digging he was doing, I was surprised that his jaw wasn't giving out.
After mapping my pussy with his tongue for a few more minutes, Lewis withdrew. My pussy's emptiness left me feeling disappointed and desperate. I wanted to keep his wet tongue snug inside me forever. But when Lewis pressed the tip of his tongue on my clit, a renewed shock of pleasure shot through my body.
"MMMFUCK," I moaned into the air. Hearing me wail out my pleasure, Lewis increased his efforts, deliciously torturing my little fuck button. It felt like I was being electrocuted with pleasure and my brain was on the cusp of short-circuiting. It wouldn't have surprised me if smoke was curling out of my ears. Then that itch sprang back up from deep inside me. An insatiable urge was building: I needed to find something long enough to get all the way in there to scratch it.
Without further thought, I said, "Le- Lewis, finger me like you did Hannah." My mind was so wreathed in a dense fog of pleasure and arousal that I had no idea what I was saying.
Wordlessly, Lewis obeyed my request. Letting go of one of my thighs, he positioned two fingers on my wet slit and pressed them between my slippery lips. My chest heaved and my breathing trembled in anticipation of what was coming next. Hearing Hannah talk about how good Lewis's fingers had felt only added fuel to the fire of my burning arousal.
His digits pressed on into my wet slit, centimeter by agonizing centimeter. At the same time, his tongue remained on my clit, playing with it. I was losing my mind under this irresistible assault of good feelings. My wet walls wrapped around his large, sturdy fingers as he plunged them further into my soaking depths. Hannah was right, Lewis's manly fingers knew their way around illicit lesbian pussy! But as deeply as Lewis was reaching up inside my throbbing pussy, it still wasn't deep enough to scratch that itch that plagued me. Feeling that he could go no further, he began to slowly piston his fingers in and out of me.
"OOH, YES, LEWIS!" I moaned, two intense forms of stimulation ravaging me in combination. Despite how slowly Lewis was moving his fingers, he was still making me feel so fucking good. But greedy little slut that I was, I wanted even more.
"Le- Lewis, go faster!" I urgently requested through my erratic moaning. He did as I bid, increasing his pace, transmitting pangs of intense throbbing pleasure throughout my body. My eyes rolled all the way back and my back started to arch up into the air.
"Ah ah ah, uh uh uh, fuck, like that baby, like that!" I moaned out loud. Realizing what I had just called Lewis, my body burned with embarrassment and arousal. I was too horned up to guard my tongue. It felt so wrong to call Lewis by the intimate endearment, "baby." It was a term reserved for lovers. But at the same time it felt so right. Lewis was in this limbo between being just a friend with benefits and something more. I couldn't put my finger on it.
My train of thought was interrupted by Lewis pressing his tongue harder into my clit. My tongue lolled out of my mouth and hung there: my mind was melting. As if things couldn't get any better, Lewis began to roll his fingers, searching for my secret love spot. My pussy quivered and contracted around him as he felt around inside me. It didn't take him long to find it.
"OH MY GOD!" I squealed, as he triggered my g-spot. "Le- Lewis, ba- baby! Right there!" I was incapable of disciplining my tongue. I was just too horny to care about the subtle linguistic signals I might be sending.
The jolts of pleasure from my clit combined with Lewis's artful fingering of my pussy to send me over the brink. My orgasm was building to an unavoidable crescendo. My clit throbbed as he tickled and licked it so eagerly. My walls contracted rhythmically around his fingers in prelude to my impending mind-destroying convulsions of pleasure.
"Ah ah ah uh uh, Le- Lewis, yes, Lewis!" I moaned. My breathing became jagged as my chest heaved. I could feel my entire body tremble.
Sensing my imminent climax, Lewis dove his lips onto my clit and began sucking it. My back arched into the air; I spasmed like I was having a seizure. Amplifying my pleasure further still, Lewis hummed into my engorged clit. The additional vibrations catapulted me right off the cliff. The sucking, the humming, and the fingering were too much, rendering me brain dead.
"Ba-, baby, I'm gonna cu-, I'm gonn-," I grunted out, rolling my eyes all the back, my body shaking violently as my mind-numbing orgasm reached its crest. My toes curled as my pussy contracted tightly around Lewis's fingers. My sweet nectar gushed out of me; Lewis wasted no time collecting my sweet spill with his mouth. I was enduring one of the best orgasms of my entire life! How did he know how to do this!
Coming down from my climax after some unknown lapse of time, I collapsed back onto the bed. I was completely wasted. I lay there, incapable of coherent thought. I must have depleted my entire reservoir of neurotransmitters... My body was twitching involuntarily as I recovered from my paroxysm of pleasure. I squirmed as Lewis withdrew his fingers, leaving me empty.
As my eyes regained their ability to focus, I saw Lewis sit back up. He found a small towel and wiped his fingers dry. I was disappointed: I was used to having Hannah lick and lap up my juices from her fingers after we finished each other off. I would have liked to see him do the same.
"Feel better, Laena?" Lewis asked, smirking a bit. I heard him, but I was still too weak to respond. I just lay there, limp. "I'm gonna take that as a yes," he concluded.
Leaning down over me, Lewis planted a kiss on my forehead and said, "I'm gonna get you some water, okay?" My stomach fluttered with emotion. Why was he treating me like this? It was like we were boyfriend and girlfriend! And I already had a girlfriend! While I definitely appreciated his kind gesture, I was my own person. And an athlete! I could manage my own hydration. I didn't need anyone to take care of me!
I tried to get up from the bed to show that I could do it on my own, but I was too weak after all, and fell back down. Seeing me struggle, Lewis chuckled a bit. "Do- don't laugh... I ca- can get my own water..." I was barely able to utter. Lewis rolled his eyes and covered me with a blanket, before leaving the room.
As I lay there, I was reeling with everything I had just gone through. Lewis had given me head and fingered me at the same time. It had been my turn to reward Lewis with a blowjob, but it had all gotten turned around, and he had rewarded me with his mouth and more. How could I have let this happen? I ought to have been feeling a little guilty, but I just couldn't summon up any remorse for my failure. Lewis had made me feel so good, he had overwhelmed me with pleasure. And he had gone about it so affectionately and with so much care for me. I was well accustomed to how happy Hannah made me feel, but what Lewis had lavished upon me felt different in some way I couldn't explain. I felt so safe and secure with him.
Thinking about Lewis, I began to ponder what he was to me and Hannah. I wanted to say he was just a friend with benefits. But the way he treated us, it was hard to deny that there was something more. Could he be our boyfriend? That made my face get red. How would that even work? I didn't know anybody who had ever been in a threeway relationship. The more I thought about how tenderly Lewis treated us, though, the more I felt my feelings for him were turning into something new and unexpected. I loved Hannah, don't get me wrong, but I was unquestionably growing very fond of Lewis. And I was sure Hannah felt the same way. Again, I wondered how such a thing would even work?
Lewis came back into the room, glass of water in hand, interrupting my train of thought. My eyes widened at his nudity. Even flaccid, his cock looked imposingly large as it hung between his legs. He sat down on the side of the bed. Recuperating some of my strength, I slowly managed to sit up, too. As I arose, the blanket toppled off my chest and flopped onto my lap.
"Hey," Lewis smiled warmly at me as we locked eyes.
"Hi," I replied, smiling back at him. This moment we were sharing felt very wholesome. I liked it.
Lewis raised the glass of water to my mouth and said, "Here, drink." I quirked my eyebrow at him. "I can drink water on my own, dummy!" I thought. But seeing how sincere he looked, I accepted his offer.
As I drank the water from his hand, I realized how parched I was. Steadying his wrist with my hand, I gulped the water eagerly. It was so cold, so refreshing. I was starting to have second thoughts about Lewis trying to take care of me. I kinda liked being pampered. I began to understand why Hannah liked this. Having someone who made sure that your every need was taken care of, physically and emotionally. I was used to the way that Hannah and I took care of each other, but receiving a comparable level of care from Lewis was taking a while for me to process.
Swallowing the last trickles of water, I let out a sigh of relief. Lewis put the glass down on the bedside table and shifted over to sit in the bed next to me.
Resting his back against the headboard, he asked, "How was it?" I knew he meant how well he had given me head.
Turning to look at him, I replied, "You were amazing... Where did you learn to do that?" Lewis contemplated my question. Sensing something was on his mind, I peered keenly into his dark globes, only to see a faint look of anguish. I wanted to ask him what was wrong. But before I could, his eyes flickered and lit up as if concealing his emotions behind some sort of mask.
Instead of providing a serious answer, he teased me instead. "That's a secret, Laena." I saw straight through him, though. I was remembering something his sister had said earlier: hadn't she mentioned the name of Lewis's previous relationship. Vanessa? No, Veronica. Could she be the one for whom he had learned all of his tricks? As much as I wanted to prod him for answers, I was warned off by the anguish in his eyes. Whatever her name had been, she had clearly meant something to him. It was probably best for now not to dig into that any further.



"You're no fun," I pouted, sticking my tongue out at him. He gave me a small smirk in return.
While we had been having our little exchange, my body had begun to shiver. I realized that Lewis kept his room really cold. "Is your bedroom always this cold?" I asked, pulling the blanket back up over my chest for warmth.
"Yeah, sorry, I like it cold. If you want, I can turn the AC up," he offered. As nice as that would be, he had already done enough for me. I would feel bad if I let him do any more.
"No, no, that's fine," I reassured him. The cold I was feeling now contrasted with how warm Lewis had felt when we cuddled. That remembered warmth gave rise to the urge to return to the warmth of his presence. "Can we do some more cuddling?" I asked softly.
Lewis happily nodded, and said, "Of course, just come over here." He opened his arms for an embrace. But he didn't move to lie down. Did he want me to sit on his lap?! I was going to object, but another tremor of cold air chilled my body. Discarding my reluctance, I swiftly crawled into his lap.
Settling myself down, I relaxed into him. His warmth soon eased my shivers. Lewis wrapped us up in the blanket, warming me further. I lay my head on his shoulder as he enfolded me in the solidity of his arms.
"Mmhhmm," I purred again. I felt so comfortable. My body melted into his. My eyes were drooping. I really wanted to stay awake, but the harder I fought off my tiredness, the sleepier I got. Eventually, my eyes closed, and I fell asleep on Lewis's lap.
-
Feeling fingers gently cascading through my hair and the sound of sports chatter, I slowly opened my eyes from my slumber. "What the..." I thought. I was lying against a warm solid body, but I felt flushed and relieved to find that I was still sitting on Lewis's lap.
"Hey, sleepyhead," Lewis greeted.
I lifted my head from his shoulder and began to rub my eyes. "Hey, yourself. How long have I been out?" I asked in a groggy voice. Surprisingly I felt pretty refreshed. Usually when I wake up from naps I feel drowsy and grumpy.
"About an hour," Lewis answered, as he gently caressed my lower back with one of his big warm hands.
"Huh?" I thought. It definitely felt longer than that. "So you've just been sitting here with me in your lap that entire time?" I was feeling kinda bad that he'd been supporting my weight all that time. I would be surprised if he still had any blood flow to his legs!
"Yeah, but don't worry. I was just watching some basketball on my phone while you slept. Plus, it's not exactly a chore having someone as attractive as you asleep in my lap," he winked. I blushed hearing his silver tongue.
"Oh, stop it," I playfully responded. "No, wait, say it again," I immediately contradicted myself, wanting to hear him shower me with compliments.
Lewis rolled his eyes and repeated, "You're very attractive, Laena."
"Mhm, thank you," I acknowledged, before softly kissing his lips. Lewis was caught a little off guard, but he happily accepted my little gesture of thanks.
Scanning my surroundings, I noticed a wet spot on Lewis's shoulder. Realizing I had been drooling on Lewis in my slumber, I scrambled to apologize, "Oh! Sorry, Lewis, let me clean that up for you." I searched around for something, anything, frantic with embarrassment. Finding nothing at hand but the blanket draped around me I murmured, "Fuck it," and used that to dry off Lewis's saliva-slathered shoulder.
"Better," I stated proudly, bracing my hands on my hips, and looking admiringly at how dry he now was. Lewis examined his shoulder, then looked at me. He smirked and chuckled a bit.
"What?!" I asked, wondering why he was laughing.
"It's nothing," he said unconvincingly. When someone says "It's nothing," or "nevermind," like that, it provokes me to dig beneath their reticence to find the real story.
"Tell me," I insisted. Lewis shook his head no. "Come on, tell me!" I said again, sounding more desperate. Lewis staunchly maintained his silence.
Squinting my eyes in exasperation, I resorted to the most reliable trick in my book when I need to extract information from someone. I grabbed his nipple and pinched it forcefully. I was fully expecting him to fold, but he was surprisingly unfazed.
"What are you doing?" he asked, arching his eyebrow. Since he showed no signs of distress, I twisted his nipple even harder. "Laena, stop that," he said, smirking.
"Yeah? Does it hurt? Tell me why you were laughing," I demanded.
"No, it doesn't hurt, Laena," he replied, grabbing my wrist and easily forcing my hand away from his nipple. I pushed against him, but I made zero headway. He had me in an iron grip. I tried for his nipple with my other hand, but he effortlessly snagged that hand too. We locked eyes as he held my arms motionless. I put all my effort into breaking free from his grasp, but he was just too strong. I was momentarily defeated.
As we stared at each other, deadlocked and breathing more heavily I felt something twitch beneath me. We were both still naked, so there could be no doubt about the source of that twitch. My body heated up; it was harder to draw breath. My mind raced at the situation I found myself in. Lewis's hardening member was right below me! Nothing separated my vulnerable pussy from his thickening cock. I was aroused and conflicted by how close we were to outright fucking. It was so taboo, so naughty, but oh so arousing. Then that itch returned.
I coundn't be thinking about fucking Lewis! It would break the rules! But as Lewis's bulk continued to gather mass against me, my inhibitions were dissolving. Shaking off these dirty thoughts, I focused instead on extracting answers from Lewis. With my arms locked in place, I couldn't force an answer from him. And Lewis seemed pretty adamant in his refusal to reveal his mind.
While I took a moment to revise my plan, my depraved thoughts began leaking back into my mind. It was hard to concoct a plan as lewd thoughts swirled through my brain. Then the lightbulb turned on and I knew for sure what would break him. If I couldn't out muscle him, then I would use a woman's touch to beguile the answer out of him.
Biting my lip, I gave a wiggle, grinding myself down onto him. The feel of his cock against my naked ass called forth the moisture from inside my pussy. Lewis groaned as I squirmed sensuously in his embrace. At his sounds of pleasure, I rolled my hips even harder. His cock sprung out between my ass cheeks.
"La- Laena, what are you doing," Lewis asked in a low, breathy voice.
Locking my emerald gems with his black pearls, I smirked deviously. "You will tell me why you were laughing," I replied in my most seductive voice. The more I rolled my hips into him, the harder he got. As his cock throbbed between my ass cheeks, my pussy kept leaking its juices all over his crotch.
Lewis's grasp on my wrists had loosened enough that I was able to break free. Once I had the use of my hands, I took the opportunity to grab onto his broad shoulders and use him for leverage to press myself into him with even greater fervor. Lewis was now ragingly hard. I felt the warmth of his cock and how it jerked and throbbed against me. Looking into his eyes, I sensed his fortitude waning.
"Tell me," I purred alluringly, seizing upon his increasing vulnerability. Lewis groaned helplessly, attempting to use his hands to control the gyration of my shapely hips. But before he could regain any advantage, I smacked him away. "Uh uh uh, no touching until you tell me."
Lewis couldn't decide how to best utilize his hold on my hips. He really wanted to just pull me into him as hard as he could. But an ember of resistance still flickered. Extinguishing his last flame of defiance was child's play at this point: I simply stopped rolling my hips. Lewis looked visibly upset at the sudden cessation of my salacious grinding.
"Ugh, damn," he murmured. "Do you really want to know that badly?" Seeing that he was on the cusp of breaking, I nodded my head victoriously.
"Fine," he sighed. Pulling my head in close, he whispered into my ear, "I just wanted to say how cute you are." My eyes widened and my face turned beet red at finally extorting this compliment out of him. I'm not cute! Hannah is! But I loved the way Lewis flattered me, so I was happy to overlook any possible inaccuracy in the phrasing of his compliment. Still, being called cute was very foreign to me. I thought of myself as anything but that. I was learning, though, that Lewis had a different perspective on things. And he wasn't always wrong.
"Happy?" he asked. I eagerly nodded my head. I felt so abashed, I couldn't formulate a sentence! There was something about Lewis whispering sweet nothings into my ear. It did things to me.
I tucked his hands around my waist, my body now quivering in his grasp. His hands were so big, so strong. He could so easily just pin me in place, the same way he had nonchalantly captured my wrists earlier. His irresistible strength flipped some sort of primal switch in my brain. Our eyes were dilated as we gazed at each other. We both knew that we liked what we saw. My hips subconsciously began to roll into him again as we were caught in that horny, dazed stare. He felt so big between my cheeks. I could feel all his fine veiny details; my pussy throbbed and that itch kept growing in intensity.
My curious horny brain then wondered what it would feel like to have his bare cock against my naked leaking pussy. That would be cutting it way too close, though, right? Having his cock practically right there, the dangerous ease with which we could go from grinding to fucking was tantalizing beyond belief. But I was so horny and my pussy throbbed so much, I needed some outlet for the lust that was building up from all this stimulation. "Maybe there's a way I could relieve some of my horniness," I rationalized. "A way that's technically not sex." My mind was so hazed with lust, it was overriding my better judgment. Then my horny brain added an element of guilt to its campaign of persuasion: "Lewis deserves it. You never completed rewarding him with a blowjob, the way you were supposed to. You should at least let him feel your wet pussy lips against his throbbing, rock hard cock..." My breathing deepened again, thinking how hot it would be to feel his love pole sliding along my wet slit.
Without thinking, my hand reached behind me to grab his member and positioned it onto his stomach. At this point my horned-up brain was making all the decisions. Raising my ass up, I poised myself perfectly so that when I sat back down my slit would lie right on top of his pulsing cock. Before I made my final descent, I stopped and hovered over him. Our eyes locked, it was impossible for either of us to deny how dangerous this could be. But we were both so horny, yearning to thrust our sexual organs into direct contact with each other.
Feeling Lewis pulling my hips down, I allowed his hands to move me down onto him. "Ohh, mmhhmm," I moaned, feeling his cock pressed up against my pussy. He felt so hot between my wet lips.
My hips began to subconsciously roll into him once again. I slowly slid up and down the underside of his shaft. As I slid, my juices oozed all over his cock making my task easier. Bolts of pleasure shocked through me as my clit grazed against his veiny details. I was in total ecstasy, it felt so fucking good. Elements of how taboo this was, how closely we were dancing along the brink of the abyss, wove themselves into my thoughts and feelings, rendering them even more erotic and hot. We were playing a very dangerous game. But we couldn't help it, our horny brains had taken over complete control of the action, our inhibitions thrown out the window.
"Ah, geez, Laena," Lewis groaned, assisting my hips with his hands.
""Yeah? You like having my wet pussy sliding up and down your cock?" I replied in a low, breathy voice. Feeling him push me harder against his cock, my body squirmed as my lips sandwiched him. Lewis's cock was practically covered in my sweet juice.
"Yeah. You like how my cock feels on your pussy?" he reiterated. Every time Lewis talked dirty to me, it flipped switches in my brain. That lingering itch just kept on throbbing away deep inside me.
"Mmhhmm," I hummed in agreement.
Wet slicking sounds echoed throughout the room as we engaged in our sexual endeavors. "Uh uh uh, ah, Lewis," I moaned. My tongue fell out of my mouth and hung there as I was lost in a haze of ecstasy. His love sausage felt so good between my wet lips.
Seeing my wet tongue hanging out of my mouth, Lewis lunged upward like a fish taking the bait and gulped down my tongue. "MMMPPHHMM," I squealed into his mouth. I was caught off guard, but it was a welcome surprise.
We were entranced as we rubbed against each other; our tongues danced, swapping our fluids. I was living the fantasy. Well, almost.
Pulling my head back enough to catch a breath, I said, "You're making me so fucking horny, baby."
"Yeah me too, baby." My stomach fluttered and my heart pounded, hearing him return that intimate endearment. What were we doing? We were talking to each other like we were lovers! But it was so damn hot. I loved it!
"God, your pussy is so wet," Lewis groaned, gripping my hips harder.
"Ah ah uh, it's because of you dummy, uh uh," I replied, smirking a bit. "I can't believe we're doing this. I guess all that talking on the phone is starting to pay off. Huh, Lewis?" He had no choice but to nod in agreement.
Thinking about how easily we could fuck, how close we were to taking that final step, I couldn't resist teasing Lewis about it. Turning those thoughts into words edged us ever closer to the extremes of actual sex, but would inject even more fuel into the heat of our actions.
"We're so close to fucking, Lewis," I said in a low voice. "How easy would it be to just slip you into my wet - warm - pussy..." Hearing my words, Lewis turned feral, forcing my hips down even harder against his cock.
"OHH," I moaned. "You must really want to fuck your hot lesbian neighbor. You dirty boy." Lewis groaned louder. As his inner beast drew ever closer to escaping its imprisonment, his groans were sounding more like growls. I smiled deviously, knowing that I was pushing all the right buttons.
What we were doing was so depraved. I was getting very close to breaking my and Hannah's rule. But my inhibitions were in tatters. I was running solely on instinct.
Suddenly I was in mid-air, getting flipped over. Everything was happening so fast, I couldn't process what was going on. Just as my brain was catching up, I was startled to see Lewis was now on top of me, my head held firmly between his manly hands. Lewis was crouched in the space formed by my splayed-open legs, with his throbbing member resting on top of my unprotected dripping pussy.
"Lewis! Wh- what are you doing?!" I uttered in shock. He remained silent and we stared deeply into each other's eyes. Our hot, steamy breaths trembled as we lay there. I lacked any control whatsoever over our current predicament. Lewis could just slide his cock so easily into my pussy: there would be nothing I could do. But it felt all too exhilarating for Lewis to seize the initiative.
"Remember when you said that you would give me a little more?" Lewis recalled. "Is this what you meant?" Had I really said that? My mind raced as I backtracked through all the words we had exchanged. With my mind hazed with lust, it was hard to remember any particular thing I might have said. But then I recalled the exact moment I had said that very thing: my heart dropped.
"I, uhh, I don't know Lewis, what we're already doing is really pushing it..." I replied. Lewis looked visibly disappointed. I felt kinda bad, here I was getting him all hot and riled up again in response to yet another empty promise. "Let's just keep doing what we're doing, okay?" This was the next best thing I could come up with. I didn't want to break the rules.
"Okay," Lewis nodded. He looked like a sad puppy. I felt so guilty. But my guilt faded away again, lost in the pleasure of Lewis sliding his cock between my juicy lips. We had taken another step: instead of my lips caressing his cock, now his cock was sliding back and forth between my lips. The control in our ongoing game of dominance had shifted once again.
"Ah, fuck," I moaned, wrapping my arms around his neck. I couldn't get enough of how good he made me feel. Lewis had more leverage on top of me to push his shaft deeper against my lips. His cock was practically engulfed in my slippery slit, like a hot dog in a bun.
He would pull his hips back and then, with each forward thrust, the head of his cock dipped a little deeper into my crevice. I couldn't blame him, I knew he wasn't trying to do anything on purpose. He was just following the urging of our mutual passion. Placing my hand against his stomach, I half-heartedly pushed him back a little so he wouldn't go too far. But the itch returned, and this time it burned. My body screamed at me to follow my instincts and just mate with this perfect male specimen.
I relaxed my arm, allowing Lewis to draw back and drive a little deeper. "Ugh, Lewis... Your cock feels so good," I mewled. The deeper he sandwiched his cock, the better it felt. I wondered how good it would feel if he went all the way? "What are you thinking? That would be breaking the rules!" I battled with myself.
As hard as it was, I tried to think how Hannah would feel if I went all the way. When we had first come up with this rule, we had only talked about this one time. And we hadn't really been enforcing the rule: we had both trespassed beyond the original plan of rewarding Lewis with blowjobs. If I surrendered to my urge to fuck Lewis, I doubted that we would get into a huge fight over it. Hell, we were already fantasizing about it on an almost nightly basis. She would probably think it was hot if I was the one to break the rule first. Hearing about how her protective girlfriend had been the first to fuck someone else would drive her insane. But that was probably just my horny brain rationalizing with myself.
"You're making me so fucking horny," I moaned.
"Ah, me too, Laena. Fuck," he groaned.
Lewis drove harder. His precum began to dribble from his slit and mix with my juices. My hormones were ravaging through my body. It was taking every bit of will power I still had to hold me back from just fucking him. I was woozy with lust. My pussy ached and burned. My body grew frustrated with my refusal to cave in and just fuck this hot and ready male before me.
I tried to hold back. But my horned-up brain kept tempting me to bend the rules just a little more. "Maybe I could have a little taste," I contemplated. "No, that would be so wro- hot..."
The angel on my shoulder holding me back from biting into the apple was losing ground to the little sex demon perched on my other shoulder. "Just one little taste wouldn't be so bad," I concluded.
Without thinking, I said, "Le- Lewis, just the ti- tip."
Lewis raised his eyebrow. "What?"
"You heard me..." I mewled.
His eyes lit up; he lost no time in grabbing the base of his cock and pressing his bulbous head into my wet slit. My mouth parted as his big head slowly bulled its way into my pulsing pussy. It felt so wrong, but so good. With his sizable member poised just on the doorstep of my welcoming, wet pussy, Lewis growled: his inner beast had now been unleashed.
"Ahhh, yes," I moaned.
"Fuck, you feel so good, Laena," Lewis murmured.
He began to use his head to play with my throbbing, wet lips. As he rubbed himself on my pussy, we stared lustfully at each other. The way we looked at each other was extremely potent. Falling deeper under the spell of our mutual gaze, I realized that Lewis was slowly delving his cock deeper into me.



"Ah, fuck!" I moaned. Hearing me, Lewis snapped out of his daze and withdrew from me. "Be careful with that thing, Lewis. I think it's trying to fuck me."
"Sorry," Lewis said. But he couldn't stop himself from chuckling. "You just feel so good."
Smirking, I let go of his neck with one of my arms and reached down towards his crotch. "Here, let me," I said, gripping the base of his cock like it was the hilt of a sword. Positioning his cock-head back against the entrance to my wet slit, I rubbed it up and down. Then I began rubbing it in circles around my pulsing pussy. God, did that ever feel so good! His little slit kept on pumping precum onto my pussy, further mixing our sex fluids together.
Placing his head at my entrance, I prompted Lewis to thrust forward. I quivered as I felt him slowly enter my wet slit. My wet lips conformed perfectly to the tip of his cock. He was meant to be there. "Ah, Lewis, you feel so big..." I moaned softly. My pussy pulsed a wave of pleasure throughout my body as he moved to fully submerge his head in the depths of my pussy.
My hormones were through the roof. Now that I had tasted a sip of the Kool-Aid, my body yearned for more. Lewis slowly began to piston his hips back and forth. The head of his cock would appear and disappear in my wet slit. The sight of this caused my body to burn with intense arousal. We were just a hair away from fucking. Or maybe I was splitting hairs, but I didn't count this as fucking yet since his cock hadn't gone all the way in.
That thought, Lewis powering all the way into me, was now dominating my mind. If just the tip of his cock already felt so good, so natural, I couldn't help but wonder how much better it would feel if he went just a little deeper. I subconsciously wrapped my long legs around his waist and urged him toward those greater depths. Lewis groaned as he felt himself delving further into my pussy. Given his innate decency, I would ordinarily have relied upon Lewis to help me resist going this far. But after all the teasing and denial I had put him through, he was hungry, starved even. He hadn't been able to cum for god knows how long. And with me riling him up this whole time, how could he not want to just pin me down and fuck me into oblivion until he had relieved himself of all his pent up energy and frustration.
As he went deeper, new levels of pleasure were opened up for me. "De- deeper, Lewis. Deeper..." I moaned in desperation. Trapped between my legs, he had no choice but to accede to my demands.
His cock worked its way deeper still, centimeter by centimeter. "Ah, fuck, Laena," Lewis groaned. His cock was almost halfway into my pussy. That itch inside my pussy was pulling for him to get all the way in, where he could scratch it at last. But then he stopped. Our gazes were locked together. As we stared deeply into one another's eyes, our natural instinct to mate became irresistible. Our breaths deepened and trembled; our eyes dilated like saucers. We were so close. We both wanted this. No, we needed this.
"Are you sure you want to do this, Laena?" Lewis asked. I was again appreciative of his decency in trying to protect me from myself. But, while a small part of me still screamed out, pleading with me not to do this, my horny brain now had free reign over all my choices.
My mind raced. "What should I do?!" I screamed to myself. If I were to go through with this I would be breaking our rule. But I was already past the point of no return. And Lewis was so eager, I didn't want to disappoint him. "Hannah, will she be mad? No, she'll probably think that this is hot. She'd probably want a turn." My horny brain began to rationalize again.
Allowing Lewis's cock to slip a little deeper had already sent me over the edge. I came to terms with what I was gonna do. "I'm gonna fuck Lewis," I concluded. "Lewis is gonna fuck me..."
"Wait..." I said, placing my hand on his stomach to stop him from thrusting any deeper. Lewis snarled in annoyance. But he didn't know that I was about to make up for all the frustration I had been causing him.
"Do you have a condom..." I shyly asked. If I was going to fuck him and break our rule, the least I could do was use protection. I wasn't on a pill, and I didn't want to risk getting knocked up by this perfect male specimen. Although when I think about it, Lewis and I would make pretty cute babies. We were perfectly compatible. We were both naturally athletic and very good looking. "Wait, why did I think that?" In my entire life before this moment, I had never once thought about having kids. Until now. It was probably my primal reproductive instinct kicking in. "Stupid monkey brain," I thought.
Lewis excitedly nodded and pulled his throbbing cock out of me. I giggled in excitement as I watched him scramble around looking for a condom. I couldn't believe that I was going to do this. I hadn't had sex with a guy since god knows how long. The last time I could remember was with my ex from high school. And that hadn't been enjoyable for me at all. As I recalled, he hadn't even lasted a minute. And he wasn't very big compared to Lewis. I had broken up with him shortly after and hadn't thought about having sex with a guy since then. Hannah had been all I wanted or needed in a lover. Up until now.
Lewis frantically jerked open a drawer in his bedside table. His eyes widened as he spotted his ticket into heaven. He hastily grabbed it and bounded back over to me. Crouching between my legs again, he ripped the wrapper open with his teeth and extracted the rubber. As he slipped the condom on, I watched in awe it stretched and contorted around his magnificent cock. Once his cock was clad in the translucent rubber and he had fully equipped himself with protection, Lewis again positioned his cock before my soaking wet entrance.
Gripping the base of his shaft, he pressed his cockhead between my wet folds. Our eyes aligned. "Are you ready?" Lewis asked. But I had crossed that bridge a long time ago.
"Yes, Lewis. Please, I need your cock inside of me!" I urged.
Lewis wasted no time. He slipped himself inside me at last. My body quivered feeling his cock slowly tunnel into my warm pussy. Inch after inch of his cock plumbed my depths, approaching my itch. I clawed at the bedsheets as his size opened me up. The immense pleasure I felt reminded me of the dildo I shared with Hannah, except the dildo just didn't compare to the real thing. There was a stark difference between a piece of rubber and the warm throbbing flesh of a man.
Lewis's cock passed the half-way point and ventured further. "Fuuckk, you're so big," I moaned, as he filled me up. Even through the condom, I could still feel all his veiny details. My walls burned with pleasure as I wrapped tightly around his cock. God, what we were doing was so taboo. I was fucking my neighbor while my girlfriend was having an everyday meal with a friend. The wrongness of it fueled my burning arousal.
"Fuck," Lewis murmured, as he probed my wet depths still deeper. His cock seemed to go on and on.
My eyes widened, Lewis had reached my cervix. A great surge of relief and pleasure poured through me as his cock finally scratched that internal itch. He had bottomed out inside me, it was official. Our salacious relationship was now consummated. The rule Hannah and I had set in place was no more; it was demolished and in tatters. I should have felt a little guilty. But I didn't. Lewis made me feel too fucking good.
With Lewis now balls deep in my dripping wet pussy, throbbing inside me, we gazed deeply into each other's eyes. "I can't believe you've got your cock so deep inside your lesbian neighbor." I teased. "You're such a dirty boy, Lewis."
He smirked and drew his hips back. My body felt electrified at his renewed pumping of my pussy. Once he had drawn back far enough, he thrust forward. I went into shock at his forceful lurch.
"MMFFUCK," I squealed. Hearing me yelp, Lewis immediately stopped to check on me.
"You okay, Laena?" he cautiously asked. Even in this horned up state, Lewis' care for me was still front and center.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine. You're just so big! Just be a little more gentle," I urged. "It's been a long time since I had sex with a guy."
Lewis nodded and resumed his slow powerful pumping. His nice long strokes forced me to take every inch of his cock. I received great satisfaction as he kept relieving that itch that had plagued me for what felt like hours. As Lewis kept on scratching my itch, his dark globes were locked with my emerald eyes. Pleasuring each other was the only thing in our minds.
"Ah, shit, Laena, you're so tight," Lewis groaned. I was proud of how good my pure untouched pussy was making him feel.
"Mhm, and your cock feels so good. You're going to make me lose my mind," I replied, in a low voice. Hearing my words, Lewis began thrusting a little harder
I was sent into another state of shock as he fucked me with increased vigor. My eyes rolled back and my tongue stuck out; I was unable to hide my immense pleasure. "Ah ah, uh uh," I moaned in rhythm with his strokes. As he made love to me, my legs dangled and danced in the air on either side of his heaving body.
My body was numb with arousal. I'd never thought that sex with a guy could feel so good. I had come to consider myself as more lesbian in my orientation. But since Hannah and I had begun fantasizing about Lewis, I had begun leaning toward thinking of myself as bi. Given what I was now experiencing with Lewis, I needed to change that to definitely bi.
Everything felt so good but, greedy as I was, I wanted even more from Lewis. "Kiss me, baby..." I mewled. Lewis promptly brought his lips to mine, connecting us more fully together. He slipped his tongue into my mouth; our tongues swirled around, mixing our saliva into a single liquid concoction. I whimpered and enclosed his neck in my arms, luxuriating in the feel of his cock plunging in and out of my soaked pussy.
As Lewis increased the pace of his thrusts, a potent buzz of pleasure coursed through my body. My legs subconsciously wrapped around his waist as I held on for dear life. His strokes were smooth yet fast. I was in the thrall of a pro! "Ah ah ah, Le- Lewis, yes, yes, fuck," I panted. My moans motivated him to thrust even harder. The head of his cock slammed into my cervix every time he jolted forward. I was quickly reaching my orgasm.
Using my legs, I pulled him deeper into my love canal. Each time he hit my cervix, another batch of my brain cells would shut down from the sheer pleasure that was crashing through me. Each thrust drove me closer and closer to my climax.
I pulled away from his lips just enough to say, "Lewis, ah ah ah, I think I'm gonna cum soon," Lewis responded by grabbing my hips more firmly and pulling himself deeper into me. His lips switched to my neck, kissing and sucking on it aggressively. That further jolt of stimulation sent me over the edge.
"Fuck, Lewis, baby, I'm gonna cum, mmffuck!" I wailed, enclosing my limbs tightly around his solid body.
Lewis whispered right by my ear, "Cum for me, baby. Cum."
His words caused me to reach my second mind shattering orgasm for the day. "MMFFFUCCK!" I screamed. My pussy walls compressed and my juices gushed all over his cock. He held me close as my back arched up into him. My liquids leaked down onto the bed as I quivered into his warm solid body.
Collapsing onto the bed, I panted heavily. Somewhere along the way, I must have forgotten to breathe! All of my senses were super amplified. I felt so attuned to everything around me. My body twitched in time with even the slightest of tremors inside my pussy.
I recovered beneath him, relishing how much naughty fun I was having. Although I liked the face-to-face intimacy of missionary sex, visions of all the other positions we could play with raced through my mind. Recalling the little sexting session Lewis and I had engaged in the night before, there was one particular position I really wanted to try.
"Lewis, remember when you said you would pin me down and fuck me?" I asked, biting my lip. As much as I would like to be on top, I was still new to this, and I wanted Lewis to have his fun. And, strangely, the thought of being pinned down and fucked by a strong man was very appealing.
"Yeah, why? You want me to do that to you?" he asked. I could tell he was excited by how jittery he was getting.
"Do what?" I teased, trying to hold in a giggle.
Lewis rolled his eyes and said, "Pin you down and fuck you." Biting my lip again, I excitedly nodded my head. "All right, turn around," he ordered.
Hearing his assertiveness, my heart skipped a beat. My pussy quivered around his cock that was still firmly inside of me. Before I could begin to move, Lewis had swiftly spun me around without even withdrawing his cock. I squealed as my body was suddenly jerked and manhandled, swiveled and rotated.
Now that I was prone, Lewis said, "Stick your ass up for me." Without a word I arched my back and raised my shapely ass up for him. This position was so hot. My face and chest lay flat on the bed while my ass stuck seductively out for him. Accomplishing feats of flexibility like this were easy for me.
Lewis grabbed my shapely ass and groped it. I could tell how eager he was from the way he was kneading my soft cheeks. I hadn't missed how often Lewis had stolen glances at my and Hannah's asses. As delightful as his kneading my ass felt, though, I soon grew restless for him to fuck me again. As much as I loved how Lewis's cock was filling me up, what I desired most was for him to start moving his meat around in there.
Turning to look back at him, I said, "Are you gonna keep me waiting like this, or are you gonna just fuckin' fuck me?"
Lewis snapped out of his daze and looked at me. "Oh, sorry. Here, let me," he replied, as he began pumping my wet pussy again.
Receiving the pleasurable stimulation I'd been craving at last, I moaned out my satisfaction. "Ohhh, yes yes yes..." I mewled, as Lewis rammed his love pole into the depths of my tight wet pussy.
"Ah, fuck. Laena, you're so tight," Lewis groaned, gritting his teeth. At Lewis's compliment, a surge of dopamine rushed into my brain. I loved how he constantly showered me with praise. It was like a drug, every time he gave me a good hit, it made me want it even more. What a sweetie he was.
"Yeah? You love this tight pussy?" I moaned. "You know, you're only the second guy that's ever been in there. You should feel extra lucky to dip your cock in this nice fresh pussy." My words were like music to Lewis's ears; he drove himself deep inside me, slamming his cock head against my cervix over and over again.
Raising his eyebrow just then, Lewis said, "Wait, second?" Referring to the other guy, he almost sounded disappointed.
I wanted to respond to him, but he was fucking me so fuckin' hard that I was having trouble formulating my sentences. "Ah ah ah, uh uh, sh- shit!" I moaned. "That wa-, that was wa-. Ugh, Lewis, baby, slow down a bit! I can't focus!"
Lewis eased his strokes, allowing me a moment to gather my thoughts. "That other guy was all the way back in high school," I panted.
"He was my ex. Mmfuck! But he wasn't very good. Ah, uh. Since then, I had sworn off having sex with guys. That's until I met you. Ah, yes!" I explained between moans. The more my words stroked his ego, the more he was reinvigorating my depths with strokes of his own.
"Am I bigger than him?" Lewis queried apprehensively. I rolled my eyes at his need to further boost his ego. "Men," I thought.
"Yes, Lewis. You are way bigger than him. Your cock is longer, thicker, and just better in all the ways my tight little pussy loves..." I complimented.
His confidence sparked by my lavish praise, Lewis leaned down, planted his hand on my back, and drove his throbbing cock even deeper into my love canal. He pinned me down and I squealed with pleasure as his cock kissed my womb.
"AH, YES, LEWIS!" I wailed, shoving my face into the mattress to muffle my screams of pleasure.
"You love how my cock feels deep inside you, don't you?" Lewis growled. Hearing his dirty talk made my heart race. I have no idea why, but when he talked to me like that, it just did something for me. It always caught me off guard, how this sweet and caring guy could talk to me in such a dirty and salacious way.
"Mmmhhmmm!" I hummed into the bed. I was losing my mind. Lewis was manhandling me, pounding me, claiming me...
I felt his weight bear down on me as he fucked me into oblivion. Lewis slammed the head of his cock into my cervix over and over again. Each time his cock head hit me, I became less and less aware of the world around me. I just lay in a mess, moaning and shaking and begging for Lewis to fuck me harder.
The sounds of our flesh slapping echoed throughout Lewis's bedroom. No words were shared between us. We just groaned and moaned as we fucked like animals. As much as I loved being face down and ass up for Lewis as he pounded my tight pussy, I was starting to long for our intimate kisses.
"Lewis, baby... I need you to kiss me again..." I said softly.
Lewis quickly tended to my request and leaned his body over my arching back and planted soft kisses on my cheek. He was so sensual, but at the same time he was pounding my pussy like no tomorrow. How could he do both?! I loved it.
His thrusts became a bit more awkward and slow now that he was slanted down on me. Wanting him to continue his onslaught, I pushed myself up so that I was now on all fours. From this more comfortable position, Lewis was able to get back into rhythm. As he repositioned his throbbing cock inside me, Lewis shifted his attention to my exposed neck.
He aggressively kissed and sucked on my neck. I felt a pang of discomfort feeling him suction my skin with his lips. Although it hurt a little, I kinda liked it, so I just let him keep nibbling away at my pretty neck. Then I realized the consequences: my neck was going to be crawling with hickies just like Hannah's! I was a bit irritated that I would have to hide Lewis's marks when I went out in public. But a primal part of my brain also welcomed it. I wanted Lewis to give me hickies. I wanted him to mark me as his mate so that other males would know that I was taken. Hannah and I were both taken. We were HIS! "What am I thinking? Ugh, stupid monkey brain talking again," I thought.
Suddenly Lewis yanked my body up, bringing me right back into the moment. "OH!" I squealed. I bit my lip feeling his solid torso press up against my back. We were now on our knees as we fucked. Lewis continued to ravage my neck, running his big sturdy hands from my waist slowly up to cup my supple breasts. My body tingled, feeling him venture upward. I closed my eyes and parted my soft lips; the intense stimulation from my neck and my cock-filled pussy was overloading my senses.
Moving up from my devastated neck, Lewis buried his face in my hair and inhaled deeply through his nose. Clearly, he was loving the way I smelled. He inhaled as deeply as humanly possible. My stomach fluttered at how much he was engrossed in my aroma.
"You like the way I smell, baby?" I asked, in a low voice.
"Mmhhmm," he hummed, continuing to whiff my scent.
"Good, I made sure that I wore the perfume that you love..." I said, implying that I already knew about his fondness for my smell. Lewis momentarily slowed his thrusts, realizing that I knew about his secret indulgence. But he didn't try to refute my assertion and quickly regained his full-on fuck-pace.
After a few minutes of intensely sniffing me, Lewis quit molesting the silken strands of my hair with his nose and instead slipped his tongue into my longing mouth. Our tongues swirled erotically within each other's mouths. I moaned into Lewis as he groped and kneaded my boobs with his strong hands. Our fucking slowed into a more sensual form of sex. I loved Lewis pounding me into his bed, but the intense rhythm with which he was servicing me had to be taking its toll on him.



One of Lewis's hands stole down towards my crotch. An intense jolt of pleasure pierced my body: with unerring aim, his fingers had made precise contact with my clit. I quivered into him, as I drowned in lust and arousal. Lewis began to rub my little love button and drove his cock deeper into my very core. I squealed into his warm mouth, my mind sparking and short-circuiting from the sheer amount of pleasure he was giving me. Tongue-twirling, clit-swirling, pussy-plunging, mind-melting pleasure!
With all the stimulation Lewis was giving me, my orgasm was rising and threatening to quickly overtake me. I was breathing fiercely through my nose as I got closer and closer to the third mind blowing orgasm of my day. My body trembled as my climax loomed. But then Lewis's tongue left my wet mouth. The loss of his warm tongue in my mouth when I was this close to cumming was keenly disappointing.
But before I could protest, Lewis bit my neck. Even though it was light, my eyes still shot open and I yelped at the sharp piercing pain. Lewis quickly eased the pressure of his teeth on my neck. "Did he really just bite me?!" I asked myself. It had been very unexpected, but something about Lewis biting me injected still more fuel into the flames of lust that were overwhelming me. My primal brain began to do its thing again. The mere thought that Lewis was claiming me as his mate made my body burn with arousal and my pussy contract.
"He- hey! I didn't tell you to stop," I mewled. Lewis quickly sunk his teeth back into the sensitive skin of my neck. Why were these near-painful sensations on my neck so appealing to me? I wasn't a masochist or anything. I just liked the idea of Lewis claiming me as his.
His teeth nipping at my neck sent me over the edge. "MMMFFUCCKK!" I squealed. My eyes rolled back as my orgasm ripped through me. Lewis's teeth closed down harder and held me tightly against him. I quivered violently, as helpless in his jaws as some small prey animal. My pussy clasped tightly around his condom sheathed cock, and I gushed more of my juices onto him. If he kept this up, Lewis was gonna make me fall in love with him. He was just so good at making me feel good. It was surreal.
As he released his teeth from my flesh at last, I slipped off of Lewis's raging cock and collapsed face down into the mattress. My eyes were glazed with lust. I sighed with complete satisfaction as I drooled onto his bed.
"Laena? Are you okay?" Lewis asked, still kneeling behind me.
"Yeah, I'm fine..." I murmured, my body twitched involuntarily as I recovered from my orgasm.
Lewis crawled back up the bed and sat himself down next to me. Tilting my eyes up, I saw him gazing down at me. He looked very proud that he had just brought his hot lesbian neighbor to orgasm for the third time in one day.
"You are amazing, babe," I managed to utter. "Wait, did I just call him 'babe'?" Although it was a variation of what I had called him earlier, that was yet another word that should be reserved for lovers. And Lewis wasn't my lover, Hannah was! My mind raced, worrying at the question of what he meant to me. Each time Lewis made me cum, I was falling for him a little more. He knew how to pleasure me in all the right places. I couldn't help but love it!
"Thanks, ba- babe," he replied, not entirely sure if he should return the favor. My heart jumped as he favored me with the same endearment. It felt like our salacious relationship was progressing toward something more already. "We aren't together! He's just a- what is he to me?!" I screamed to myself.
My train of thought was interrupted as I saw his latex clad cock still aching and throbbing in the air. I felt so guilty. It wasn't fair that I had cum three times while I had left him aching to cum for hours. I was the one who was supposed to have given him his reward. But he had rewarded me instead.
I was highly motivated to keep my promise of rewarding Lewis, so I pushed myself up and crawled between his legs. Lying prone, I looked up and locked eyes with him. "Are you close, Lewis?" I asked, wrapping my slender fingers around his cock. The condom glistened with my juices.
"Uhh, kinda..." he responded. Shifting my gaze to his cock, still twitching and jerking, I could tell he was desperate to cum.
I finally got a good look at his balls. They looked very healthy and virile. "God, he could probably put a baby in my belly on the first try," I thought, biting my lip. Why did I think that?
The sight of his cock again, so close-up and personal, was mouth-watering. I needed to make up for my failure from earlier. After hours of intimacy with Lewis, I felt fully comfortable being with a guy. I felt reinvigorated, flush with new-found confidence that I could please Lewis with my mouth.
"I'm gonna finish you off with my mouth, okay?" I stated, wrapping my fingers tightly around his cock.
Lewis groaned as my hand clasped his meat, "Ah, you su- sure?" I nodded my head with determination. I was going to make sure I made good on my promise.
"Okay, Laena," Lewis agreed with a wink.
I gave him a smile before turning my attention back to his love pole. Grabbing the tip of the condom, I unsheathed it from his throbbing cock. It made an audible snapping sound as I pulled it off. Seeing Lewis's cock in all its glory, my eyes widened. Bringing it closer to my face, I smacked the head of his cock against my lips a few times and then gave it a nice long kiss. With my lips pressed up against his cock, I studied his dark globes through my emerald eyes. His pupils were dilated like saucers; maybe he was still trying to process how he had not only fucked his hot lesbian neighbor, but ravished her to three undeniably satisfying orgasms.
I smirked with my lips still on his cock. I could taste his precum leaking down onto my lips. I was reminded of his salty, yet sweet taste. But that was just the precursor: I wanted the main event. I wanted to taste his cum. I was infused with happy chemicals, floating on a multi-orgasmic high. Lewis had fully claimed a piece of this tight pussy: he was feeling high and mighty and I could not have felt more fully relaxed and satisfied. All my tension and nerves, all my worries over being with a guy again, all my fears about disappointing Lewis, all of those feelings had dissipated: I felt free to do as I pleased with him. It was liberating.
I also got another whiff of his manly scent. Taking in more of his smell, a haze of lust and arousal swept through my body like a tornado through Kansas. My pussy began to ache again. It was as if his pheromones activated something primal inside of me. But as much as I would love to feel his cock buried deep inside of me again, I was determined to finish him off with my mouth. That's what I was here for, after all. I had to adhere to some part of our plan.
Moving my lips along his cock, I planted nice wet kisses down his shaft. Lewis groaned and his cock twitched on my supple lips. Reaching his balls, I gave them another good inspection. With my free hand, I carefully grasped his healthy sack and maneuvered it around to get a better look. His goose eggs nicely filled my hand as I lightly bounced them. I giggled a bit feeling the texture of his sack, it was so loose and wrinkly. I found myself engrossed in how it felt in my hand, and got a little lost in playing with it.
"Uhh, Laena?" Lewis called out.
I snapped out of my trance, looking back up to Lewis. "Oh, sorry, hee hee," I giggled awkwardly. Lewis rolled his eyes and smirked.
Returning my focus to the task at hand, I stretched out my tongue and slicked it up his nice long shaft, slathering it in my saliva. I maneuvered my tongue up and around his meaty shaft. I could feel all his veiny details stimulating the taste buds of my tongue. Licking my tongue up to his cockhead, I wiggled it into his little slit and lapped up his precum. Lewis's cock twitched and more of his precum dribbled out. "He must be getting close."
Wanting to expedite the process, I enveloped his head with my lips. Suctioning his head, I sipped more of his delicious precum from his slit.
Momentarily removing my lips from his cock, I said, "Mmhhmm, you taste so good, babe." I couldn't believe I had called him "babe" again. But I was too aroused to care.
Hannah was right, Lewis did taste good. My heart raced in excitement wondering what the real thing would taste like. Would I get hooked on Lewis's cum like Hannah had? Only time would tell.
I began to slowly bob my head, taking him a little deeper into my mouth every time I went down. My tongue slid under his shaft with ease as I worked lower. He felt so warm in my mouth; the way he throbbed made my pussy drip.
My eyes watered as his phallus reached the back of my throat. My jaws were forced apart to accommodate his girth. A mixture of my saliva and his precum dribbled down my chin and onto his balls. Reaching the base of his cock, I held myself there for a few moments. All that dildo practice was finally paying off!
"Ahh, shit, Laena," Lewis groaned, as he felt how deep his cock was stuffed down my warm, wet throat. The more I pleased Lewis, the more pleasure I received in return.
I continued to hold myself there until my chest was burning. Releasing my head from his cock at last, I coughed a few times while I regained my breath. Looking up at Lewis, I asked, "Ho- how was that? Does it feel good to have your big cock down my throat?"
"It feels so good," Lewis agreed. "But personally I like having my cock deep in your tight pussy," he smirked. My heart dropped hearing his little comment. It was a little unexpected, but very welcome! Doing all these naughty things with Lewis had taught me that he was a quiet lover. He didn't talk dirty all that often, but when he did, his words did powerful things to me, deep down inside. I loved it!
"Glad you enjoy my pussy, baby," I replied with an excited smile. As much as my pussy ached for his cock again, though, I needed to prove to myself that I could please Lewis with my mouth. "Perhaps we could fuck one more time before I leave," I pondered.
Returning my focus to his throbbing cock, I gave Lewis a little smile before swallowing his cock once more. I closed my eyes to devote my full focus to pleasing my newest lover. To ensure his maximum pleasure, I bobbed my head smoothly, hitting an optimal pace. His cock now glided in and out of my mouth with ease as my throat learned to accommodate him. Growing more confident in my skills, I occasionally took him all the way down my throat before returning to my normal sucking.
"Ah, fuck, Laena..." Lewis murmured, as I delved his cock down my throat once again.
Hearing his groans of pleasure was like music to my ears. "Hmmmm," I hummed on his raging phallus. My sensually induced vibrations caused Lewis to twitch in my mouth.
Wanting to make things even more pleasing for Lewis, I began taking him deeper in my throat and holding him down for a longer time. Every time I reached the base of his cock, I would stretch my tongue out to partially lick his balls.
"Jesus Christ! Are you trying to kill me?!" Lewis groaned in great pleasure.
Removing my mouth from his cock, I replied, "Hmmm, maybe."
Glancing down at his balls, I wondered what they would feel like in my mouth. My curiosity piqued, I maneuvered my head under his cock to welcome one of his virile balls into the warm wet repository of my mouth. Lewis groaned at this new form of stimulation. Wrapping my fingers around his precum and saliva slathered cock, I began stroking him up and down as I used my tongue to delicately wrap and play with his precious baby makers.
We locked eyes as I pleasured him with my mouth, hand, and tongue. Wet slicking sounds and groans echoed throughout his bedroom. Lewis's eyelids faded in and out of closing, as if he was about to pass out from the sheer amount of pleasurable stimulation he was receiving. I felt so proud of how well I was doing.
I alternated sucking each of his balls and stroking his raging love pole even faster. Lewis's breathing became more labored, his chest heaving the precious air in and out of his lungs. His cock swelled while his balls slowly contracted: he was getting close.
Taking his balls out of my mouth, I politely inquired, "Are you about to cum, baby?" as I kept slowly stroking his cock.
"Yeah..." Lewis replied in a husky voice.
Giving him a devious smile, I replied, "Good," before quickly plunging back down onto his pulsing phallus.
I bobbed my head with ferocity. But I made sure that I wasn't just sucking aimlessly, like I had during my earlier less-than-optimal effort. As I gobbled his cock down my throat, I continued to hum. My sole objective was to bring Lewis to the greatest height of pleasure I could possibly deliver. Overloaded with all the stimulation I was providing, Lewis grabbed my head and forced me even deeper onto his cock. God, he was so strong, so masterful! My eyes watered profusely as he guided my head up and down his rock hard shaft. Lewis was being rougher than usual. But considering how ravenous he must be feeling after not cumming all day long, I permitted it and endured it for him.
After a few more moments of Lewis aggressively skull-fucking me, his cock grew even larger and harder in my mouth. I was looking directly into his eyes as he said, "Ah, shit, Laena! I'm about to cum." My heart surged in excitement and anticipation. I was finally going to taste the very baby batter Hannah had been raving about.
"AH SHIT," Lewis groaned loudly, forcing my head all the way down again. I felt his cock twitch and pulse, before finally unleashing his long awaited load straight down my throat. My eyes shot open as he deposited his hefty load into me. I had no choice but to keep swallowing his virile seed.
Not wanting his whole load to go directly into my stomach, I managed to lever my head out of his strong grip just enough so his cum was pumping onto my eager tongue instead. My eyes lit up as I was finally able to taste Lewis's precious seed. The flavor was similar to his precum, but way more potent. It was salty, yet sweet, just as Hannah had claimed. As Lewis's cock pulsed, pumping dose after dose of his seed into my mouth, I grew more accustomed to his taste. It was growing on me quickly.
Lewis spewed his final few loads into my mouth. Instead of swallowing his cum, I allowed it to pool up until my mouth was brimming with his seed. Now that my taste buds enjoyed prolonged contact with his bodily fluids, I got an even better taste. My stomach was clamoring for more of his sweet appealing flavor. "God, I'm just as naughty a slut as Hannah," I thought. I was getting hooked on my neighbor's cum. It was so naughty, so erotic. I loved it!
Pulling up off his cock, I opened my mouth and showed him his life essence. Lewis looked in awe seeing how much I enjoyed having his cum in my mouth. After showing him his work, though, I wasn't sure what to do with it. I wanted to swallow, but my stomach was already full to bursting with his cum. I debated whether I should get up and spit it out in the bathroom sink. But before I could act, Lewis reached over my mouth and closed it with his large strong hand.
"Swallow it..." Lewis ordered. Hearing his command, a thrill of submission sang through me like never before. My heart pumped with excitement and arousal at the latest serving of Lewis's dirty talk. I was so captivated by this masterful side of him.
Complaisantly, I gulped down that last full mouthful of his seed. My body tingled with the realization that my stomach was now more than full of his cum. I won't be needing any lunch today, I snickered silently. Seeing that I had swallowed all of his load, Lewis released his hand from my mouth.
"How was that, babe?" I asked.
Letting out a huge sigh of relief, Lewis replied, "Amazing, babe..." How quickly we had grown accustomed to our intimate endearments!
With a warm smile, I replied, "Mhm, thank you. I'm glad you liked using my mouth." I felt so proud: I had more than redeemed myself from my embarrassing meltdown from earlier.
Pushing myself up, I crawled up enough to reach Lewis's face and gave him a light peck on the lips, before resting my body on top of his and laying my head on his shoulder. My body again melted into his warmth. As we lay there resting, my mind reeled with the thoughts of everything we had just been through. I couldn't believe it; what was supposed to have been just a blowjob for Lewis had spiraled out of control into a steamy fuck session. I hadn't simply broken the one rule that Hannah and I had set. I had vaporized it, shredded it down to its component molecules and atoms.
"Ugh, how am I going to break this to Hannah?" I wondered. Hannah's name continued to echo through my mind. It was as if I was forgetting something. "Hannah, Hannah..." I repeated to myself. I squinted my eyes in frustration trying to figure out what lay beneath this lingering thought. My wandering gaze glimpsed Lewis's phone sitting on his bedside table. That sight stirred a vague memory. There was some connection between the idea of a phone and the thought of my girlfriend. The correlation clicking into place at last, my eyes shot open and I jolted up from Lewis's body.
"Hey, Laena, what's wrong?" Lewis asked with concern, as he held my hips.
Frantically, I searched all around the bed for my phone. My panic grew as I failed to find it anywhere. Dismounting from Lewis's body, I hurled his blanket around to see if it was hiding somewhere under there.
"Laena," Lewis called out, trying to get my attention. I was too focused on locating my phone to respond. "Laena," he repeated. I still didn't reply. Then feeling his strong hand gripping my arm, I swiveled my head to face him. "What's going on??" he asked again, sounding very worried. God, he was such a sweetheart.
"O- oh! Uh, I was supposed to be updating Hannah all this time about what we were doing. But I totally forgot about it. The last time I texted her was right before I came over here. She must be so worried!" I explained. "I was just so distracted by what we were doing, ugh."
"Oh, sorry..." Lewis murmured, apologetically. He looked guilty because he was part of the reason that I was so distracted.
Noticing his guilt, I reassured, "No, no, you're fine, Lewis. This was mostly on me, I should have known better." Lewis relaxed a bit more. "You and that cock of yours. Distracting me from updating my girlfriend. You dirty boy," I teased. He rolled his eyes and smirked.
"But anyways, have you seen my phone?" I asked.
Lewis nodded and replied, "I think you left it on the couch."
My mind went back to when Lewis had carried me away to his room. Yet another reason why I had forgotten to text Hannah. I wanted to be a little mad at him, but he had made me feel so good! I couldn't help but forgive him.
"Okay, be right back," I replied, before kissing him on the lips. He didn't seem to mind that they were still frosted with his cum.
Crawling off his bed, I made my way into his living room and immediately saw my phone lying on the couch. I picked it up, but hesitated to turn it on. After first taking a deep breath, I went ahead and opened my phone. I wasn't entirely surprised, but my eyes still widened to see that it was blown up with notifications. It was just a whole series of texts from Hannah asking where I was, how I was doing, and how things were going with Lewis.
My mind whirled. I didn't know what to do. Was it too late to respond to her now? Or should I just wait to talk to her until I saw her again? Scrolling through all the missed messages she had sent me, I noticed a missed call from her from just minutes ago. My heart thumped erratically: she must be fuming.



"I should just call her back to tell her I'm fine," I murmured to myself.
But just as I was about to press call, I heard a knock on the front door. My body jolted, startled by the sudden noise. I froze, not knowing what to do. I harbored a small hope that it wasn't Hannah. Maybe it was just some neighbor? It felt too soon to confront her about what I had been doing all this time with Lewis.
Then I heard a faint voice coming from the other side of the door, "HELLO?!" There was no doubt, it was definitely Hannah's familiar voice. My heart dropped. I had to answer the door, but there I was, naked as the day I was born. Looking around frantically for something to cover myself with, I spotted my dress lying on the floor. I snatched it up swiftly. Before I could put it back on, I heard another furious barrage of knocking, so I just covered the front of my body with the dress in an effort to retain some semblance of modesty.
"HELLO?! LAENA, LEWIS! ANYONE HOME?!" Hannah shouted.
Walking swiftly over to the door, my hand hesitated over the handle for a moment, hovering in mid-air. Then, taking a last deep breath, I twisted the handle and cracked open the door. The light from the hallway glared through the gap, almost blinding me. Flickering my eyes a few times, I saw Hannnah standing before me, shopping bags in hand, and a stern look in her eyes....
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Odyssey of Hannah & Laena Ch.6
I felt tense and restless as I drove back home from my lunch with Andre. After we had eaten, we did a little shopping together. Although I enjoyed hanging out with him, I only had one thing on my mind the entire time we were eating and shopping: Laena and Lewis. We had agreed that she would update me by text only, holding back any explicit photos for later. I had been so sure that limiting her updates to texts would help me keep my mind off of her little appointment with Lewis. Which, in turn, would allow me to focus on enjoying my visit with Andre. But the total lack of any updates from Laena was not at all what I had expected. I had thought that the lack of too many juicy details would be a blessing. But not hearing any details, heck, anything at all, had turned out to be incomparably frustrating, worrisome, and distracting. My mind raced thinking about all the things that my girlfriend and my neighbor could be doing. I was barely able to keep up a conversation with Andre. Luckily, I was able to focus just enough that Andre didn't seem to notice. But it was supremely exhausting.
Even though I thought I had gotten by with Andre, I still felt bad. Rather than spending some good quality time with my long-time friend, the way I was supposed to, my mind was instead fixated on the salacious activities of my girlfriend and our neighbor. "God, I'm such a perv," I sighed.
I ended up making an excuse to leave early, which only made me feel worse. Knowing how keen Andre was, I had to make my early exit seem as believable as I could. So I told him that I was on my period and I just wasn't feeling that great. Thankfully, my ploy worked and Andre was very sympathetic to my girl problems. I felt a little guilty, but at the same time so very naughty. Making up a lie so I could see what sexy acts Laena and Lewis were up to. I would definitely try to make it up to Andre on some other occasion.
As I drove, I gripped the steering wheel firmly. I still couldn't believe that my beloved girlfriend had totally forgotten to update me! It was completely unlike her to be the one to forget something so important after we had agreed on it. The scheme we had concocted to "reward" Lewis was already a challenge to me and Laena's exclusive emotional and sexual relationship. And of the two of us, Laena was the more nervous and iffy about this whole fantasy in the first place. For that very reason, the thought that my responsible and assertive girlfriend had managed to lose herself so deeply in this dirty fantasy ours was so mind boggling to me, so arousing. My mind went in circles trying to figure out what they could be doing that would make her forget all about updating me.
"Could they be fucking?!" I wondered. No, she would be the last one to break the rule. If either of us were going to break that rule first it would be me. But just the thought of her doing it made my pussy heat up and my thighs squeeze together. My responsible, trusty lover falling even further into our fantasy than me. Images of Laena getting pounded filled my brain: Lewis pounding Laena so relentlessly that all thought of texting me had been driven right out of her head. "Ugh, that's hot."
The desire to know what Laena was up to dominated my mind. I had tried to contact her several times during my lunch with Andre, but all to no avail. I didn't know how many times I had texted her. All I knew was that it should have been enough to get her attention. Usually, Laena would get back to me relatively quickly after I shot her a message. So not getting zip from her left me with an odd feeling. I should be fuming, but instead I was getting more and more aroused as I imagined licentious scenarios for why she wasn't getting back to me.
But that didn't stop me from trying to contact my lover. Picking up my phone, I tried to call Laena. Hopefully the ringing of her phone would demand her attention. I waited silently as my phone rang and rang. I listened to the annoying sound for far longer than normal, still nurturing the faint hope that she would finally pick up. The sounds of my phone ringing echoed through my head. Then it went straight to her voice mail, "Hey, this is Laena. Sorry I couldn't reach you. I'll make sure I get to you as soon as I can!"
I gripped the steering wheel with white knuckles. "Ugh, what the hell, Laena. Answer your damn phone!" I shouted. "I'll make sure I get back to you as soon as I can my ass." Tossing my phone aside, I drove even faster so I could get home and find out what the hell she was doing with Lewis.
Pulling into our parking lot, I parked my car, grabbed my shopping bags and swiftly got out. Entering the apartment complex, I rushed toward the elevators. I pressed the button and waited. I waited and waited to no avail. "What is taking so long?" I thought, growing frustrated. The need to know what Laena and Lewis were doing was obsessing me. I was itching to find out so badly, it felt like I was going through withdrawal. Plus, there was that background feeling of arousal feeding my impatience. Glancing up, I realized that I had overlooked a big white sign saying that the elevators were in maintenance. I had been so fixated on my hunger to find out what my girlfriend was up to, that I had failed to see the very obvious sign right in front of my eyes.
"Ugh, this stupid elevator!" I muttered, kicking the elevator door. "OW," I yelped in pain, forgetting I was wearing sandals. My toe throbbed in pain and my eyes started to water. "Ugh, this is the worst..."
Limping in pain, I made my way over to the stairs. By the time I reached my floor, the pain from my toe had subsided enough that I could walk normally again. Fast-walking to my apartment, my heart raced with anticipation. I just knew that I was on the verge of busting them smack dab in the middle of whatever salacious acts of lust they were committing. Having arrived at the mid-point in the hallway between the two doors to our apartment and Lewis's, I briefly contemplated dropping my bags in our apartment. I was literally right there, but my hunger to bring my ignorance to an end was too much to bear. I continued on to Lewis's door, shopping bags and all.
Now that I was finally at my objective, though, I stood there staring for several moments. My thoughts were in a whirl, wondering what naughty things they might be up to. That Laena had forgotten to keep me in the know meant that whatever they were up to must be very hot and steamy indeed! I unknowingly bit my lip and squeezed my loins together at the mere thought of the dirty acts they could be performing behind this very door.
Raising my hand to the door, I knocked loudly. "HELLO?!" I shouted, wanting to get their attention just in case they were deeply engaged in whatever they were doing.
I could feel my heart pumping out of my chest as I eagerly waited there. Each additional second of waiting felt like an eon. My nerves were getting to me. I restlessly tapped my heel on the hallway floor. My frustration grew as I continued to wait. Why was every little thing conspiring to make me wait even longer, ugh!? Not only did I still not know what they were getting up to behind my back, but now they couldn't even be bothered to answer the damn door. I didn't know how to feel. I had so many mixed feelings. Part of me wanted to be furious with Laena, but another part of me wanted to surrender to my immense arousal as I imagined all the naughty things they might be doing together. "What is wrong with me?!" I thought.
I was getting tired of waiting. Swinging my hand back up to the door, I rapidly pounded on it. "HELLO?! LAENA, LEWIS! ANYONE HOME?!" I shouted again. If I had to wait one more doggone minute, I swear I was gonna kick this door right down.
Just as I was about to deliver another furious barrage of knocks, my eyes lit up: at long last, the door was slowly cracking open. Peering into the enlarging gap, Laena was gradually revealed, peeking meekly around the edge of the door. I squinted my eyes at her. As disappointed as I was that she had failed to update me, I was relieved to see that she was alive and well after all.
"He- hey, Hannah..." she shyly greeted me. I raised my eyebrow at her. Laena seemed pretty timid and, as she hid behind Lewis's door, she was making an obvious effort not to fully reveal her body to me.
Examining what little she was showing, I could see that her eyes were glazed with lust and her short hair was messy and disheveled. I stepped closer and, upon further examination, I could smell the familiar aroma of sex emitting from the apartment. My nostrils flared, detecting even more of this naughty scent. The implications behind this smell made my body swell with arousal.
Pressing my thighs together, I attempted to retain my sternness towards Laena. "What the heck, babe?! How come you forgot to send me updates like YOU said you would?" Laena tensed up and blushed. She struggled to answer. It was as if she was trying to keep a dirty secret from me.
"I- uh, er-," Laena struggled to spit out any words. "I can explain..."
But before she could reveal anything of substance, we heard footsteps getting closer along the hallway. Laena quickly grasped my arm. "Hurry up and get in here!" she muttered, yanking me inside Lewis's apartment.
Stumbling in through the door, I saw that the entire room was dark, except for some small beams of light piercing through the window blinds. The smell of sexual activities was much more apparent now that I was inside. Spinning around to face Laena, my eyes widened to see that she was practically naked. The only thing covering her was her dress that she was clutching to her breasts. My pussy moistened; Laena looked ridiculously hot trying to hide her sexy body behind that sexy little dress of hers.
"Uh-, ahem," I composed myself. "Care to explain, babe?" She stood there silently, still nervous about spilling the beans to me. "Um, hello?! Laena?"
"Shush, give me a second," Laena replied, gathering her thoughts. "Um, just put your bags down on the table over there and come with me. I'll explain everything to you."
My heart raced in anticipation. What was she going to explain? The fact that whatever she had done needed some kind of explanation made me excited and nervous. What was the big reveal? For some vague reason, I had the feeling that I already knew what she was going to say. But I wanted her to confirm my suspicions before I jumped to any conclusions.
As soon as I placed my bags on the kitchen table, Laena swiftly grabbed my hand and led me into Lewis's room... My heart raced as the smell of sex grew more potent as we entered. "God, what have they been doing in here??" I thought. I was dying to know.
It was immediately apparent that the strong smell of sexual activities originated right here in the bedroom. As my eyes scanned for evidence, I saw that the bed was totally disheveled. Nor did the noticeable wet spot on the mattress escape my searching gaze. "What the..." I whispered. Turning around, I saw Laena facing me as she closed and locked the door behind her.
We stared at each other in silence. Laena looked very nervous about what she was going to reveal. Her nervousness caused me to get jittery and anxious. "So, are you going to tell me what you've been up to?" I said, desperately wanting to break our silence.
"Oh! Uh, yes, yes. Just take a seat, you're gonna want to hear this," Laena responded.
Taking a few steps back, I planted myself on the edge of Lewis's bed and crossed my legs. "Okay, now tell me already," I was getting fed up with these delaying tactics, I needed to know now!
Laena took a deep breath, then began to speak. "You know I love you, right?"
I rolled my eyes and nodded. "Of course I do. Why would you even ask such a thing?" My reassurance seemed to help Laena relax.
"Okay," she sighed in relief. As she took in another deep breath to compose herself, my heart was pounding out of my chest. I was so excited, so nervous, and so aroused by what I was waiting to hear.
"The reason behind why I forgot to update you is because Le- Lewis and I..." Laena hesitated, unable to follow through.
"Lewis and I, what?" I urgently prompted.
"Le- Lewis and I...." She tried to reiterate, but stopped herself again. I was growing frustrated with her inability to just spit it out, already!
"What, Laena?! Ugh, come on, I need to know!" I whined.
"Lewis and I fucked!" Laena capitulated, before quickly covering her mouth with her hand out of embarrassment and shame.
My heart dropped and a loud silence fell upon the bedroom. "Did I hear that right?" Although I had been entertaining some sneaking suspicions that was what they had been doing, it was still incredibly hard for me to believe that Laena had actually broken our one and only rule! My brain started to short-circuit upon hearing this illicit information. I didn't know how I was supposed to be feeling about this revelation. Angry, betrayed, aroused? Without thinking, my thighs squeezed together.
The thought of Lewis fucking my girlfriend ran rampant in my mind. I conjured up images of them fucking. It was so wrong, so taboo. Lewis and Laena had both known the rule we had set in place. Yet they had gone ahead and broken it anyway. But strangely, I wasn't nearly as mad as I had thought I would be. If anything, it was jealousy I was feeling, more than anger.
"Yo- you guys fu- fucked..." I trailed off. Laena looked incredibly guilty.
"I'm sorry, Hannah," she tried to explain. "I- I was just so horny, please don't get mad at Lewis. This was totally on me."
I just stared blankly into her emerald eyes. I pieced together all the evidence that was littered everywhere. From the lack of updates from Laena, to the smell of sex that permeated Lewis's apartment, and on to the messy, damp bed. It all started to make sense. Any normal person would have been thrown into a fit of rage upon hearing their lover had perpetrated such a salacious act behind their back. But not me. Laena and I had fully consented to our sexual activities outside of our relationship. If a line had been crossed, that had happened a long time ago. Lewis had already fingered me and god knows what else he'd done with Laena. So him fucking her was already well within the realm of possibilities. And our relationship with Lewis had clearly sparked something inside both of us. We had grown to be very fond of him. We trusted him and cared about him as much as he did for us. So Laena having sex with Lewis wasn't something that could be seen as a betrayal, but rather as a natural extension of our relationship with him. When I really thought about it, at some point or another along this line we had been going down with Lewis, we were almost certain to end up fucking him.
But I was glad that Laena had been entirely honest with me. Failing to tell me would have been the worst thing she could have done. Holding the truth back for any amount of time would have been almost as bad. And considering how hot Lewis was, I found it hard to blame her. Lewis was the perfect male specimen. He was handsome, fit, and caring, not to mention that cock he was packing. Any girl would fuck him, given the opportunity.
Envy and arousal took my body by storm. The very thought of them fucking was starting to make me horny. How many times had I already had to squeeze my thighs together, trying to dam the flow of arousal from my pussy? Yet here I was, having to clench my thighs again as I was slowly coming to terms with what Laena had done. She had fucked Lewis, and there was nothing I could do about it except move forward.
Taking a deep breath, I relaxed some more. "How many times did you guys do it?" I asked in a soft voice.
"Once, Hannah, that was it," Laena quickly responded.
"Ho- how was it?" I added. Laena raised her eyebrow. She had probably been thinking that she would be getting an earful from me. But, at the same time, she had to have suspected that I would be incredibly aroused by her actions.
"You're not mad?" Laena queried. My mind shouted at me to be a little mad. But in reality I wasn't. Instead, arousal was swelling inside me. Now the only thing pervading my mind was what sex with Lewis must have felt like.
Letting out a sigh, I said, "No... I just wish you would have at least told me..." Laena looked a little more relieved.
Giving me a smile that was still tinged with embarrassment, Laena walked over to me and sat herself down on my lap. I leaned back to give her room to make herself comfortable. "I knew you wouldn't be mad," she whispered, wriggling deeper into my lap and applying a wet kiss to my lips. I wanted to protest her accusation, but she was right. She had accurately predicted that I wouldn't be mad: we knew each other only too well. My frustration was aimed more at myself. Something deep inside me insisted that I ought to be furious, throw a fit, be angry! But that voice was drowned out by my horny brain and lewd thoughts.
"Ugh, shut up..." I muttered. "Are you going to tell me how he was?"
Locking eyes with me, Laena answered, "He was good. Like really good, Hannah. I didn't know that having sex with a guy could feel anywhere near that good..." I squeezed my thighs even tighter and bit my lip. I was happy that Laena had finally had a good experience with a guy. Lewis had already shown me how well he knew his way around my female anatomy. Given his skill and how big his cock was, I'd had little doubt that he would be good. I imagined his perfect cock plunging into my lover's tight pussy. Taking her to heights of pleasure she had never experienced before.
Eager for more juicy details, I asked, "How many times did he make you cum?"
Laena bit her lip in reaction to my question and replied, "Three times. Once with his mouth and fingers. And twice with that cock of his." Wait, Lewis had eaten out her pussy and fingered her to orgasm?! "And, Hannah, the way he made me cum was unbelievable! I swear I lost some brain cells because of him."
I was growing envious that Laena had done so many naughty, fun things with Lewis. I wanted to experience them, too! My thoughts shifted to what he could have made me feel. That itch I'd been all too familiar with was tingling deep inside of me. I had already gotten a taste of Lewis's fingers inside of me, but I was forced to wonder what his mouth would feel like on my bare pussy. Much less what his throbbing cock could accomplish down in my hot tight depths. What Lewis fucking me into oblivion would feel like. If Laena got to fuck Lewis, then I would be most definitely be getting my turn, too!
"Must be nice, Lewis doing all those things with you..." I pouted, squinting my eyes in jealousy.
Laena tilted her head to the side with concern. Then, with a devious smile, she moved to my ear and whispered, "Since you're already here, do you want to fuck Lewis, too? It's only fair since I got to." My eyes lit up at her suggestion. My pussy moistened even more in response to this opportunity to fuck him. It was as if I had been waiting my entire life for just this moment. And Laena was right, if she had gotten to fuck him, then I should get to, too!
"You w- want me to fuck Lewis?" I asked to make sure. Laena nodded her head in excitement. We locked eyes with each other as I processed what I should do. I wasn't going to say no, but it deserved some form of contemplation.
"Trust me, Hannah, he'll fuck you so good! I'm pretty sure he's light years better than that ex of yours," Laena encouraged. Seeing Laena's excitement at the prospect of me fucking Lewis sent waves of arousal thrilling through me! My pussy heated up as I let myself surrender to Laena's proposal, as I envisioned Lewis burying his big cock in my tight little pussy.



"O- okay babe!" I didn't have to think twice about my answer. Her words of encouragement fueled my burning arousal. Laena and I giggled like high school girls thinking about what was to come. I couldn't believe I was really doing this. The plan we had formulated was for two hot and grateful lesbians to reward our deserving manly neighbor with blowjobs. We had never envisioned that we might both end up rewarding his big cock with the pretty wet pussies we had been sharing only with each other! But now that we were facing that very reality, it somehow felt like our entire naughty fantasy had been leading up to that unforeseen culmination. Lewis was the luckiest man in the world. Any straight man would kill to have a chance to fuck two willing, hot lesbians! But this wasn't some stupid frat-boy fantasy of a dick so big that it could tempt lesbians into turning straight. Laena and I had done this to ourselves: the fantasy the two of us had originally invented to spice up our own lovemaking had led inexorably, step by salacious step, to this seemingly inevitable outcome.
Speaking of Lewis, he was nowhere to be seen. He hadn't been in the main room of his apartment, and he certainly wasn't lurking around in the bedroom either. "Um, Laena? Where is Le-wis?"
Laena raised her eyebrow and scanned the room. "He was just here. What the heck?! Where did that big boy and his fat cock run off to?" We felt lost and disappointed that our boy toy had pulled a vanishing act.
Then, hearing the bathroom door open, our heads simultaneously swung in that direction. Our eyes widened and our pupils dilated as we saw our lucky man walking out. He had a towel wrapped around his waist and we saw steam emitting from the bathroom door. Lewis stopped in his tracks as he saw us straddling each other on the edge of his bed.
"Oh! Uh, hey, Hannah..." Lewis greeted me nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. He immediately looked guilty at having fucked my girlfriend. But little did he know that I was more than okay with that. That we were plotting for me to fuck him too!
"Hi, Lewis," I greeted back happily. We stared at each other awkwardly. Although it was more one-sided. While Lewis was actively avoiding eye contact with me, in my very horny mood, I had no problem at all running my lovely brown eyes up and down his perfectly fit male body.
I continued to gaze at him as he tried to look away. Taking a deep breath, Lewis finally made eye contact with me. He looked nervous to see me considering what he had done with my lover. "Han-," he tried to say before I cut him off.
"Don't worry, I know already. You can relax, I'm not mad or anything," Lewis's eyes shot open in surprise. He hadn't been too sure what I would think about him fucking Laena, so seeing how okay I was about what he had done had caught him off guard.
"You dirty boy, taking the opportunity to fuck my girlfriend while I was out for lunch," I added. Lewis smiled uneasily but chuckled a bit at my light jab at him.
"Yeah... Sorry about that. Everything happened so spontaneously, it wasn't my intention," Lewis explained, apologetically. "Laena was just so irresistible..."
Laena's eyes widened and she smiled from ear to ear. "What was that, Lewis? Could you say that again for me, please?" Lewis and I rolled our eyes at Laena.
"You're irresistible, Laena," Lewis repeated.
"Mhm, thank you very much," Laena happily nodded.
But his endearment directed toward her sparked something inside me. Jealousy. I felt a bit left out and wanted some attention from Lewis. I squinted my eyes in bitterness. "I wish Lewis would compliment me..." I sulked.
Luckily, Lewis noticed my sulking and said, "You know, I was thinking of you, too." My eyes lit up hearing this. "Although I had my fun with Laena, I really wished you were here, too. It's just not the same without the two of you together, with me..." Our hearts melted at this sentiment. I was elated to hear that he hadn't forgotten about me. Such a sweetheart!
"Awww, Lewiisss," Laena and I said at the same time. He was really pulling on my heart-strings. "God, how did we land such a man?"
His sentiments made my body feel warm and bubbly. I was definitely feeling less left out after hearing that. I suddenly just wanted to kiss him for being so sweet and caring. "Come here, Lewis, and give me a kiss. You deserve it," I said, happily.
Lewis nodded, strode towards us, and sat down next to us. My body tilted into his as the mattress sunk under him. Lewis promptly leaned over and kissed me. Our cute little kiss slowly evolved into lightly making out. While all this was happening, Laena was still sitting on my lap, watching the intimate scene play out before her. Then, Lewis slipped his tongue into mine, turning our light make out into something more passionate and sloppy. Oh, how I had missed feeling his dominant tongue. Our tongues swirled together, as we fell further into our make out session. Closing my eyes, I pressed my lips harder against his, wanting to feel more of him.
We kept on like this for a few minutes before Laena interrupted our intimate little moment. "Hey!" she hissed. We immediately stopped and took our tongues out of each other's mouths, before turning our attention to her. "I want some kisses, too..." she said in a soft voice. I raised my eyebrow at her strange behavior. She seemed very needy, which was very unusual for her.
Before I could move in for a kiss, Lewis beat me to it. My mouth hung agape as I watched him slip his tongue into my girlfriend's pretty mouth. As they passionately made out, I bit my lip at the hot scene unfolding before me. It felt surreal. Like I was in a wet dream. As they got deeper into their make out session, Laena threw her dress over to the side revealing her magnificent naked body to me and grabbed the sides of Lewis's head to pull him deeper into their kiss. I sat in awe seeing how enthusiastic they were.
As I watched, I began to notice markings on Laena's neck. Upon closer inspection I saw that they were hickies! I tried to contain a smile seeing that Lewis had also marked her. "You dirty slut, you let Lewis mark you just like me," I thought. Although we shared similar marks, my eyes were drawn towards a noticeable bite mark on the side of her neck. My eyes widened and I wondered what had happened there. Whatever it was, it must have been out of heat and passion. My pussy leaked even more thinking about the possible scenarios behind that bite mark.
After a few minutes, envy sparked inside of me once again. I was starting to feel like I was being left out again. "Hey!" I hissed like Laena. Before I could say anything, Lewis swiftly slipped his tongue back into my mouth. "MMFFFMM," I squealed in surprise. But I lost no time welcoming his sudden action and fell deeply into our kiss. I tasted Laena's sweet saliva in his mouth, which made things even hotter.
"Hey, we were in the middle of kissing, what the heck," Laena pouted at Lewis. I felt disappointed when Lewis withdrew his tongue from my mouth. And I sensed a rivalry forming between us for Lewis's attention.
"Laena, you already had your turn," Lewis replied. Laena squinted her eyes at him. "Hannah needs some attention, too. You've had almost all day with me already." I felt flushed at how Lewis was tending to my needs. I appreciated that he was trying to share himself equally between Laena and me.
Rolling her eyes, Laena replied, "Ugh, fine. But don't forget about me." Looking at Laena, I stuck my tongue out at her to taunt her.
"Of course, Laena. Now where were we, Hannah," he said, before pulling me in for another kiss.
As I made out with Lewis, in the corner of my eye I saw Laena sitting there looking pouty. Again, this was very unusual behavior for her. She never acted like this. This all started happening after Laena had fucked Lewis. "What did he do to her?!" I wondered. I felt concerned and aroused at the same time. On the one hand, I didn't want Laena to take on the personality of this pouty, needy girl. I was more like that than she was, and I didn't want another needy girl in our household. And Laena's assertiveness and independence was what I loved about her: I didn't want her to change. On the other hand, the idea of Lewis turning her into this needy girl was all so arousing. His cock must be magical if it had helped him pull this underlying girlishness out of her. It made me a little wary of Lewis. If he could do that to Laena, what could he do to me! Would I just become a submissive little cocksleeve for Lewis, with no other purpose but to please him? My mind went around in circles thinking about all the possibilities.
After kissing Lewis for a bit, I couldn't forget about my lovely girlfriend. Although we were all caught up with Lewis, this whole fantasy was originally about us. I tapped Lewis's arm as a signal to halt our kissing. He immediately stopped and we pulled away from our intimate activities.
"Come here, Laena, I wanna kiss you," I said, smiling. Laena gave back a warm smile, as if I had reminded her of what this whole fantasy was about in the first place. She gave me a happy nod and leaned down for a kiss.
As our lips connected, I nestled into the soft feminine lips of my girlfriend. There was a stark difference between Lewis's strong dominant kisses and Laena's softer, yet still uniquely sensual presence. After getting a taste of them both, though, Lewis's kisses were by far the more dominant.
Our tongues twirled cutely together. We were elegant and delicate with our kisses. Although Lewis could dominate me with his kissing, he could not yet match the loving connection I felt from Laena's lips.
As we were passionately kissing, I clasped her hips in my hands. Laena flinched a bit as my cold hands contacted her exposed skin. As I pulled her closer to me, we locked our lips together and shoved each other's tongues as far as we could go into each other's mouths. I was intoxicated by Laena's sweet taste. We moaned and purred into each other.
While this was happening, I felt the mattress rise back up. I glimpsed Lewis standing up and leaving the room. My eyes widened, disappointed that he seemed to be abandoning us.
Laena groaned in displeasure as I paused our fervent kissing long enough to call out to Lewis, "Hey! Where are you going, mister?"
Turning to face me, Lewis responded, "Oh-, I didn't want to interrupt your little moment together." How considerate of him! I loved how Lewis respected my and Laena's relationship. "Plus, I'm getting kinda hungry. So I'm gonna grab something to eat real quick, and then I'll be right back." I snickered inside: he better replenish himself, considering the plans we had for him.
"You guys hungry? I can get you something," he offered generously. How kind of him!
"No, thank you. I already had lunch," I replied.
"Laena?" Lewis added.
"No, thank you, Lewis. I'm still full from swallowing all your cum not that long ago," Laena smirked deviously. My eyes widened and I quickly turned to face her, caught off guard by her abrupt and lascivious statement. A pornographic picture of Laena gulping down Lewis's delicious cum popped into my mind. My mouth watered, as I longed to taste his sweetness again. "You dirty slut!" I thought.
"Just don't take too long, Lewis," Laena added, giving him a smile. Lewis nodded and exited the room.
Now that we were alone, I wanted to address Laena's recent behavior. "What's up with you, babe?"
Turning her head to face me, she replied, "Huh? What do you mean? I'm fine."
"Uh uh uh, you're acting all weird and needy," I pointed out. Laena raised her eyebrow in confusion.
"I'm not acting weird and needy!" Laena refuted.
"Laena, seriously?" I tilted my head.
"Okay, okay. Maybe I've been acting up a little bit. I'm sorry," Laena admitted. "It's just that this whole thing with Lewis is so new to me. I'm just really excited! Ugh, I don't know."
"You're fine, babe. Maybe just cool it down a bit?" I reassured. "The only needy girl here should be me."
Laena rolled her eyes and nodded in agreement. "Yeah, okay. I'll try, but Lewis does things to me. So no promises."
Considering that this was Laena's real first good experience with a guy, I could forgive her giddiness. "Lewis really got you hooked on his cock, didn't he?"
"Probably, he just feels so good, Hannah. You gotta see for yourself." Laena was really getting all hot and riled up for Lewis. I hadn't been this excited to fuck a guy for a while.
Thinking about fucking, an important subject came into mind. Did they use protection when they fucked? Laena wasn't on a pill so any accidents could be very risky.
"By the way, Laena, did you guys use protection?" I brought up.
Laena quickly answered, "Of course! Don't want any happy accidents to happen, do we?"
"Happy accidents?" I queried.
"What? Oh, uh, don't mind my tongue. I definitely don't want to get pregnant. But Lewis and I would make pretty cute babies."
This sudden baby talk made me feel certain things. Never once in my life had I thought about wanting kids. Since Laena and I had been together, the prospect of motherhood had not figured into my future plans in the slightest. But with Lewis now playing a role in our lives, the thought was suddenly unavoidable. Hypothetically, what if Laena and I did want to have a kid?
My train of thought was interrupted by Lewis coming back into the room. My eyes lit up to see our walking fantasy coming through the door. All Laena and I could do was stare at his fit body. I bit my lip, feeling my pussy warming up.
As he closed the door behind him, Laena immediately ordered, "Lock the door."
Looking confused, Lewis replied, "What, why? There's no one else here but us."
"Just lock it," Laena reiterated. Although her request was rather odd and specific, the simple action of just locking the door, trapping us together was pretty hot.
"Yeah, you should lock it, Lewis..." I softly added.
"Okayyy, whatever you guys say," Lewis shrugged, locking the door behind him.
Now that we were confined in this room together, I could only imagine what naughty things were to come. My body tingled in excitement!
Lewis turned around to find Laena and I both gazing at him. We were caught up in the moment. Everything we'd been fantasizing had led up to now, the three of us together for illicit purposes for the first time. My heart pounded and my thighs pressed together tightly in anticipation of all the naughty fun we were about to have. "God, I can't believe this is happening!" I gushed to myself.
Seeing Lewis half naked with that pesky towel wrapped around his waist, I was eager to set eyes on his magnificent cock again. "Lewis, the towel, drop it," Laena ordered. I felt relieved by the return of Laena's assertive behavior.
"Yeah, drop em'," I added.
Giving us a nod, Lewis unhooked his towel and let it drop to the floor. My pupils dilated seeing his nice - big - juicy cock. A sight that, I swear, I wouldn't ever get used to seeing. It was just so hot to look at. My pussy was itching to have that thing deep inside of me.
"There you are, big boy!" Laena exclaimed. Lewis smirked.
"So, what are we going to do?" Lewis asked, sounding a bit nervous. Considering the mood in the air and almost everyone's state of undress, I thought it was obvious.
"I wanna fuck," I blurted out.
Laena quickly turned to face me, "Yeah? You really know what you want, don't you, Hannah?"
"Are you guys sure you want to do this?" Lewis asked apprehensively. Although I appreciated Lewis's modesty, it was pretty obvious that we wanted this.
"YES," Laena and I said simultaneously.
"Okay, uh, let's do this I guess," Lewis responded, sounding a bit unconvinced. He looked a little nervous.
"What? You don't want to fuck us, Lewis?" I said, sounding a bit disappointed.
"Yeah, Lewis, you don't want to fuck us?" Laena prodded.
"No, no, it's not that. It's just this is the first time doing it with two girls..." Lewis explained. Come to think of it, I hadn't realized that we were priming ourselves for a threesome. How exciting!
"Don't worry, Lewis, this whole thing is new to us, too. But considering how well you know how to please a woman, I bet you'll be just fine," Laena reassured. This helped Lewis relax a bit more.
"Okay, yeah. Let's do this!" Lewis psyched himself up. Laena and I giggled in excitement. We were going to fuck Lewis together!
"All right, Let's not waste any time. Lewis, can you be a sweetheart and help me get Hannah out of her clothes?" Laena asked politely. Lewis nodded and walked towards us.
Realizing that I was the only one wearing clothes was kinda embarrassing. But I'd be joining them in their nakedness soon enough. Laena got up from my lap and began helping me out of my top. My heart raced: Lewis was now standing right in front of me. Squatting down effortlessly, he carefully held my feet up one at a time, slipped off each of my sandals, and placed them on the floor next to him. Lewis's care for me made me feel like a princess, I loved it!
Laena on the other hand was practically ripping my clothing off of me. Lifting my arms, she got my top off, threw it off to one side, and then unclasped my bra. She seemed like she was in a hurry to get this thing started: like, the quicker she stripped me naked, the quicker we could start having some serious fun. Whipping off my bra, she also flung that somewhere off into the room.
Before I could poke fun at her about her hasty behavior, she planted her lips upon mine. As we kissed, Lewis was unbuttoning my shorts just as hastily. It was kind of flattering, how badly they both wanted to unwrap my naked body! My body was tingling with sexual tension as both my desirable girlfriend and this hot studly male were racing each other to get at me. My pussy was creaming impatiently with the knowledge that I would soon be fully exposed to my male and female lovers.
I bit my lip as I watched Lewis slowly slide my shorts down my legs, past my ankles, and off of my pretty feet. Having dispensed with my shorts, Lewis moved on to my panties. Catching him staring at my crotch, I looked down to see a very noticeable wet spot in my panties where they were stretched across my pussy lips. Lewis and I locked eyes. I hadn't realized how wet I was. The hungry look on Lewis's handsome features as he focused in on my most intimate treasure devastated me: I thought I was going to squirt just from that look of his. He had already claimed Laena as his mate and now he was about to add yet another lovely lesbian to his little harem.
Our mutual trance was interrupted by Laena. "Hey! Get those panties off already!" she ordered.
Lewis promptly obeyed, pulling my panties down and off. I have no idea where they went: now that we were all naked within touching distance of one another, my arousal was shooting right through the roof. Nothing remained to shield our exposed pussies from the ravages of Lewis's monster cock. He was going to claim me like he had Laena. And he was going to do it right in front of her!
As Lewis stood back up, my eyes were immediately drawn to his cock, never leaving it. He had been softly thick only moments before, but the more his eyes roamed our defenseless bodies, the more his cock jerked and swelled. The avaricious glint in his eyes grew even more intense. He was practically fucking us with his eyes. Laena and I glanced at each other then turned back to meet the fierce and fiery eyes of our bull. Our slow and heavy breaths seemed to synchronize together, dropping into the same expectant tempo as we waited in anticipation for what was to come.
Lewis didn't keep us waiting; he moved over to the side of the bed and climbed on. He took command of the middle of the bed, resting his back against the headboard. "Come here, you two," Lewis abruptly ordered. My heart throbbed at how dominant he had become. It was surprising how fast Lewis could go from being a sweet, caring guy to this domineering leader of the pack.



Laena and I obediently nodded and quickly crawled up the bed to him, Laena immediately situated herself atop his right thigh. Mirroring her action, I lay along his left thigh. My body quivered as I pressed my bare wet pussy up against his exposed skin.
"You two are so beautiful," Lewis complimented. Our hearts melted in response to his sincere endearment.
"Thanks, Lewis," we happily replied at the same time.
Then Lewis seemed to snap. Moving too fast for me to follow, he grabbed the back of my head and shoved his tongue deep inside my mouth. All his restraint was gone. Momentarily caught off guard, my body jolted for an instant before relaxing into his erotic kiss. Pulling away from me, Lewis then captured Laena's head in another blur of speed, plunging his tongue just as deeply into her mouth. "God, this is so hot!" I gushed to myself. My pussy gushed, too, at what our hot writhing bodies had unleashed in our easygoing neighbor.
For a few minutes, he alternated between us, intently making out with Laena then turning to gobble me back up, leaving us both breathless, helpless. Then, growing even more greedy, he pulled both our heads in at the same time for a three way kiss. Laena and I squealed in excitement as all three of us entangled our warm, wet tongues together. Laena and I moaned and began to sensuously grind our wet pussies into the corded muscles that ran down Lewis's thighs. Our wet slits left trails of our sweet juices on him.
Grabbing hold of each of our butts, he kneaded our cheeks and pulled us harder against him, causing us to moan louder. Subconsciously, both Laena and I found our hands drifting in the direction of Lewis's cock. Grasping his shaft, which had plenty of room for both of our hands, we slowly stroked him. Lewis felt so hard and erect to my touch, but his skin felt so soft. I could feel every detail of the network of veins crawling all over his surface. His precum leaked profusely, making his love pole all slippery-slidey and such a creamy delight to manipulate.
"You like how we stroke your cock, baby?" Laena asked in a low seductive voice.
"Baby?" Since when did she start calling Lewis that? Okay, Laena, you wanna do it like that? "Yeah, you like how we stroke your cock, daddy?"
Laena turned her head at me like a hawk, "Daddy?!" Laena exclaimed.
Turning to face her, I stuck my tongue out at her. "Yeah, he's my daddy." Laena looked baffled at my endearment. Her obvious difficulty processing my own personal version of a naughty term of affection led me to smile deviously at her.
"If you want, he can be your daddy, too," I offered. Laena tilted her head and thought about it. Lewis gripped our cheeks harder, causing us to moan again. Laena aligned her eyes with mine, her emerald gems glinting with lust. She gave me a little nod, her momentary shock at my scandalous appellation evaporating before it could take shape.
Turning to face Lewis, Laena purred throatily, "Fuck, your cock is so hard for your little girls, daddy." Hearing my own salacious endearment spill so sexily off her lips made my pussy gush a little more of my love juice onto Lewis. Our calling him 'daddy' ratcheted up his arousal just as easily: his cock twitched and throbbed, our fingers detecting the further flow of blood into those twisting veins, engorging his cock even more within our slippery grips.
Lewis groaned in pleasure as Laena and I skillfully jerked him off. Our hands were now lathered in his precum. Needing to taste his sweetness again, I let go of his shaft and brought my hand up toward my mouth. Stretching my tongue out, I lapped his copious cock fluids off my fingers. "Mmhmmm, you taste so good, daddy." Lewis tried to hold in a smirk.
Copying my actions, Laena took her hand and licked off his precum, too. "Damn, Lewis. How does it feel to have two girls hooked on your taste?" Laena asked, while licking her slender fingers like popsicles.
"I'm not entirely sure, but if you guys like it, then it's fine by me," Lewis answered. Although I appreciated his honesty, I wanted him to say something dirty, something naughty! Like the flavor of his cum, the few small doses of his dirty talk I had sampled had left me craving more.
"C'mon, Lewis, just indulge us in our foreplay," I mock-complained.
Catching my drift, Laena added, "Yeah, talk dirty to us, Lewis. We love it when you do that."
"Uh, how much dirty talk do you guys want?" Lewis queried.
Laena and I excitedly looked at each other. We didn't need to exchange words to know what we wanted from him. Looking back at him, Laena said, "As dirty as you've got. Treat us like your little lesbian sluts, use your hot words, Lewis!"
"You girls sure you want this?" Lewis warned, which suddenly made me kinda nervous. It was like he was going to unleash his wrath upon us. But at the same time I was excited and extremely aroused by what he might have in store for us. If his small samples of dirty talk were good, I could only salivate over what he could be holding back. It was like the way he could go from sweet nice neighbor guy to masterful dominating stud with just the flip of a switch.
"YES," Laena and I excitedly responded.
"Okay," Lewis nodded. "I'll do it for you two lovelies." His suggestive answer caused our hearts to melt and giggle like schoolgirls.
Lewis looked at us for a few moments, like he was giving it some real thought. Taking a deep breath, Lewis fired his initial volley. "You two love the way I taste?" We nodded vigorously, playing it up even more by sloppily licking our fingers. "You want to taste more? Be good sluts for me, then, and get to sucking my cock. I've got all you can handle, right here." Our mouths hung agape and our hearts pounded at the way Lewis was ordering us around. We were loving every second of it.
We squealed as Lewis gave our cheeks a light spank. He was following our requests, but at the same time he was being careful not to really hurt us. God, I loved how caring he was, mixed right in with how hot he was treating us.
Being the good girls we were, we obeyed his commands and lowered our heads down to his crotch. Reaching his cock, our eyes widened at the imposing sex organ. It twitched and throbbed. We bit our lips and salivated seeing the copious amounts of his fluids lathering his cock. We could only stare intently.
Catching us gazing at his cock, Lewis said, "I didn't tell you two to stare. I want to feel your mouths on my cock. Get to it, my little sluts!"
Our hearts skipped a beat and we immediately planted our lips on his shaft. Using our tongues, we began to slather up and down his meaty cock, sampling his manly taste directly from the source. Like we had practiced with our dildo, we each took one side of his shaft and ran our lips alongside each other. We moaned and hummed as we taste-tested our new lover. As we pleasured Lewis together, my mind suddenly recalled my and Laena's little bet. I wondered how well Laena had done sucking Lewis's cock to completion compared to me. Taking my lips off his shaft, I asked, "Who sucked your cock better, daddy, me or Laena?"
Laena's eyes widened with interest, reminded of our little bet. Taking her mouth off his shaft, she asked, "Yeah, who sucked your cock better, daddy?"
Lewis raised his eyebrow, and contemplated his answer for a few moments. "I liked both of you equally." I was not remotely satisfied with his answer. I needed to know who was better!
"What the heck, Lewis. I need to know who did better," I pouted.
"Yeah, Lewis, who did better?" Laena added.
Lewis looked nervous about his answer; he certainly looked like he didn't want to disappoint either of us. "Why does it matter? You two were wonderful," he kept trying to avoid the question.
"Come on, Lewis. We need to know," we both pleaded. Lewis staunchly resisted our pleas.
"No. I liked you both equally," Lewis stood his ground.
"But, Lewi-" we tried to say, before he firmly cut us off.
"No," Lewis said sternly. He then grabbed the back of our heads. "I told you, you two did equally well. Now, be good girls and please your daddy." As disappointed as I was at not eliciting an answer from him, he had given us an order, so we had to obey him.
"But..." we whined. He gave us a stern look that told us not to push it any further. "Okay, daddy..."
He pushed our lips back onto his cock. We kissed and licked up and down his shaft. Lewis groaned with the pleasure of feeling our soft lips pressing up against his love pole. "Hannah, suck my cock. Laena, go down and take my balls," he ordered.
We pulled ourselves off of his cock long enough to reply, "Yes, daddy."
Grabbing the base of his cock, I opened my wet mouth and swallowed his cock, while Laena moved down and gently slurped his baby makers into her warm oral cavity. My pussy itched and dripped onto the mattress as his hard, veiny shaft delved deeper into my throat. Taking his cock head to the back of my throat, I began sensually bobbing my head up and down his length. Meanwhile, Laena alternated between sucking one or the other of his delicate balls. The sounds of our sucking and slobbering filled the room.
After a few minutes of this, Lewis ordered, "You two, switch."
Laena and I quickly swapped places. Getting a good look at his healthy balls, I bit my lip, before accepting the orbs into my welcoming mouth. The taste of Laena's sweet saliva still flavored his sack. As I suckled him like a baby, my mind raced. I just couldn't believe what we were doing. It was like I was in a wet dream, one that I never wanted to end! Laena and I worked perfectly together, skillfully pleasuring our man.
As Laena slobbered away at his cock, a mixture of her saliva and his precum dribbled down his shaft and onto his balls. I hastily caught this naughty mixture of fluids with my tongue. I hummed in pleasure as I savored both my lovers' bodily fluids.
Getting fully warmed up, Lewis said, "I think I'm ready." We immediately knew what he meant. "Hannah, are you ready?" My eyes widened in excitement.
Releasing his balls from my mouth, I replied, "Yes, daddy."
"Okay, Laena, come over here," Lewis ordered. She nodded her head and crawled up to him and sat on her knees. Now that she was next to him, Lewis wrapped his muscular arm around her waist and she leaned over to him for a wet kiss.
"Hannah, come over here and sit on my lap." I quickly obeyed and planted myself on his thighs just below his crotch.
Looking down, I saw him standing erect, his outthrust cock coated with our glistening saliva and precum. As I scooted closer to him, Lewis's cock poked assertively up against my stomach. God, he was so big. My pussy itched to have it deep inside of me, it was getting unbearable. Using my hand, I pressed his cock harder into my abdomen. His cock head was trying to force its way in through my belly button! Feeling his warmth against my skin, I flushed with arousal. Soon I would take this big ol' thing inside of me.
Reaching over to his bedside table, Lewis opened the drawer and searched around for something. Assuming that he had used protection with Laena, he must be looking for a condom to use for me. I appreciated him being responsible: I wasn't on the pill either; we didn't want to risk any "happy accidents."
My mind raced with anticipation as I waited for him to get the rubber that would allow us to fuck to our hearts' content. Feeling his cock right next to my pussy, I was half-tempted to just rise up and slip him inside of me. That itch deep inside of me was only getting worse by the second. I was fast becoming ravenous. My instinct to finally mate with this perfect male was taking over.
As the seconds ticked away, I was getting impatient. Stretching his body further, Lewis kept digging through his drawer. His chill demeanor rapidly turned into panic. He frantically searched and searched for a condom. Why was it taking him so long? Letting out a disappointed sigh, Lewis gave up his search and turned to face us.
"Uhh, I don't have any more condoms..." Lewis nervously revealed. My heart dropped upon hearing this. I was this close to fucking Lewis! I didn't want this opportunity to slip away!
"What the heck, Lewis. How come you don't have any more condoms on you, how irresponsible of you!" Laena exclaimed.
"I'm sorry, I could have sworn I had more. It's not like I was expecting to have sex this many times in the span of two days!" Lewis refuted.
"Well, you should have known to have more the day you met us," Laena teased. Lewis playfully rolled his eyes at her.
"Don't roll your eyes at me, mister. A man like you should always have more than one condom," Laena snapped back. Watching them argue like an old married couple, I had to hold back a small smirk. Our relationship was evolving right in front of my eyes.
I watched in fascination as they went back and forth at each other. After bickering at each other for a few more minutes, Lewis finally said, "Okay, Laena, okay. I'll just go get some more condoms from the pharmacy. You two wait here, I'll be right back."
I was disappointed to have to wait longer to accept his cock deep inside of me. I needed him now! That entire time listening to them arguing, his phallus was throbbing right up against my navel. I was so hot and riled up. I was fully prepared to fuck him, condom or not.
Before he could get up, I placed my hand on his chest, pushing him back down. "No, Lewis, I need to fuck you now!" I pleaded. Laena and Lewis's eyes widened at my request.
"Hannah! You're not on a pill, it's too risky!" Laena warned. Although going raw was taking a chance, the thought of raw and risky sex was also highly arousing. My pussy throbbed, as I imagined what Lewis would feel like bareback. And the danger of it. If we were to have an accident, I would most certainly get knocked up by him. Dancing along that fine line was so thrilling!
"He can just pull out, Laena," I explained. Laena raised her eyebrow at me. And thought about the prospect of me having raw, risky sex with Lewis. "If you want, you can have a turn at him raw, too," I offered. Laena's eyes widened. I could see that she was trying to contain a smile of excitement.
"Ugh, I don't know, Hannah," Laena switched back to her concern. I appreciated Laena looking out for me. But I needed this really badly, risky or not. Deep down I knew that Laena wanted this as well.
At this point, I was so horny, I was willing to do anything to be able to fuck Lewis. "Come on, babe, just think about how good this will feel. You've already gotten a taste of his cock. Just imagine how it would feel, raw..." I was pulling all the stops to get my girlfriend's blessing.
Laena's bit her lip, and rubbed her loins together. Glancing down, I could see her pussy dripping. Locking eyes with her, I knew she was thinking about having Lewis's raw cock deep inside her exposed, fertile pussy.
But still, she seemed to have some doubts in the back of her mind. So pulling out my oldest trick in the book, I gave her my cute begging eyes. "Pleeassseee, Laena?" I begged.
""Hannah, I-," she tried to push back.
"Pleeeaaasseee," I begged again, making my eyes wider with cuteness. The last of her resistance was shredded away by my cute pleas.
"Ugh, fine. Just remember to pull out, okay, Lewis? We don't want to have any accidents," Laena capitulated.
"Uhh, it's okay. I can just go buy more condoms," Lewis offered. I appreciated his decency, but as of now, I needed to fuck him.
"No, we're fucking now, Lewis. Just remember to pull out. Okay?" I stated with determination. As my words sank into his brain, his cock twitched against my stomach.
"You sure?" Lewis asked for reassurance. His eyes were conflicted, but his cock argued otherwise, throbbing even harder against me.
"YES," I repeated, growing frustrated with him.
Letting out a sigh, Lewis replied, "Okay." Although he seemed unfazed by this, deep down I knew that he wanted this just as much as I did. I could tell because his cock pressing up against me was throbbing and leaking. Begging to bury itself deep inside my tight little pussy.
I giggled in excitement knowing that we were going to have raw passionate sex together soon. "Oh, and Lewis, could you go back to talking dirty to us?" I reminded him.
"Of course," Lewis agreed. "You want me to fuck you raw?" His tone switched immediately back to porn mode. I smiled with excitement at Lewis getting back into the mood.
"Yes, daddy!" I quickly responded.
"Good, get ready. I'm about to rearrange your guts." Lewis strongly gripped my hips and lifted me up with ease. Positioning my dripping wet pussy over his cock. I was too horny for any foreplay and just wanted his cock balls deep inside, satisfying my itch.
Grabbing onto his firm forearms, I braced myself for the climax of our fantasy. He lowered me down, then my eyes widened and my mouth hung open as the entirety of his cock slid into me with ease. "Mmmhhmm," I moaned in great pleasure. My warm walls wrapped and contorted around his cock as he wedged his way deeper inside.
Lewis felt so good inside me; he was making me lose my mind. This was infinitely better than our dildo. His shaft fit my love canal perfectly, imprinting every inch and detail of his cock upon my inner flesh. Electric shocks of pleasure ricocheted through my body, flinging me into ecstasy. As I jammed myself fully down onto Lewis, my cervix was kissed by the head of his cock. If his cock flexed by even an inch inside me, my body quivered. I loved how Lewis felt inside of me. Feeling him raw felt so good, so natural.
"Lew- daddy, you're so big!" I moaned.
Lewis smirked. "Yeah? Are you ready to fuck my big cock?"
"Yes, daddy!" I exclaimed.
Lifting my ass up, I slammed myself down onto him. God, he was so far up inside my guts! Placing my hands on his chest, I began to bounce myself up and down his cock. My tongue hung out in ecstacy. My little pussy stretched to accommodate his size. My juices leaked down onto his shaft and down onto his scrotum.
"Ah, ah ah, uh uh," I moaned in rhythm to my bouncing. Every time his cock head kissed my cervix, a part of my brain would shut off. "Fuck... Ah ah ah ah, yes, daddy, yes!"
As I rode Lewis like a bull rider, I glimpsed at Laena. She was watching the scene before her in awe. Her hand was already down into her wet pussy, playing with herself.
I locked onto her emerald gems as I continued to ride Lewis. My moans grew even louder seeing my lesbian lover watching me having wild sex with our masculine neighbor. "Ah ah, y-- you like watching your girlfriend riding our hot neighbor?" I asked, in a breathy voice. Laena excitedly nodded. I could tell that she was craving to get a piece of Lewis again.
Returning my attention to Lewis, I saw that his eyes were in fuck mode. My heart pounded: he was finally mating with me. Wanting to make things hotter yet, I grabbed his wrists and guided his hands toward my supple boobs. "Hold my tits as you fuck me, daddy!" I moaned. His big hands perfectly cupped my boobs. I moaned as I felt the added stimulation. He kneaded and squeezed my boobs in his hands as I vigorously bounced on his throbbing cock.
"You like bouncing on my cock, my lesbian slut?" Lewis growled.
"YES, YES, YES! I love bouncing on it!" I wailed.
"Good, now keep riding and watch me make out with your girlfriend." My heart was beating with excitement, Lewis was making me go insane with his dirty words and actions and how good he was making me feel.
"Come here, Laena, and give me a kiss," Lewis ordered.
"Okay, daddy," Laena obeyed. She leaned over and Lewis promptly slipped his dominant tongue into her mouth. I was baffled at the way my usually dominant girlfriend was submitting to Lewis. But at the same time, it was all making sense: he was our big strong male that we would allow to fuck us whenever he wanted; in return he would protect us and take care of our needs.



I squealed in pleasure as Lewis thrust up into me. While all this was happening, he was still intensely tongue fucking with Laena. The way he was multitasking amazed me. He really did know how to please women. We worked in unison, with me meeting Lewis every time he thrust up. My eyes rolled back as his cock drove deep into my tight pussy. My orgasm built with each jolt of his cock against my cervix, my breathing became more erratic. My chest heaved as I drew closer and closer to my climax.
My arms buckled from the immense pleasure and I fell on top of his solid chest. I'd grown weak from the constant waves of pleasure ravaging through my body. Now Lewis was doing all the work, which didn't seem to strain him in the slightest. Firmly grasping my hips, Lewis thrust even more vigorously up into my sopping pussy, which was splurting and squelching in obscene harmony with his rhythm. I was on cloud nine. What little was left of my rational mind was shutting down as Lewis's raw love pole tested the limits of my exposed pussy.
"Le- Lewis, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum," I announced, in a breathy voice. Lewis gripped my hips tighter and slapped up into me ferociously. "Ah, ah ah, uh uh, I'm gonna, I'm gonna." The sounds of our sweaty flesh smacking together filled the room. Then, with one final strong thrust he pulled me all the way down onto his cock, which flung me over the edge.
"MMFFUCCKK," I squealed like an animal in the extremes of distress. Or ecstacy. He held himself balls deep inside of me as I shook violently on top of his muscular body. My pussy walls contracted tightly around his throbbing shaft, and I gushed my juices all over him. He held me immobile upon him while I helplessly quivered.
As I gradually returned to reality after suffering through my orgasm, I twitched involuntarily at the slightest movement of his cock. My tongue hung out of my mouth and my eyes were glazed in orgasmic bliss.
Lewis removed his tongue from Laena's mouth. "Did daddy make you feel good?" he asked, in a salacious tone.
"Yesh... daddy," I muttered, slurring my words.
Without giving me enough time to recover, Laena said, "Can I get a turn, daddy?" As much as I wanted to keep fucking Lewis, I really did want Laena to experience Lewis's raw cock.
"Okay, baby. Hop on," Lewis replied. "Hannah, could you please let your girlfriend have a turn?" he asked politely. Flocks of butterflies wheeled inside me at his abrupt return to the role of gentleman.
"Okay, Lewis," I agreed, still gasping for breath, barely able to project the words.
"Oh, I mean daddy," I quickly corrected, after yet another slight pause to gather more breath. Lewis smirked as I climbed off him. My body twitched and my pussy tried to contract on its own sudden emptiness as his his still-hard cock slurped out of me. I felt abandoned and disappointed by his retreat. I wished that he could just stay there forever! But I did want Laena to have her turn on his bare cock and I took pleasure in knowing that I would get another round with Lewis soon enough.
Now that my weight was off of him, Lewis slid down off the headboard and lay fully back on the mattress. Laena wasted no time in resuming my spot on top of him. "God, I can't believe you fucked my girlfriend raw. You dirty boy," Laena said, using the low, seductive, flirty version of her voice.
"And I'm going to fuck you raw, too. A really good girl like you should've already wrapped your pussy around me," Lewis replied in a faux-critical tone. Lewis was really getting into the foreplay; he was kinda scaring me. But in a good way.
"I-, yes daddy..." Laena obeyed like the good girl she was. Grabbing the base of his cock, I watched closely as she guided his juice-smeared head to the opening of her dripping wet pussy. My girl cream was running down his cock; Laena's own pearly girl juices were dripping onto the top of his shaft: Lewis was liberally coated with the essence of our lesbian lust. Slotting Lewis decisively inside her, Laena's eyes quivered and she bit down on her lip, giving a gasp of what almost sounded like pain as she lowered herself onto his massive girth.
"Oohhhh my! Lewis, baby, you feel so good!" she complimented. "I mean, um, daddy," she added, coquettishly, making another cute grunting sound as she sat down further.
Sitting up on my knees, I claimed a front row seat to the erotic sex scene now playing out before me. I nibbled on my lip and rubbed my loins together watching Laena ride Lewis. Laena moaned, exhaling and inhaling with gusto as she jounced up and down on his raging love pole. Watching her more closely, though, I could see that her movements seemed uncoordinated and erratic. She was just hopping around on Lewis's flexing phallus, mindlessly and aggressively. I was happy to see Laena having so much fun, but her aimless efforts were reminding me that this was her first time with a real guy. From everything she had said, her only time with her ex, way back in high school, had been a total waste. So it was understandable that she wasn't very experienced in how to ride a guy to deliver him the maximum of pleasure.
As I switched my attention over to Lewis, he was whinging and wincing each time Laena slammed herself down onto him, totally out of rhythm with his own powerful up-thrusts. Even though he was trying to conceal it, I could tell his discomfort was steadily increasing. Being as modest and considerate as he was, he was making every effort not to interrupt Laena's efforts to secure her own enjoyment.
But I couldn't let this go on; I needed to smooth things out between them and get them working in sync. I crawled over to Laena and kneeled directly behind her. "Hannah, what are you doing?" she panted.
Pressing myself onto her back, I placed my hands on her hips and leaned my head around hers. "Laena, let me help show you how to properly ride a man," I whispered gently into her ear
"What? Am I not doing good?" she whispered back, turning her head toward me, a little breath of panic in her tone. If she had just listened to me, we could have quickly worked this out between ourselves. But instead she appealed to Lewis. "Lewis, am I not fucking you good?" He clearly didn't want to say anything, but the look on his face told all that she needed to know.
"Ugh, I'm horrible at this," she pouted. Laena was letting herself get upset at her sexual inexperience and her sulking was now threatening to ruin the erotic mood the three of us had so carefully constructed.
But I had my girl's back: I was going to stoke these embers back to a full blaze. Cocking my head back around to Laena's ear, I whispered, "Don't be sad, Laena. Don't worry, we've got this. Just let me show you how to ride our daddy..." Her eyes widened and she bit her lip. "Just follow my lead. It's easy."
I hooked one of my arms around her chest and cupped her boob. Hugging her closely from behind, I acted like training wheels on a bike for her. I guided her body carefully and methodically up and down Lewis's cock. She mewled quietly as I showed her the ropes.
"You gotta be smooth and gentle," I whispered. "That way you can properly feel every detail of his cock..."
"Oh oh, ah ah, yes yes," Laena moaned, getting more into it.
I continued to guide her body with the same precision I had just used to ride Lewis to my own climax. I levered up and down on my knees, teaching Laena the proper technique. As Laena got more in tune, I sped up our pace. Laena purred and moaned loudly as she fell into the intrinsic rhythm of sensual sex. My tutelage wasn't just easing Lewis's discomfort and boosting his enjoyment, it was also directly benefiting Laena's own levels of arousal.
"Is Laena doing better, daddy?" I asked.
"Yeah, am I doing a better job at riding you, daddy?" Laena added. Lewis just groaned in pleasure at the major improvements in Laena's motion. That was all we needed to hear.
After a few more minutes of my guiding her, Laena was gaining her own sense of the way she needed to ride Lewis; I was able to turn the reins over to her; her confidence and command of how to ride like a real cowgirl was increasing with every up and down trip she made on Lewis's steadfast shaft. Eventually I didn't need to guide her at all, so I relaxed my hug from around her and just sat back to watch the show. Laena looked more and more like a pro, riding Lewis like a real rodeo princess should. She was exhibiting almost the same skill as me! Well, maybe she hadn't yet achieved my queen of the rodeo level. But still, she had always been a quick learner, so it wasn't all that surprising how fast she was coming along. I felt so proud of her.
Supporting herself with her hands on Lewis's chest, Laena gained greater leverage to roll her hips more emphatically onto Lewis's cock. "How's that, daddy?"
Grabbing hold of her hips, Lewis replied," Ah, shit. So good, Laena, you're doing so good!" Laena smiled, swelling with pride at his praise. "Don't forget to thank Hannah for teaching you to ride daddy's cock better," he ordered.
"Thanks, Hannah," she quickly said to me. I smiled and nodded happily at being acknowledged for playing my part.
"Now give her a kiss, Laena," Lewis added.
"Okay, daddy," she panted, still riding his cock. "Come here, babe." We locked lips as she turned her head to me. Our kiss quickly became a sloppy make out session. We slipped our feminine tongues into each other's mouths and twirled them together, trading fluids. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Lewis watching us like a hungry animal. He was loving the show we were giving him.
As we disentangled our tongues from each other, a trail of our mingled saliva stretched between our mouths, connecting us across a gap of air. We smiled seductively at Lewis, dangling that salacious thread of our saliva between us. Laena squealed in pleasure as Lewis immediately thrust up into her with even greater vigor. The more we thrilled and tantalized him, the harder he fucked her.
Then he called out to me, "Hannah, since you've been so helpful, I'm gonna give you a little reward." As pleased as I was to hear that I had earned a reward, my insides clenched at how masterfully he had turned this whole reward game of ours around on us. But what could it be? My pussy gave another gush of girl juice as I pondered the possibilities.
"Come here and sit on my face," he commanded. My heart skipped a beat hearing this. I was going to feel Lewis's mouth on my bare pussy like Laena had! I had been so jealous of Laena that Lewis had eaten her out; now I was so happy to hear that he was going to do the same for me!
I hastily crawled up to Lewis's head and kneeled myself over him. I made sure that I was facing Laena so we could see each other getting pleasured by our male lover. I lowered myself, hovering my dripping pussy over his mouth for a few moments. My body tingled, feeling his hot breath blowing against my wet slit. Then I planted myself fully onto Lewis's mouth.
A shock of pleasure impacted me as I felt his lips kiss my slit. "Ohhh, yessss," I moaned. Without wasting any time, Lewis commenced licking my wet pussy and eating me out. Using his tongue, he dug deep into my crevice and lapped my sweet nectar. Lewis hummed in satisfaction at my sweet taste. I felt like a flower getting tongue-fucked by a giant hummingbird. The vibrations delivered a potent buzz of pleasure straight into my pussy. My eyes quivered, as his tongue alternated between exploring my crevice and licking my clit. Lewis was making me lose my mind! "God, where did he learn how to do this!" I wondered.
Remembering that Laena was right in front of me, riding his cock just like I was riding his tongue, I looked her in the eyes, my deep brown orbs locking with her emerald gems. Her eyes were glazed with lust, just like mine must have been. Watching each other so closely as Lewis drove both of us out of our minds was somehow amplifying our pleasure in some kind of feedback loop. Lewis intensified his efforts and we squealed at the same time. I was reeling with arousal. I needed some support or I was gonna keel over. I quickly reached out for Laena's hands. Seeing my hands stretching out for hers, she immediately interlocked her fingers with mine. We held onto each other for dear life.
"Ah ah, uh uh uh," we moaned in unison. Unthinkingly, we leaned into each other: our lips melted together. We kissed and made out passionately in total bliss.
I felt Lewis searching for my g-spot with his tongue. Helping him out a little, I pushed myself down into his mouth harder. "OH," I squealed! Lewis had immediately found my special love spot. Realizing he must be doing something right, he kept at it, besieging me with his tongue. Shocks of pleasure shot through my body every time he pushed his tongue into my g-spot. He did it with such skill and precision! I was loving every second of this!
I quickly felt my orgasm encroaching again. I could tell that Laena was also reaching her own orgasm based on how hard she was kissing me. My pussy throbbed and leaked profusely into my lover's mouth. My inner core got hotter as I got closer and closer to my climax.
"Mm, hm hmm," we moaned in rhythm to each other's mouths. Our nostrils flared out and our breathing became jagged; the tipping point of our orgasms was rapidly approaching. Teetering on the very edge, we released our mouths and announced, "We're about to cum, daddy!"
Our words struck Lewis's ears like a symphony. He promptly thrust even harder into Laena and dug his tongue into me with more ferocity. We held each other's hands tightly as we braced ourselves for our mind shattering orgasms.
"AAHHH, MMFUCCKK," we squealed out into the room, arching our backs away from each other, but not letting go of our tight grip with our hands. Our wails of satisfaction echoed throughout the bedroom. We gushed our juices onto Lewis, our walls contracting as tightly as anacondas around his pleasure organs.
After a few moments of shivering through the bliss of our mind numbing orgasms, Laena and I collapsed together, leaning on each other for support. Our eyes were glazed with lust and our tongues dangled out of our mouths, dripping drool down onto Lewis.
Giving me no time to recover further, Lewis tapped my thigh, signaling me to get off of him. Again, he didn't wait for me to respond before he gently lifted me off of his face and laid me on my back. Lewis then lifted Laena off his cock and positioned her on top of me. She made a pouty face for leaving her empty. Lewis climbed between my sprawled out legs and placed his cock against my dripping pussy. I was surprised by how fast he was going. He was barely letting us catch our breaths!
He quickly reinserted his raging cock into my still recovering pussy. "Ah, yes!" I moaned, feeling my pussy getting filled up again. Laena's face was hovering directly over mine and she watched as I transformed into a horny, moaning mess below her. Lewis then leaned down, snaked his arm around Laena, and slipped his sturdy fingers into her. Laena's eyes widened and she let out a moan of pleasure. She darted her lips down to kiss mine.
We moaned into each other as Lewis pleasured us. I really loved how he kept including all of us, not leaving anyone out of the fun! "Ah, shit. You two enjoying yourselves?" he asked in a breathy, husky voice.
"Mmmhhmmm," we hummed in agreement.
Lewis pistoned his hips into me while he was vigorously fingering Laena. I could feel Laena's pussy leaking onto my crotch. All three of us were now drenched in sweat. The mattress was damp; Lewis was definitely gonna have to change his sheets after we were done.
Laena quickly reached another orgasm. Releasing her lips from mine, she squealed in pleasure. She gushed her juices all over us and collapsed onto me. Our sweaty bodies pressed against each other as she panted heavily. Although I was extremely aroused by seeing her cum, I was slightly disappointed that we hadn't cum together. But those thoughts were quickly drowned out by the pleasure Lewis was pounding into me.
But Lewis wasn't giving Laena a break, he just kept fingering her into oblivion. "Le- Lewis, you're making me feel so good! But I need a break!" Laena protested. I was fully expecting Lewis to stop for her, but he didn't. Catching a glimpse into his eyes, I saw nothing but lust and intense focus. Seeing him like this was kinda intimidating.
Lewis kept fucking me into submission. It felt so good! My pussy wrapped around him perfectly. It was like it was meant to be! His cock head slammed repeatedly into my cervix, sending my brain into factory reset. My mating instincts were taking over. I had this urge to just let him breed me so that I would be officially marked as his mate forever! The more he drove his cock against the entrance of my womb, the more my brain shouted at me to welcome his virile seed right into my fertile womb. He was the perfect male, I needed his genes to mix with mine!
We had been fucking like this for what felt like forever. Part of me never wanted it to end, but I knew that he had to be getting close to reaching his own orgasm. Feeling his cock starting to contract, I knew he was about to cum. His contracting cock was rushing my orgasm along as well. His breathing became heavier and more labored. His groans turned into growls and he fucked me with more ferocity. And while all this was happening, he was still fingering Laena. Her brain had essentially turned off, she was nothing more than a moaning mess.
"I'm about to cum..." Lewis announced. I had already predicted this big news, but my heart still skipped a beat. Yet I was so close to my own orgasm, he couldn't pull out now! It was obviously the right thing for him to do: I wasn't on the pill; he could easily get me pregnant! Without the slightest conscious thought on my part, however, my legs hooked around his waist and trapped him inside of me.
"Wha- Hannah! I need to pull out!" Lewis urgently exclaimed. I ignored his plea, mindlessly focused on my need to cum. Momentarily coming to grips with reality, I realized that I had locked Lewis firmly into place, giving him no choice but to cum deep inside of me. A part of me shouted at me to let go of him, to allow him to pull out. But another part was defiant, insisting that I keep him there and let him breed me.
The responsible thing would be to have him pull out, but he just felt too good. I refused to release him from my grasp. I pulled him in even deeper. As she also grasped what I was doing, Laena said, "Hannah, you need to let him pull out!" I ignored her pleas as well.
"Ah, shit, Hannah?! Hannah?!" Lewis called out.
"Hannah?! You have t-," I cut Laena off with a deep kiss, silencing her with my tongue. She tensed up, but my passionate wet kiss, mixing with the orgasmic bliss she was still experiencing, erased whatever was left of her inhibitions and she melted into me. Lewis stopped fingering Laena and tried to pry himself out of my leg lock, but as strong as he was, in that moment I proved stronger: I wouldn't budge.
Looking deep into my eyes, he saw that I wanted him to cum in me. He still struggled, but I felt so good around him that his male instincts to breed me prevailed in the end. He pistoned in and out of me a few more times before his cock began to fully contract. He was going to cum in me: I wanted this, no, I needed this. I was playing a very dangerous game, but I was too horny to care.
Lewis planted his cock head against the entrance of my womb, let out an intense groan, and came. Feeling his cock blasting his seed inside of me spurred me on into my own orgasm. My body arched up as I screamed in pleasure, pulling him as deep as I could. I felt him spew his load against the opening of my womb. His sperm bursting inside me felt so warm, so good! As he filled me to the brim with his virile seed, I tumbled over the edge of ecstasy. He was breeding me! He was mating me, making me his! Lewis's heavy loads kept exploding into my tight fertile pussy. My eyes rolled back feeling load after load until he eventually slowed down.



As he gave me one last pump, I relaxed my legs at last and collapsed back onto the bed. I lay there in utter post-orgasmic exhaustion as Lewis's thick cum leaked slowly from my still-quivering pussy. Then I simply passed out from the intensity of the immense pleasure that had ravaged through my drained body...
-
"You came in her..." I uttered in shock. I turned to face him behind me, "Lewis, I can't believe you came in her! Are you trying to knock her up?!"
"She trapped me with her legs!" Lewis panted in a panic. "I couldn't pull out!"
"Yeah, surrreee. I've seen how strong you are. You could have easily pried her legs off of you!" There was a small look of denial on his face, but he knew that he could have prevented this accident if he had really wanted to.
"I- I'm sorry, she just felt so good..." he admitted, taking part of the blame. At least Lewis was being honest. But that didn't change the fact that he had just injected a hefty load into my girlfriend's vulnerable, fertile pussy!
"Ugh, that was so irresponsible of you two, I'm really disappointed," I said, in a stern voice. "So what happens if she gets pregnant with your baby? Are you going to take responsibility?"
"Yes, I guess so," Lewis answered back. My heart fluttered hearing his immediate response. So dutiful! I loved that he was willing to bear the responsibility of taking care of Hannah if she were to get pregnant.
Weird feelings sparked inside of me. His willingness and devotion attracted me to him more than ever! "So you would take care of Hannah if she got pregnant?" I reiterated in a soft voice.
"Yeah, I would," Lewis answered. Then the thought popped into my mind, "What if he got me pregnant?"
"Wha- what if I got pregnant, too, would you..."
"Of course, I would take care of both of you. Although I'm not ready to be a dad yet, it's something I would have to do," Lewis reassured me. My heart pounded with joy. He was perfect!
"But like I said, I'm not sure if I wanna be a dad yet. So shouldn't we just use a Plan B?" The concept of taking that kind of contraceptive hadn't even crossed my mind. I never had to worry about such things with Hannah, so I had totally forgotten that those existed.
"We could... But you can't just make your problems go away with one pill!" I uttered.
"Er- that's what the pill is for, Laena," Lewis replied.
"I- guess you're right. But aren't those expensive?" I queried.
"Yeah, I think so, but don't worry about it. I got it covered," Lewis offered. God, he was such a sweetheart!
"Er- we could help you pay for it if you wanted," I tried to suggest.
"No, I got it," he stated.
"Oh! Okay, thanks Lewis," I smiled happily. He gave me a little nod in return.
Looking back down at Hannah, she was a total mess. Her face looked cock drunk and fully satisfied. "Hannah?" I called out, giving her a little poke on the cheek. She didn't respond. "Hello? Hannah?" Still nothing. She was out cold.
"Is she okay?" Lewis asked.
"Yeah, she's just passed out from that intense fucking you gave her," I replied.
Rolling myself off of Hannah, I lay back onto the bed and tried to reel all my concerns and emotions back in. I couldn't believe that Hannah and I had done this. Although it was undeniably the culmination of our entire fantasy, it felt like we had skipped a few steps along the way that led up to this point. The way Lewis made love to us made me feel deeper and more complex things than sheer lust. It was undeniable that I was connecting to him emotionally and physically, as well as sexually.
I watched as Lewis got up from the bed and began pulling clothes out of his closet. "Where are you going, Lewis?" I asked, not wanting him to leave.
"I'm going to the pharmacy to get Hannah that Plan B and more condoms. I'll be back, don't worry," he replied, giving me a wink. The word condoms irked me a bit. Having gotten a taste of Lewis's raw cock, I really didn't want to have to use condoms. His bare cock inside my pussy felt unbelievably good. I was hooked on it.
But there was the risk of him cumming inside of me if he were to go raw. Judging from the stunt Hannah had pulled on Lewis, it wasn't that far-fetched that I might not be able to resist having him cum in me, too. If this Plan B pill really made our problems go away, why couldn't I just use one, too? Then we could have worry-free, passionate, nasty sex as much as we wanted. After witnessing him cum so powerfully in Hannah, I couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like if he were to cum in me, too. Hannah had clearly enjoyed it. I mean, there she was, passed out, overwhelmed by the intensity of being inseminated by him. Just the idea was incredibly arousing: Lewis marking me as his mate, planting his seed inside of me, and claiming me like he had done to Hannah.
"Could you get me a Plan B as well?" I asked in a soft voice. "I don't want to use condoms ever again."
"But I haven't cum in you..." Lewis replied, sounding confused.
I glanced down at his cock, and bit my lip, "Not yet, you haven't." As he saw my suggestive stare, Lewis's cock twitched and began to get erect again.
Spreading my legs out, I placed my fingers on my pussy lips and spread them out for him. "Are you sure you wanna go to the pharmacy right now?" Lewis contemplated my offer. "It's cold in here, Lewis, I need your warmth and your cock."
Lewis immediately dropped what he was doing and came back to me. I giggled with excitement as he hastily crawled onto the bed with me. As soon as he was close enough, I grabbed onto his face and slipped my tongue into his manly mouth. He pushed me onto my back and we made out passionately. His cock quickly gathered mass again and began poking itself at my exposed and defenseless pussy. Memories of our first time together poured into my mind. Even though it had only been a few hours ago, it had all the power of nostalgia. It had already imprinted itself into my brain like the memory of a life altering event from long ago.
"Hurry up and fuck me, Lewis!" I ordered. He nodded and slipped his raw meat stick deep inside my pussy.
Knowing that we had the safety net of the Plan B pill, I couldn't wait for the excitement of intense baby-making sex with Lewis. He thrust deep into my love canal, instantly impacting my cervix. God, every time he did that I fell deeper and deeper into his grasp. I loved it! Heavy breathing and the smacking and slapping sounds of our intense fucking reverberated throughout the room.
As we fucked, we tried plenty of positions. He took me from behind again, I rode him, and then we were spoon fucking. It was a familiar position since I sometimes fingered Hannah like this, or she would do the same for me. But being spooned from behind by Lewis felt so warm and intimate. I could feel every detail of him against my back. I was melting into his warmth.
As we lay there fucking, Lewis ravaged my neck even more, solidifying his love mark on me. I was going to be terrified to look into the mirror after this. He was absolutely littering my neck with hickies. Lewis had been fucking me nice and slow as we lay tucked together like spoons. But now I wanted him to up the ante again.
"Babe, could you be a good boy and fuck me harder again?" I asked in a low voice.
"Okay, baby," he agreed.
Using his hand, he grabbed the back of one of my knees and lifted my leg up into the air. My eyes widened as I saw myself being splayed out so sluttily. Leaning more into me, he was able to get more leverage and really piston his hips into me. He drove his cock into my tight pussy intensely, but yet sensually.
"Ah, ah ah, uh uh," I mewled in rhythm with his fucking. Lewis went back to sucking my neck. My body quivered, feeling his hot breath heavily leaving his nostrils. Then, unexpectedly, Lewis snaked his free arm around me and hovered his fingers over my mouth. "What is he doing?" I thought.
He prodded his fingers against my supple lips. At first I wouldn't let him in since I still wasn't sure what he was doing. "Suck on my fingers, baby," Lewis whispered. I quickly obeyed him and parted my lips. He inserted his index and middle into my warm wet mouth. I could taste myself, so this was the hand he had used to finger me before. I moaned and purred, sucking his sturdy fingers like a baby with a bottle as he fucked me vigorously.
As much as I loved how he was fucking me, I wanted to experience his dirty side again. Hearing him go all out with his dirty tongue had made me and Hannah go insane, I needed another taste!
Taking his fingers out of my mouth, I asked, "Hey, Lewis, could you do some more of that dirty talk from earlier?"
"Yeah? You want me to talk dirty to you?" Lewis replied. My heart pounded that he was already getting into it.
"Yes, please," I panted.
"Yes, please what, Laena?" he prompted.
"Yes, please, daddy..." I moaned.
Then, I suddenly felt one of his large hands closing around my neck. It was so sudden, so aggressive! But being the gentle person he was, he made sure not to hurt me. I had never been choked in a sexual way before so it felt very foreign. No matter how strange, I kinda liked having his big strong hand wrapping around my delicate neck.
"You like having my raw cock fucking your tight pussy?" Lewis growled, thrusting into me with more ferocity.
""Mmmhhmm!" I hummed in pleasure.
As he tightened his grip around my neck, my pussy contracted around his raging cock in response. "God, you feel so good around my cock. I just want to fuck you all day long." Hearing this, my pussy secreted even more of my sweet juices onto him. "You wouldn't mind staying over at my place for a few more days?"
He was making me lose my mind. Even though his offer to have me stay over was just dirty talk, I sensed that there was some underlying truth to his words. The slapping of our flesh echoed through the bedroom. I was getting worried that we would wake Hannah up from her orgasm induced coma.
"Ah, ah ah, yes, yes, daddy," I panted, pushing my hips deeper into him. Wanting to fuck me harder, Lewis hooked the back of his elbow around the back of my knee, splaying my leg even wider and driving his love mast even deeper into the depths of my lesbian pussy. It was a good thing I was so flexible, or this might have been uncomfortable.
In this more extreme position, Lewis's cock was able to jolt against my g-spot everytime he thrust home in me, causing me to reach yet another orgasm. I had long ago lost track of how my times I had cum today.
"Yes, cum for me, baby, cum," Lewis said into my ear.
"AHHH, FUCCCKK," I squealed, arching my back. I shook violently and gushed all over him. But he wouldn't stop to let me recover. My pussy was extra sensitive: all the sexual stimulation Lewis was delivering with his cock was amplified to the max. The repeated pounding of his cock head against my cervix ignited yet another cum! My eyes rolled back in extreme pleasure. His cock was rendering me brain dead!
"Does daddy make you feel good?" Lewis asked, panting heavily.
"Yesh, daddy make me feel gud," I slurred my words.
"That's what daddy wants to hear," he stated.
Lewis then extricated himself from our spooning position and, without pulling himself out of me, maneuvered himself between my thighs. Lifting my legs, he placed them over his broad shoulders. Hugging my folded limbs, he lifted my ass up into the air and commenced to pound me even more thoroughly.
"Ah, ah ah, fuck fuck," I moaned in rhythm to his thrusts. My cheeks rippled each time he slammed into them. I was in total ecstasy! Grabbing a pillow, I shoved it over my face and screamed into it. His cock kept driving itself deeper and deeper into my very core!
Removing the pillow from my face, I shouted, "Ah ah, you fuck me so good, Lewis!" He pistoned even harder into me. "Uh uh uh, I just want you to fuck me and Hannah all day every day!"
"Yeah? I just want to fuck you two raw all the time." He hugged my legs tighter. "All I want to do is pump my cum deep inside both your pussies. Where it belongs."
His words prompted my female breeding instincts to take over. His cum did belong deep inside our pussies. He would plant his seed in our wombs and we would bear his strong children. "Yes, yes! You should only be cumming in our pussies. We want it, we need it!" I voiced.
"You want me to cum inside of you, Laena? I want to breed you like I did Hannah," Lewis grunted. My heart pounded out of my chest. Lewis saying that he wanted to breed me was so thrilling! I was having so much fun with our little roleplay.
"Yes, Lewis! I want you to breed me, too. Hannah and I will have to bear your children!" I screamed.
"Good, because I'm about to cum..." Lewis immediately leaned into me harder, compressing my legs onto my chest. He drove his cock with precision: his sole aim was to inseminate my fertile lesbian pussy.
Lewis's mating frenzy and the wild words of impregnation sent me cresting toward another orgasm. My pussy wrapped tightly around his unrelenting cock, preparing to take his seed. Our moaning and groaning intensified as we rose closer and closer to our orgasms.
Then, with one final strong thrust, he planted the head of his cock against the entrance to my womb and spewed his sticky virile load deep inside my baby chamber. "AHHH, MHHMM," we moaned out loud. My toes curled and my pussy constricted tightly around him, milking him for all of his precious baby batter. Every time his cock twitched, he shot another rope of cum inside of me. As his warmth splashed inside me, I tingled with pleasure.
After expending a final load inside of me, Lewis shrugged my legs off of his shoulders and then collapsed on top of me. I gasped for air beneath his heavy weight, but I could bear it willingly for a few seconds. He was panting heavily, spent at last.
"Le- Lewis!" I wheezed, urgently tapping his shoulder. He realized he was crushing me, so he rolled off, still gulping for air. His cock withdrew from my pussy with an audible popping sound. I felt his thick cum leaking out of my well-used pussy.
After such intense fucking, all we could do was lie side by side, attempting to catch our breaths. "Th- that was amazing, Lewis..." I sighed in relief.
"Yeah, it was," he groaned, sounding a bit uncomfortable.
Concerned by his tone, I rolled weakly toward him, resting my chin on his pec. "What's wrong? Did you not like fucking me raw?"
"No, it's not that. My dick is just a little sore..." he explained. I smiled evilly, knowing that we were the reason for his discomfort.
"Sorry, Lewis. But if you wanna keep getting a piece of us, you better get used to it," I teased. "Because we have needs, and you have to satisfy us until we are completely satiated."
Lewis smirked and nodded. "Of course."
"Good," I smiled before crawling up to his face and giving him a kiss on the lips.
Then we heard groaning from Hannah. "Hey..." she said, sounding groggy. "What are you guys doing?" Rubbing her eyes, her vision became more clear. Hannah's eyes widened as she scanned the scene before her. Glancing over our bodies, she saw Lewis's cock slowly detumescing and the steady flow of his cum leaking out of my pussy.
"HEY," she reiterated. "Did you guys fuck without me again!"
Lewis and I exchanged a nervous look, but then we just smirked and chuckled at her. "Not funny guys. How could you fuck without me again..." she pouted.
"We're sorry, Hannah. But you were knocked out, and we didn't want to bother you," I replied. My face reddened with the realization that Lewis and I had fucked on our own once again. I kinda felt guilty, but at this point everything we did with him was acceptable and hot.
Squinting her eyes at us, she quickly crawled over me and planted herself on top of Lewis's lap. "It's my turn again," Hannah demanded.
"I-, okay," Lewis hesitated. I could tell that he didn't want to disappoint Hannah. But he definitely looked very strained right now. I was sure he wasn't quite ready to go another round.
"Wait, Hannah," I interrupted. "Le- Lewis needs a break. He deserves it for treating us so well."
"What the heck!" Hannah pouted like a child. "But it's my turn..."
Sitting up, Lewis said, "Don't worry, I'll make it up to you. But first, why don't I go pick up some food. You guys have to be just as hungry as I am." My stomach suddenly growled at all this talk of food. Although I'd enjoyed my fill of his delicious cum, the exertion of all the intense fucking we had done had indeed left me in need of more traditional forms of nutrition.
"Yeah, we could eat," I replied with a smile. I loved how he'd made us feel so good and was going to follow that right up by feeding us. Just the way a male should take care of his mates.
"I guess I could eat," Hannah reluctantly agreed. "But after that it's my turn, okay?" Lewis nodded.
He gave Hannah a quick kiss on the lips and lifted her off of him to get off the bed. Despite our hunger, we still felt like we were being abandoned again. Before he could get up, we each grabbed one of his muscular arms, stopping him in his tracks. "Don't leave," we pleaded.
Lewis raised an eyebrow at us. Grabbing Hannah, I pulled her into a hug. "We're c-cold, Lewis. We need your warmth. Pl- please don't leave..." I pretended to shiver.
Catching on to my act, Hannah began to shiver with me, "Yeah, Lewis, don't leave..."
"Uh, then how am I supposed to get food?" Lewis queried.
Thinking quickly, I answered, "You can order pizza!" Lewis simply nodded, heeding my request.
"You guys really want pizza?" Lewis asked to make sure. We eagerly nodded.
"Okay, what toppings do you guys want?" he asked as he retrieved his phone. I wasn't very picky so I just told Lewis to get whatever. But Hannah only likes one specific kind of pizza. So she made her request for a Margherita pizza very clear.
While Lewis was ordering the pizza, Hannah and I went into the bathroom to freshen up. Closing the door behind us, we turned to face each other. As we locked eyes, ear to ear smiles emerged on our faces. Grasping each other's hands we gushed in excitement. We couldn't believe that our little fantasy had come true in such spectacular fashion!
"Oh my god, I can't believe we had a threesome with Lewis!" Hannah said excitedly.
"Mhm, he fucked us so good!" I replied, biting my lip. "Ugh, I never knew that having sex with a guy could feel so good!"
"Yeah, me too! I enjoyed sex with guys with my previous exes, but Lewis is something else. He's a real man! How caring and dominant he is, the size of his cock, he's perfect!" Hannah gushed, bouncing on her tippy toes.
Glancing down at each other's crotches, it was impossible to overlook the trails of Lewis's cum leaking all down our thighs from our pussies. "I can't believe that you made him cum in you," I sighed, biting my lip.
"You're the one to talk, he came inside you, too!" Hannah snapped back at me. "Even though I was mostly knocked out, I could still hear you two talking dirty to each other." My eyes widened and my face turned as red as a beet at her accusation.
"'Breed me, Lewis!'" Hannah mocked me. I was getting unbelievably embarrassed. "I never figured you for one who wanted to be bred."
An explicit image of Hannah and I, big and round with Lewis's babies, popped into my mind. I felt weird and tingly about it. It was probably my horny monkey brain talking.
With my ears now getting red hot, I resorted to pinching Hannah's nipple. "Hey! Ow, ow, okay, okay, I get it! I'll stop!" she whined in pain.
"We're lucky Lewis is responsible enough to offer to buy Plan B's for us. He probably knocked us up already based on how much he came inside of us," I explained to Hannah. The thought of being knocked up by Lewis caused us to bite our lips and stare at each other in a lustful daze.



Shaking my head back into focus, I said, "Uh- let's clean ourselves up, Hannah, yeah?" Her attention reverting to the practical, Hannah nodded.
After finishing our business, Hannah and I stared into the bathroom mirror. Our eyes locked onto the copious amounts of hickies littering our necks. The sweat from our intense fucking washed away Hannah's makeup from her neck, revealing Lewis's naughty doings. "Ugh, look what he did to us, Hannah," I groaned, carefully running my fingers along my neck.
"Yeah, he marked us as his..." Hannah trailed off. I couldn't agree more.
At the sound of the bathroom door opening, our bodies jolted with surprise. Lewis crowded into the bathroom with us and closed the door. "Hey, girls," he greeted us
"Hi, Lewis," we replied back.
His eyes wandered up and down our sexy bodies. "What are you doing in here?" Hannah asked.
"I can't go into my bathroom?" he joked. Of course, it actually was Lewis's bathroom!
Hannah rolled her eyes. "You know what I mean." Lewis smirked and chuckled a bit.
"I feel kinda gross so I'm gonna take another shower," he explained. "You girls wanna join me?" Our hearts skipped a beat.
Without a second thought we nodded and answered, "YES."
Lewis nodded, turning on the shower. Once it was hot and steamy, Lewis hopped in first and we quickly followed him in. Lewis's shower was pretty big, but it was still a bit of a tight fit with all three of us packed in there together. Though it was Lewis's larger frame that was taking up most of the space.
Lewis let Hannah and I take the first turn under the water. The warm water hitting and cascading down my body felt so relaxing. The sweat and other nefarious fluids on our skin were quickly sluiced away. As nice as the water felt, Hannah and I liked our showers even hotter. Without a word I turned the lever to increase the heat of the shower.
"OW, JESUS!" Lewis shouted, catching stray droplets of boiling water.
"What's wrong?" Hannah asked. "Can't handle the hot water?"
"Yeah, you can't take the heat?" I smirked.
"Hot? This is borderline boiling water! How can you guys stand this?!" Lewis exclaimed, trying to avoid the spouting water as much as he could but his larger frame ensured that the water was unavoidable. We raised our eyebrows at him. The heat of the water felt great!
Rolling our eyes, we grabbed each of his arms and pulled him under the hot water with us. Lewis groaned and endured the pain as the water droplets seared his skin. Hannah and I giggled, watching his body writhe in pain. Eventually, he got used to the heat and relaxed some more.
"See, it's not that bad," I said, releasing his arm.
"Yeah, yeah. You two are something else," Lewis shrugged.
"Now that you're comfortable, let us help you get cleaned up," Hannah jumped in, grabbing a loofa. I nodded in agreement with her suggestion and grabbed a second loofah.
"I can clean myself, you two don't have to do anything," Lewis replied. We just ignored him and continued what we were doing. After all he had done for us, it was the least we could do.
Pumping some soap on our loofahs, we began to lather his sexy fit body. Our hands ran along the fine details of his muscles. Moving to his chest, we bit our lips at the definition of his pecs. We slowly made our way down. Our mouths watered as we studied the cut landscape of his abs. Moving further down, our eyes locked onto his cock. Although it was flaccid, it was slowly beginning to bulk up in response to two hot lesbians running their soft hands up his body. He was living the dream.
We hastily cleaned down his legs so we could return our attention to his cock. Moving back up his legs, we sensually started to clean further and further up his inner thigh. As we got closer his cock twitched and added mass. Lewis groaned every time we grazed our loofas against his sack and cock. After surprisingly few moments of our teasing, Lewis grew to full mast. Biting our lips, we put our loofahs down and grabbed onto his erect cock.
Looking up at him, we began to stroke his cock in unison. Feeling his hot, throbbing cock in our hands caused that familiar itch we'd both been experiencing to return. "You gonna fuck us in the shower, Lewis?" we asked. He looked like he was contemplating what he should do. I arched my eyebrow. Any guy would graciously accept two girls wanting to fuck you in a shower.
"What's wrong, Lewis? You don't want to fuck us?" I asked, sounding a bit disappointed.
"Yeah, what the heck? You have two willing lesbians in your shower wanting to fuck and you have to think about it?" Hannah teased.
"No, it's not that. Of course I wanna fuck you two in here. It's just that the pizza is supposed to get here in about thirty minutes. So if I did, we might be in here for too long and miss the delivery," he explained. Lewis had brought up a good point. We could easily be stuck in the shower fucking our brains out for god knows how long.
"But since the two are all horned up again, let me help you with that real quick," Lewis offered. We tilted our heads together in thought, wondering what he was planning for us.
"Stand up and place your hands against the shower window," he ordered us. Our hearts pounded to hear him take that dominant tone with us again. "Make sure you two stick your asses out and spread your legs for me, it will make things easier."
"Oh- okay," we replied, quickly standing up and doing as he said.
Standing close to each other, Hannah and I rested our hands against the glass, spreading our legs out and jutting our supple asses out for our lover. We were so excited about what he had planned that our pussies were practically dripping! We wiggled our asses seductively for him as we waited. Then he came up behind us, snaked his muscular arms around our torsos, and reached down into our crotches.
We moaned out loud as Lewis slipped his sturdy fingers inside our pussies. His digits wasted no time digging deep into our slippery slits. "Ah, yes, Lewis!" we said, voicing our pleasure.
"Ah, you really know your way around a woman, Lewis," I crooned, hanging my head down, concentrating on his exploration of my inner depths.
Our legs shook and we stood on our tippy toes as Lewis slipped his fingers in and out of our tight pussies. "Ah ah ah, uh uh," we groaned in rhythm. My inner core was on fire! Our inner walls wrapped tightly around his moving digits. Lewis knew all my special places!
We were experiencing so much pleasure that our elbows could no longer support us. Our upper bodies collapsed against the glass panel, smushing our boobs against the wall of the shower. The atmosphere was so erotic with our two pairs of breasts pressing against the glass, the hot steam billowing up out of the shower, and this big strong man half hidden in the mist behind us as he fingered us to the absolute peak of pleasure. We must have looked like we were enacting some sort of surreal pornographic scene of innocent water nymphs being ravished by a mythic monster
Dipping his fingers deeper, Lewis was palpating his cum out of our pussies. A mixture of his cum and our juices trickled down onto the shower floor and then swirled on down the drain. I felt his cum endlessly stream out of my pulsing pussy. "My god, he came so much inside of me!" I thought, biting my lip.
Then, curling his fingers up, Hannah and I squealed, feeling a sharp pang of pleasure pierce through our very cores. "You two hurry up and cum. I don't wanna miss the pizza. I'm starving," Lewis said, leaning into us more. His demand that we come in time for the pizza delivery made me want to laugh even as it fed my need to submit to him even further. Since I was pretty hungry, too, it was in all of our best interest if we went ahead and complied with his command.
"O- okay, baby," I panted. "Hannah, are you close?" She just nodded, unable to form her words as Lewis's fingers skillfully stroked her love spot.
The sounds of our panting and moaning were drowned out by the susurration of the shower. Our wet skin glistened in the bathroom light and our hair was matted with the weight of the water. Our breathing grew heavy as our orgasms rose out of our cores. Lewis's erect cock poked and prodded our soft butt cheeks. The throbbing of his meat against our skin only brought us closer to our climaxes.
"Are my lesbian sluts ready to cum?" Lewis asked in a husky voice. Our hearts pounded as Lewis referred to us as his. We nodded and moaned in response. "Good, now cum for me. Cum!"
Our warm walls constricted tightly around one final curl of his fingers and our juices gushed out all over his hands. "MMFFUCK," we screamed. Our backs arched and our eyes rolled back; waves of pleasure rolled through our bodies. Our knees threatened to buckle, but Lewis held us firmly, keeping up from collapsing to the shower floor. He continued to support our spasming bodies until we came simmering down from our intense orgasms.
"Th- thank you, daddy," we panted, turning to face him.
"You're welcome," he smirked with pride, before giving us both a quick kiss on the lips. Having two hot lesbians calling him daddy had to really be stroking his ego. "Now hurry up and get cleaned up."
Picking up a loofah, Lewis pumped some soap onto it and began to lather me up with soap. My stomach fluttered to the feeling of him cleaning me so thoroughly. He was so strong yet so careful. I loved every second of how he handled my body.
"Hey!" Hannah exclaimed with jealousy. "Laena, can clean herself! Leave her alone!" Lewis quickly ceased scrubbing me, leaving me feeling disappointed.
"Uh, sorry," Lewis replied.
"Mhm, thank you very much. Now since you aren't doing anything, could you help me clean up?" she smiled deviously.
"What the heck, Hannah," I complained. But Lewis just shrugged at me and proceeded to help clean her. Hannah just winked and stuck her tongue at me. I rolled my eyes and just shook my head in response. Hannah had used her knowledge of my pride in my independence against me, like the little devil she could be.
As I rinsed myself off, I watched Lewis help clean my girlfriend. It seemed like he was taking more time cleaning her than he had with me. A small ember of jealousy sparked to life inside of me. It was weird to feel like I was competing with my lover for the attention of another person. Who knew that we would be doing such a thing!
After a few torturous minutes of watching Hannah being sensually cleaned by Lewis, I'd had enough. Grabbing the other loofah, I walked over to them and began aggressively cleaning Hannah's body.
"Hey! What are you doing?!" Hannah exclaimed.
"Shush, we need to get going now. You two are taking too long," I replied, glaring at both of them.
"I thought that we needed to hurry up, Lewis? I thought you were starving?" I mocked, getting more aggressive with my scrubbing.
"He- ow! Stop that, you're hurting me!" Hannah whined. I ignored her and continued my aggressive cleaning.
Shockingly, Lewis grabbed my arm. His strong grip snapped me out of my jealousy induced misbehavior. I locked eyes with him. His onyx globes dominated my pretty green eyes. "You want more attention, Laena?" My face got beet red. He knew exactly what I wanted.
"Wha-, uh, no, it's not that," I stuttered, trying to deny his accusations.
Rolling his eyes, he grabbed my chin and slipped his tongue into my mouth. Caught off guard, my body momentarily tensed up before I relaxed, melting fully into our intimate kiss. Reaching around, Lewis cupped my cheeks in his hands. I squealed into his mouth as he kneaded my supple butt.
After watching our intimate kissing for a few moments, Hannah interrupted us. "I want some kissing too!" she whined.
I left off kissing Lewis to pull Hannah close to me so I could lock my lips with hers. Lewis watched in awe as our sexy little make out session played out before him. After just a few moments, though, Hannah released my lips to share a kiss with Lewis. After merging his lips with Hannah's, Lewis brought his lips back to mine. We took turns kissing each other, smoothly shifting into a three way make out session. God, it was hot! Our tongues swirled together, sloppily swapping our fluids. Lewis kept fondling our asses while we made out, fanning the flames even higher. Mimicking Lewis, Hannah and I each took one of his ass cheeks into our own hands. We chuckled into each other's mouths and kneaded him harder.
With the time still on his mind, Lewis pulled away from us and turned off the shower. "What the heck," Hannah and I pouted.
"We've been in here too long. Come on, we need to get out," he replied, giving us each a light slap on the ass. We blushed in response to his playful action. I was never really into the whole spanking thing, but Lewis was starting to change my mind.
Stepping out of the shower, Lewis handed us some towels and we began to dry ourselves off. Once dry, Hannah and I realized that we didn't have any of our amenities with us. Hannah and I usually stuck to a routine after we took our showers, so we were slightly irked that we couldn't do those usual things. Given the situation, we could tolerate skipping certain parts of our routine. But one thing neither of us could bear was having dry skin. We hated it: we liked our skin soft, smooth, and moist. It was a necessity for us.
"Uh, Lewis? Do you have any lotion we could borrow?" I asked apprehensively.
"Yeah, do you?" Hannah added.
"Yeah, sure," he answered. He handed the bottle of his lotion he was using to me. We nodded and thanked him. "I'm gonna go on ahead. You two don't take too long here." He winked. We smiled and nodded and watched him exit the bathroom.
Squeezing some lotion into my hand, I brought it up to my nose and took a whiff. My nostrils flared out and my eyes widened as I took in the fresh cologne smell of his lotion. It smelled exactly like Lewis! I was stuck in a trance as I sniffed his aroma.
"Uh, Laena?" Hannah snapped her fingers at me. I snapped out of my daze and looked at her. "Could you hand me the lotion since you're obviously not using it."
"Oh, sorry, here, let me finish real quick," I replied, quickly applying his lotion up and down my body.
Getting closer to me, Hannah took a sniff. "Wow, that smells good! Hurry up, I want to use it now." After applying the lotion to my skin, I handed her the bottle.
I watched her as she began applying the lotion. "This smells really good!" she raved.
"I know, right! It smells like Lewis, huh?" I gushed to her. She excitedly nodded.
Once she finished putting on the lotion, we walked out of the bathroom back into the bedroom. Lewis was putting on some clothes. He was just pulling a shirt on over some cotton shorts. But Hannah and I stopped him. "No shirt," we ordered. He nodded and put the shirt away.
Our eyes wandered across his well toned body. "Hey, girls, my eyes are up here," he teased. We giggled and pretended to scrutinize his body even more intensely. Lewis rolled his eyes and chuckled.
"Heads up," Lewis called out to us. Catching our attention, he tossed two shirts to us. We tilted our heads at him like confused dogs. "I don't want you two walking around my apartment naked when the pizza comes." Although the idea of just being naked in his home was hot, he was right. It was best that we maintain some degree of modesty around outsiders.
We slipped the shirts he gave us over our nude bodies. His shirts were pretty big on us, so they covered our bodies like dresses. We examined each other's looks. The hem of the shirts only came down far enough to cover our mid-upper thighs. Our legs were on full display. We both nodded to each other, agreeing that we still looked sufficiently hot.
Everything about our current state screamed that we were Lewis's girls. We wore his shirts, we bore his hickies, we smelled like him and, naughtiest of all, some of his come was probably still seeping out of our tight lesbian pussies. We were officially his mates. We loved it!
Then we heard a knock on the front door. "That must be the pizza," Lewis said, before quickly making his way out of the bedroom. We promptly followed him like little ducklings. We stood just behind Lewis as he answered the door. Our stomachs growled, reminding us how appetite we had worked up from all the salacious activities we'd taken part in together.
We watched as Lewis opened the door and interacted with the delivery guy. "Let me get my wallet real quick," he told the pizza guy. Turning around, Lewis zoomed past us.
When we turned back around to the wide open door, we saw the pizza delivery guy was still standing there, waiting for his money. He was looking at us with a shocked expression. Now that Lewis was out of the way, we saw a kinda scrawny looking guy who was maybe in his late twenties. His uniform shirt was covered in grease stains; likewise, his hat had visible sweat stains on it. He gave me really pervy vibes.
I saw his beady little eyes creeping up and down our bodies. Hannah moved to tuck herself behind my body. "I think he's watching us," she whispered.
"Yeah, I know..." I whispered back.
Hannah and I just stood there awkwardly as he kept on giving us the eye. As much as this guy was really creeping us out, I didn't really feel like backing down to his pervy little ass. Seeing him lick his lips, I glared at him even harder. For Hannah's sake, however, I took her arm so I could pull us out of the pervert's view. But before I could act, Lewis returned with his wallet.
"Eyes off, buddy," he said sternly. Our hearts fluttered as our man warded off the lesser male. The pizza guy immediately averted his eyes from us, looking at Lewis instead. Walking to the perv, Lewis handed him the money in exchange for the pizzas and then slammed the door in the guy's face. Hannah and I were relieved now that the pervert was out of our sight.
Lewis let out a sigh and turned to face us. "Well then, who's hungry?" Our stomachs gave another loud growl. "I'm guessing that's a 'yes'."
Lewis placed the two pizza boxes down on his kitchen table and went to get some paper plates. "Where did you order these from?" I asked.
"Oh, uh, Stubby's Pizza. I hope you don't mind," he replied while searching in his cabinet. My eyes widened with excitement. Stubby's was a local pizza shop that Hannah and I loved to go to from time to time. God, today was the best day of my life. I'd had amazing sex with my girlfriend and my hot neighbor. And now I was about to eat my favorite pizza! All that made up for the creepy delivery.
Lewis handed us each a paper plate. While he was grabbing some other things from back in the kitchen, Hannah and I sat down at the table and stared at the boxes eagerly. We wanted to just rip open the boxes and gorge ourselves on the pizza. But we also wanted to wait for Lewis. We felt that it would be rude to start eating without him.
Sensing our barely controlled impatience, Lewis sweetly said, "You two can go ahead and eat. I'm just grabbing us some drinks."
"You sure?" We replied. He just nodded.
Getting the green light, we hastily opened one of the boxes and each grabbed a slice of pizza. I felt relieved and giddy to finally get something to eat. "Mhhmm," we hummed, chewing this tasty pizza.
Returning to the table, Lewis handed each of us a can of Cola. I usually don't drink soda, but this was definitely an occasion to do so. We sat there happily eating away. After a couple slices I was already getting full, so I stopped eating. Meanwhile, Hannah and Lewis were going to town. Hannah always ate a lot. Luckily for her she was blessed with an incredible metabolism. She gained little to no weight, no matter what she ate, maintaining her near perfect body without needing to work out a lot. Lewis, on the other hand, was just stuffing his face with pizza. He had already eaten four slices and was working on his fifth. I was amazed at how much he could eat. But considering what a big strong man he was, he probably needed his calories, especially after everything we had done and were planning to do later on. I continued to watch him eat intently. He barely took the time to chew, he just inhaled his food.



"Do you even take time to enjoy your food, Lewis?" I asked.
"Yesh, I am wight now," he replied with a stuffed mouth. He swallowed his food and continued, "I've always been a fast eater." I just chuckled at him in response.
"Why are you laughing?" he queried.
"Oh, it's nothing, I just think you're cute. That's all." He just rolled his eyes and returned his attention to eating.
Hannah let out a loud burp and said, "Wow, I'm stuffed! Thanks for buying us pizza, Lewis." I had totally forgotten to thank him too. I didn't want to seem ungrateful for how generous he had been!
"Oh! Thanks, Lewis..." I added. He just nodded to us since his mouth was full of pizza again.
Once we finished eating, we cleaned up and went back into the bedroom. Hannah and I quickly jumped onto the mattress. Lewis was the last one to enter the room, closing the door and locking it behind him. My heart skipped a beat at the way we were all trapped together again.
Glancing over at the window I noticed that there was no sunlight. My mind raced, wondering how long we had been in Lewis's apartment. I wanted to check the time but I had forgotten where I'd left my phone again, so I asked Lewis. "Uh, quick question, what time is it?"
Taking his phone out of his pocket, he replied, "It's almost 8:00 p.m." God, we had been here for so long. I didn't really mind, but Hannah and I did have work tomorrow!
I looked over at Hannah in a panic. "What do we do? We have work tomorrow!" She looked confused, but then took a second to think about our predicament.
"I'm just gonna call out," she said bluntly. "You should, too." I totally forgot that I could do that. Since my boss was pretty chill, it would be pretty easy to call out of work.
"Okay, I'll call out," I nodded in agreement.
Looking over at Lewis, I asked, "You don't have work tomorrow either, do you?"
"No, I don't," he replied. Our hearts fluttered in excitement.
"So you don't mind if we spend the night here?" Hannah asked in a soft voice, since it was already late and we planned on doing more salacious things with Lewis. My heart pounded out of my chest at the prospect of spending the night in Lewis's apartment. It felt so naughty, so dirty.
"I would never say no to that. You two can spend the night anytime," he replied with a smirk. I could tell that he was just as excited as we were.
"Now since you two are spending the night... Wanna get to fucking?" he added. Hannah and I nodded eagerly and began to undress.
We pulled Lewis's shirts over our heads and threw them to the side. Watching Lewis drop his shorts to the floor, we bit our lips as we saw his fully erect cock fling up into the air. "Jeez, he gets hard quick!" I thought.
Walking over to a panel on the wall, Lewis turned the lights down low. The color of the lights suddenly switched to red. The change of atmosphere made my stomach flutter with excitement. "How romantic," I replied, biting my lip.
"Why do you even have this?" Hannah asked.
"I just thought it was cool. But I guess it's paying off now," he replied.
The dim red light was making us really horny. I remember reading something a while back about how red colored lights increased people's arousal. And it was definitely working to amplify my pleasure. Our breathing was slowing and our hearts were beating rapidly as we stared at each other.
After only a moment or two of staring at Lewis, I said, "So are you just going to stand there or are you gonna come over here and fuck our brains out?"
Lewis nodded and hastily climbed into bed with us. He grabbed the backs of our heads with so much horny aggressiveness and took turns shoving his tongue deep into our mouths. He was ravenous!
Pulling away from our kissing, Lewis grabbed Hannah and me and pushed us down into the mattress. "I'm going to fuck you two all night long," he stated. "I won't let you sleep." Our hearts pounded with excitement. That pizza really seemed to have reinvigorated Lewis's libido.
"Yes, fuck us, Lewis!" we pleaded.
"Alright," he replied with determination.
Grabbing onto Hannah's hips, he spun her around and pushed her onto all fours. "I promised Hannah that it would be her turn," Lewis told me. "But I'll get to you soon enough." He winked, before giving me a quick kiss on the lips.
Hannah had already gotten into position. She sexily arched her back and swayed her ass out for us. God, she looked hot. Getting behind Hannah, Lewis grabbed his cock and began to run its head up and down her wet slit. Hannah groaned and moaned torturously, getting teased by Lewis.
After a few moments of being titillated like that, Hannah had had enough. "Ugh, can't you just fuck me already?! I've been itching to have your fat cock inside of me!" she voiced.
Lewis gave her a sudden spank. "Don't raise your voice to me," he said sternly. Witnessing Lewis's dominant side resurfacing again, my heart raced. Lewis was smoothly merging back into the roleplay. But this spank was different. It was much harder than the ones he had administered to us before. It always surprised me how Lewis could flip a switch just like that.
I expected that Hannah would immediately get mad at him for spanking her so hard, but somewhat to my amazement, she didn't. "Uh, sorry, daddy..." she grunted. Hannah had never asked me to spank her, so I was surprised and aroused to learn that she liked this sort of thing.
"Now, ask me again, nicely," he ordered.
"Can you fuck me, daddy? I need your hard cock buried deep inside this pussy. Your pussy..." she mewled. This whole scene playing out before me caused me to squeeze my thighs together. God, it was hot!
Without a word, Lewis nodded and slipped his cock back into the warmth of Hannah's tight tunnel of lust. She moaned with pleasure as his love pole slid inside of her once again. Lewis took long powerful strokes in and out of her. The sounds of their slapping flesh filled the dim room.
Kneeling next to them, I watched intently as my girlfriend got railed by our new lover. My pussy was dripping wet just from rubbing my loins together. I was too entranced by their fucking to touch myself. But I was merely a spectator. I wanted to be involved somehow.
I knee-walked behind Lewis and leaned into his solid back. I pressed my supple boobs against him as I snaked my arms around his torso. I could feel his warmth, his heartbeat, and his heavy breathing as he steadily served Hannah her dose of cock. My hands glided sensually up and down Lewis's fit body. The feel of his defined muscles in my hands caused me to nibble on my lip in growing need.
My soft hands running along his body caused Lewis to thrust even harder into Hannah. "Ah ah ah, yes! Fuck!" she moaned.
To turn the heat even higher, I whispered in Lewis's ear, "How does it feel to have your two hot lesbian neighbors hooked on your cock? Have you been fantasizing about this very moment?"
"Ah, fuck," he growled. "Yeah, ever since that lunch we had together, I couldn't get my mind off you two." My heart fluttered hearing that he'd been thinking about us. How sweet!
"But I know you two have been fantasizing about me, too," he grunted, thrusting deeper into Hannah. What was he talking about? "After our lunch date, I went for a nightly run. As I was leaving, I overheard you two talking about me as you were having sex..."
My ears burned with embarrassment. He'd known how we felt about him for all this time! I couldn't decide if I ought to be mad at him for eavesdropping on us having sweet lesbian sex or to be aroused by his knowledge of our dirty little secret.
"You pervert," I said, flicking him on the side of his head with my finger. "You're lucky that you're hot and we like you." It was also true, to be fair, that he had never taken advantage of what he knew about us, but instead had waited for us to "take advantage" of him.
"Sorry," he replied. "But you two were so loud. I couldn't help it." Another wave of embarrassment rushed through me.
"Ugh, I've heard enough, stop it," I ordered, covering his mouth with my hand. Lewis just chuckled against my palm and kept pounding away at my girlfriend's pussy.
In the course of unmuffling his mouth from my hand, Lewis began to sensually kiss and lick the sensitive skin of my palm. A shiver shot up my entire arm. It felt weird and tingly. But I kinda liked it. Then he grabbed my wrist, removed my hand from his mouth, and planted one last kiss on the back of my hand, like a knight might do to a fair lady. I loved how caring and gentle he could be, right in the middle of playing the dominant stud!
With my face still hovering near his ear, I glanced down along his exposed neck. A devious idea popped into my mind. Planting my lips on his neck, I began to suck on him with intensity. I was going to get my revenge for the hickies he had given to me and Hannah! And mark him as my mate while I was at it. For a second, I was smirking too hard to do a good job of marking him!
"What are you doing?" Lewis chuckled.
Momentarily removing my lips from his neck, I replied, "Marking you as mine. I don't want any girls getting any funny ideas about you."
"Don't worry. I'm not going anywhere," he said in a breathy voice. I smiled at his reassurance. No other girl was going to get a piece of this gold mine we had found!
"Good," I replied, before returning my attention to his neck.
For about fifteen minutes, Lewis thrust away into the depths of my moaning girlfriend. Meanwhile, I managed to litter Lewis's neck with hickies of his own. I smiled proudly at my work.
"I'm gonna cum! Ah ah, uh. Daddy I'm gonna cum!" Hannah revealed. Lewis proceeded to grab onto her hips and thrust even deeper and harder.
Hannah shoved her face into the mattress and screamed out in pleasure as she reached her orgasm. Her body squirmed and spasmed onto Lewis. He gave Hannah one last spank before she collapsed into the bed. "Th- that was amazing, da- daddy. Thank you..." she trailed off in orgasmic bliss.
Turning to me, Lewis said, "It's your turn now." My eyes widened and I smiled excitedly. "Since you've been a good girl and waited so patiently, you get to decide what position we fuck in."
I didn't have to think twice about what I wanted to do. "Okay, lie on your back. I wanna be on top again." Although my first time riding Lewis had been a bit rough, fortunately enough Hannah had been there to teach me how to do it properly. It hadn't taken me long to understand how to transform my herky-jerky motions into the passionate rhythms needed to successfully pleasure Lewis and myself. But I wanted to get in another round of practice while Hannah's instruction was still fresh in my mind; and this was the perfect opportunity.
Lewis nodded and lay down next to Hannah's limp body. Looking over at her, Lewis checked up on her. "You okay?"
Hannah weakly replied, "Ye- yeah... Just give me a minute..." Lewis and I nodded and got to work.
I seductively crawled onto Lewis's lap. Resting my hands on his solid pecs, I leaned down and gave him a nice wet kiss. Lewis's throbbing cock was wet with a mixture of Hannah's juices and his precum. It nestled nicely between my ass cheeks. My pussy ached at its touch.
Relinquishing our sloppy kiss, I reached around behind me and grabbed hold of Lewis's raging phallus. I lifted up, aligned his cock with my dripping pussy, and prepared to slip him in. But before I could, Lewis grabbed my hips, firmly stopping my descent.
"What's wrong?" I asked in concern.
"I want you to ride me the other way," he said eagerly. I tilted my head in confusion. "Reverse cowgirl," he clarified.
"Ohh, okay," I replied. I had a little familiarity with this position from watching some pornos a while back. Although it was different from regular riding, it shouldn't be too hard to get the hang of.
Spinning myself around, I was now facing the end of the bed. Lewis grabbed the base of his cock and sandwiched it between my supple cheeks. His precum leaked onto my lower back. "Someone is excited," I giggled. My pussy ached and leaked, longing for his cock to fill it up again. Not wanting to wait any longer, I lifted my ass up and positioned myself over my lover's erect love pole. As I lowered myself down, Lewis slipped inside me with ease: both his cock and my pussy were well lubricated with our sex fluids.
"Mmmmm," I purred, as his cock delved into my love canal.
I began to roll my hips and bounce up and down on Lewis. It was a bit awkward at first but I quickly applied everything I had learned from Hannah earlier and adapted it to this hot new sex position. "Uh uh uh, you like me riding your big cock like this, babe?" I asked, rolling myself into him to work his cock deeper into my tight wet pussy.
"Ah, shit. Yes, babe, jeez. Fuck, you feel so tight!" Lewis groaned in pleasure. I smiled, satisfied to hear how good I was making him feel.
Wanting more leverage, I placed my hands on his muscular legs which allowed me to take him inside myself deeper and more forcefully than before. As I bounced my flexing ass on his cock, his hands grabbed my cheeks and kneaded them aggressively. This new stimulation only added to my pleasure. In response, my warm walls gripped him more tightly as I slithered up and down his length, making him even harder.
Lewis began assisting the fuck rhythm I had established. He helped guide my hips with even more precision onto his perfect cock, making our sex feel even better for the both of us. My ass cheeks slapped and smacked into the wetness that had accumulated where we were joined. The mattress compressed each time I bottomed out, then rebounded to boost me back up to the top of my stroke.
"Ah ah ah, uh uh, mmfuck," I moaned. "You're such a fucking stud, Lewis. You're the best guy I've ever fucked!" My words invigorated Lewis and in turn he pulled me down onto his cock even harder. Our sloshing and smacking sounds got even louder.
"Oh? You like it when I talk about how you fuck me the best? You love how your cock was the only key that could unlock this lesbian pussy?" I asked in a seductive voice.
"I love that shit. Ah, I'm so lucky that you chose me to unlock your pussy," he replied in a husky voice. Our dirty talk was heating my body up, arousing and exciting me more every moment!
"Ah, keep telling me what I wanna hear," he said eagerly. I knew just what he was implying.
"Yeah? You fuck me so much better than my ex. His shrimp dick didn't even compare to yours," I enlightened him. "If I had met you while I was dating him, I would have fucked you behind his back. All day, every day. I wouldn't have been able to help myself. Your cock is just bigger, juicer, and better in every single way." I didn't know what kind of roleplay we were doing right now, but I really liked it!
"What are you guys talking about?" Hannah groaned, pushing herself up from the mattress, finally recovered from her orgasm.
"Oh, I'm just talking about how Lewis fucks me better than my ex," I replied turning my head to face her. "You should tell him about yours."
"You want to know more about my ex?" she tilted her head. There was a note of caution or concern in her voice. I thought she had moved on from her ex a while back. But mentioning her old boyfriend had obviously conjured up some bad memories.
"Er, yeah..." I awkwardly replied.
"Don't you remember telling me ho- ah, how he was in bed, and how that wa- uh, was one of the problems you had wi- hmm, with him?" I said, trying to hold back as many moans as possible.
"Uh, yeah. I think so," she replied.
"Doesn't Lewis fuck you so much better than him?" I asked.
She took a second to think about it but it was an easy answer. "Yeah, he does." She bit her lip.
"Don't tell me, tell Lewis," I instructed her.
"You fuck me better than my ex," she told Lewis in a flat voice.
"Come on, Hannah. Put some more life into it. I know you can do better than that," I encouraged. She still seemed a bit iffy about delving into her past.
"Hannah, he was horrible to you. He deserves to get humiliated by you, even in your memories." I tried to convince her. She took another moment to think over what I was saying. But I could tell that she was coming around.
Taking a deep breath, she made up her mind. Crawling over to Lewis, she lay down next to him and bent her mouth down to his ear. "You fuck me so much better than my ex, daddy." Her words riled Lewis up: he started fucking me even harder. Our juices were splattering in every direction each time he slammed me back down.
"You wanna know why I broke up with him?" Lewis nodded eagerly, impatient to hear more. "It's because he couldn't satisfy me with his little baby dick." God, this was so hot! Who knew that humiliating our exes over the size of their dicks and their inability to satisfy us would do such a good job of stoking our passions even higher!
"Yeah? How much better am I?" Lewis smirked. He already knew the answer to his question, he just wanted us to stroke his ego even more.
"Oh, sooo much better, Lewis. Your cock reaches places that my ex never dreamed of reaching. Your cock is just better in every single way."
"What would you have done if you had met Lewis while you were still dating your ex, Hannah?" I asked, slowly rolling my hips into Lewis as I further roiled the boil of our dirty conversation.
"I would have immediately cheated on him with Lewis," Hannah answered with conviction. "Lewis would have been given me what my ex never could every - single - night. That limp dick wouldn't have gotten a piece of this pussy ever again."
This filthy flirtatious little roleplay we were having was melting my insides: my pussy had already been dripping, now it was practically squirting, audibly splurting even at this slower, more rolling fuck-pace. Plus, hearing Hannah talk about her shitty ex like that was so fun for me to listen to; I had known at first hand how lame he was. As hesitant as Hannah had initially been, it felt to me now like getting her to put her ex down was having a cathartic effect, like some kind of sex-play therapy session.
All this shit talking about our exes was affecting Lewis, too. He was swelling with ravenous male pride. He revved up our rhythm again, lifting me up and repeatedly slamming me down onto his cock. His cockhead smushed against my cervix at a furious pace, jolting waves of pleasure through my body. All this dirty talk and intense fucking was sending me over the edge.
"You're gonna make me cum, Lewis!" I moaned out. "You're going to make me cum more times than my ex could dream of!" Hearing this, Lewis growled and thrust up into me a few more times before planting his cock deep inside of me.
"AUUGGH, SHIT," I screamed, cumming on Lewis's cock. My back arched and my pussy walls constricted tightly around him and I gushed more of my sweet juices everywhere. I had cum so many times today that my brain was little more than a compilation of basic instincts.
Hanging my head down, I panted heavily, trying to recover from my intense orgasm. Then suddenly, Lewis gave me a slap on my butt cheek. Caught off guard by the sudden pang of pain, I turned to face him and we locked eyes. Lewis looked a little uneasy about how I would react to his spanking me. To his relief, I just bit my lip and smiled at him. I had never been spanked like that before, but like so many of the things Lewis was doing to me, I was learning that I liked it.
"Laena, it's Hannah's turn now," Lewis informed me, giving me one more slap on my ass, but a bit softer one this time.
"Lie on top of Hannah again and press your pussy right against hers. I wanna fuck you the both of you at the same time," Lewis ordered. The new sex position he was proposing sounded so hot! I didn't have any idea of how it would work, but it sounded hot no matter what!



"Okay," I responded obediently.
As I lifted myself off of Lewis and he slithered out of me, my body quivered with the sudden emptiness. I climbed on top of Hannah and we locked eyes with each other. We smiled at each other, giggling with excitement. I thought about how we were going to pull off Lewis's orders. Thinking quickly, though, I reached under Hannah's knees and folded her legs up towards her chest. Squatting above her, I kneeled down and lowered my pussy onto hers.
We moaned in unison as our pussies made contact with each other. It felt like it had been ages since we'd had any form of lesbian sex. I missed this! We were both so wet, our juices were leaking out of us and mixed together into a concoction of sweet elixir.
I looked back at Lewis and said, "Like this?"
"Fuck, yeah, you two look so hot like that," Lewis replied. Our hearts raced excitedly, anticipating what he had in store for us.
Positioning himself behind us, Lewis slipped his cock between our wet pussies. "Ohhhhh," we moaned, feeling his shaft running along our moist lips. Our juices and his precum lubricated his cock, allowing him to slide between us with ease. Our bodies quivered in pleasure feeling his cock sliding against our labia and clits. We could feel our pussy lips touching each other as we sandwiched our male lover's pleasure stick.
Lewis rested his hand against my lower back and pushed me further down onto his cock, causing our wet slits to sandwich him more firmly. Wet slicking noises echoed through the room as he thrust himself between us. "Ah ah ah, uh uh uh," Hannah and I moaned in rhythm. We were loving this position. We didn't have to wait for our own turn to get a piece of his cock. This position allowed all of us to partake in pleasuring each other.
I could feel the heat of our sexes as we rubbed against each other. Lewis's throbbing cock between my lips caused my neurons to fire with pleasure. His veiny details constantly grazed against our clits. Feeling yet another orgasm growing within our cores, my and Hannah's breathing became jagged.
"We're gonna cum again," we panted. Hearing this, Lewis leaned down over us. The weight of his body squished us harder against his raging cock. Feeling our clits press against his shaft sent us over the edge into immense pleasure.
"MMHHFUCK," we screamed. We gushed our juices onto his cock and shook violently on top of each other. Needing something to muffle our screams of pleasure, I leaned down and locked my lips with Hannah's. We moaned and twirled our tongues together as our orgasms ripped through our bodies.
As our orgasms subsided, we released our lips from each other. Turning to Lewis, we said, "Thanks, daddy..." Lewis smirked and proceeded to piston his hips once again, sending us back into a moaning mess.
We worked away in this erotic position for about half an hour, slathering our crotches with our bodily fluids. The room was steaming with sex; our bodies glistened with sweat. The sound of our panting, moaning, and groaning filled the dimly lit room. Hannah and I came another two times during this intense fuck session. We devolved into horny, moaning messes.
Lewis abruptly stopped fucking us, leaving us groaning with disappointment at the pause in our pleasure. "Ugh, why did you stop, babe?" I asked, turning my head to face him.
"Yeah, why did you stop?" Hannah added.
"Uh, could we go back to that thing we were doing earlier?" he asked apprehensively. We tilted our head at him in confusion. "Your exes... Could we..."
We instantly understood what he wanted. We were starting to learn that Lewis had a thing for this. I mean, it was pretty hot. Humiliating our exes and praising him for how much better he was than them had to be very appealing and arousing.
Hannah and I stared at each other for a moment, then nodded in agreement. We were going to do this for our new lover. Personally, I loved the idea of having a superior male fucking me better than my incapable ex lover. Hannah must have liked the idea pretty well also, considering the size of her smile.
"Okay," we answered. Lewis smirked and readied himself to thrust into our wet slits again.
But before we could launch into more dirty talk, Lewis stopped us again. "Er- could you guys pretend that you are still dating them?" We raised our eyebrows at him. He seemed really committed to this roleplay about our exes.
We took a moment to think about his salacious request. I had never cheated, nor even thought about doing so with malicious intent. When Hannah and I had started this whole thing, maybe someone could have considered what we were doing to be cheating, but we had fully consented to each other's sexual activities outside of our relationship. So what Lewis was asking sounded strange at first but, as it sat in our minds, we got more and more aroused by the idea of cheating on our exes because we were dissatisfied with their limp dicks. All this role playing that we were partaking in was rendering our sex even hotter. We could fantasize about things that we would never think of doing in real-life. We loved the taboo nature of this particular fantasy that Lewis had!
Locking my eyes with Hannah's again, we gave another affirming nod. "You are hopeless, Lewis," I joked. He just smirked with a tinge of embarrassment. "Okay, let's do it."
"You ready, Hannah?" I asked. She just nodded in excitement. Our hearts raced in anticipation and arousal.
Taking a deep breath, I flipped a switch. "I can't believe you are fucking us with your big cock on your bed while our dumbass boyfriends are sitting at home." Lewis quickly began to piston his cock into us again with ferocity.
"Yeah, when you texted me to come over, I immediately dropped what I was doing and came as quickly as I could," Hannah added. Lewis cock twitched and became more erect than ever! "I made up an excuse to get my stupid, baby dicked boyfriend off my back. Like the dumbass he is, he didn't even bat an eye." God, Hannah and I were pulling out all the stops. I couldn't believe we were capable of this!
"Ah, mmm yes!" we moaned. Lewis's cock drove further past our pussies. We could feel his cock head reaching our belly buttons!
"I'm just sick of how my shrimp dick boyfriend only lasts for a few seconds. And don't even get me started on his size. I can barely even feel him when we have sex," I said, in a low, breathy voice.
"Mhm, my boyfriend actually thinks he has a big dick. I usually just pretend that I'm having a good time whenever I do it with him. But I always end up having to finish myself off or I just sneak over to your place so you can give me what he can't," Hannah told Lewis. Jesus, this was so hot!
Lewis groaned, thrusting even harder causing us to moan even louder, firing up the urge to have his superior cock deep in our pussies again. This was fun, but it wasn't the same has fucking for real. "Ahh, mmfuck! Daddy, could you put your cock inside of me?" Hannah, asked. I was itching for him to fuck me again, but it was Hannah's turn.
Without a word, Lewis pulled all the way back, positioned his cock before Hannah's slit, and slipped inside her with ease. "MMHHMM, YES!" she moaned. While they fucked, Lewis reached around my torso and began fingering me like he had done earlier.
"Ah, yes, daddy!" I squealed, as his fingers squelched inside me again.
"Uh, I can't believe how you convinced us to force our stu- ah, stupid boyfriends to wear condoms, ah," Hannah moaned. "They deserve it. They should never get to fuck us raw with their little dicks, they are not worthy like you."
"Yeah, Lewis, while they only get to fuck us with condoms, we go behind their backs so that you can fuck us raw," I added.
"Ah, shit. Your stupid ass boyfriends don't deserve to fuck you raw. Only me," Lewis stated. Our hearts raced at how our caring lover was talking like a stud. "I love the fact that I get to cum deep inside of you while they have to cum in a rubber."
"Mhhmm," we hummed in agreement.
"I always feel so naughty when I come home to my boyfriend full of your cum," Hannah said, writhing in pleasure as Lewis's cock kept driving deep into her tight pussy.
"If you keep cumming in us, at this rate you might knock us both up," I added.
Lewis grabbed my ass and kneaded it. "Good, I want to knock you two up with my babies. That way you can finally just leave your dumbass boyfriends and be with me forever." Even amid our fantasy role playing, his statement rang with the truth.
"Yeah, you wanna knock us up? You wanna make us yours? You can start with me, Lewis," Hannah asked, wrapping her legs around him. Lewis growled and thrust deeper and harder into her. At the same time, he curled his fingers inside of me, causing me to reach my own orgasm.
"Send me home to my shrimp dicked boyfriend with your baby," she panted.
"Oh, you're not going home tonight," Lewis replied. "I'm going to breed you and Laena all night long. Your little boyfriends won't get to see you again until I say so." His words sent us over the edge.
We came on his cock and fingers. "AUGGH, YESSSS.!" we screamed. Our warm walls contracted tightly around him and our eyes rolled back. Our neurons were firing on all cylinders.
I collapsed on top of Hannah, wondering when Lewis was ever going to cum. He'd been fucking us forever! "Ah, fuck... Are you close, daddy?" I asked, panting.
"I am," he informed us.
"O- okay, cum in me!" Hannah pleaded.
But Lewis stopped, taking a moment to think. Then he said decisively, "As much as I would love to cum in one of you, I've got all night to breed you both. I want you two to make me cum with your mouths." Hannah looked disappointed, but was content with his desires.
Hannah unwrapped her legs as Lewis withdrew his cock from her. He sat down on the edge of his bed. "Come here," he ordered.
"Okay," we replied.
I climbed off of Hannah and we each crawled off the bed and kneeled down between Lewis's legs. We gazed up at his throbbing phallus with our pupils dilated. It was covered with a mixture of our juices and his precum. We drooled at the manly scent emitting from his cock.
To our surprise, Lewis brought out his phone. "Pose for the camera," he said, hovering his phone over us. We nodded, positioned our heads on each side of his shaft and pressed our cheeks against his hot cock. We gave the camera a seductive smile and he snapped a quick photo before putting his phone back down.
My heart pounded at the idea of Lewis having a salacious photo of the two of us next to his cock. I wondered what he would do with it. Would he save it for later and masturbate to it? I didn't really care what he planned to do with it, as long as he kept it for himself. And us.
"I'm gonna send that to your wimpey ass boyfriends," he said, smirking. God he was really getting into this roleplay!
"Yeah, send them that picture. That way they'll know who really owns these pussies," Hannah said, giving Lewis's shaft a quick kiss.
"Mhm, show them how much bigger you are compared to them. They will be so jealous and mad," I added.
"They sure will," Lewis agreed. "Now, I wanna feel your mouths on my cock."
Without a word we nodded and set to work. Sticking our tongues out, we kissed and licked up and down his veiny shaft. We hummed in pleasure, tasting our sweet juices on him. We moved in tandem, making sure that no part of his cock was left untouched. Our saliva dribbled everywhere, slathering our faces.
We began to make out with his cock between our lips. Our tongues and lips enveloped his shaft. We could feel every veiny detail of his throbbing cock on our tongues. Lewis groaned in extreme pleasure. Hearing him having the time of his life was music to my ears. All that practice with our "Lewis" dildo was paying off for the real man.
Moving up his shaft, our tongues slithered back and forth between our mouths all around his cock head. We moaned and lapped up his sweet precum leaking from his little slit. Wanting to make the first move, I lightly pushed Hannah away from his cock and swallowed him whole, causing him to groan. As I monopolized his cock, Hannah looked at me with a little annoyance. But as she watched me sensually sucking his cock she gave into her arousal, moving down to take his virile balls into her mouth instead. We hummed and moaned with him in our mouths, giving him the maximum amount of pleasure possible. The sounds of slurping and sucking surrounded the three of us.
"You like that?" Hannah said, momentarily popping his balls out of her mouth. "You like us using our mouths to pleasure you? You're so lucky, we would never do this for our boyfriends." Lewis could only groan in pride.
As much as I wanted to engage in some more dirty talking, I couldn't utter a word since I was so focused on sucking Lewis's cock. Grabbing the back of my head, Lewis gently forced me to swallow him down deeper. Although he was acting like a cocky stud, his gentleness was still manifest. My eyes watered as his cock bulled its way down my throat. I bobbed my head sensually up and down his cock. Saliva mixed with precum dribbled out of my mouth, running in rivulets down along my neck.
"Ah, shit. Laena, you suck my cock so fucking good," he groaned. I opened my eyes to look up at him. As I hummed with the satisfaction of pleasuring him, his head fell back and he groaned even more.
Hannah tapped me on the shoulder. "My turn," she stated.
Giving her a small nod, I withdrew my mouth all of the way off of his meaty shaft. Strings of my saliva still connected my mouth to the tip of his cock. Grabbing the base of his cock, Hannah pointed it towards herself and in one gulp she swallowed him whole. My cocksucking skills had drastically improved since my earlier efforts, but Hannah still looked like a pro by comparison.
Watching her closely, I took mental notes on how to improve my technique. "You sure know how to suck cock, Hannah," I said to her, biting my lip.
"Mmhhmm," she hummed in agreement.
Then, without a word Lewis grabbed the back of my head and pushed my mouth into his balls. When I looked up at him, his eyes were filled with lust. He just needed to have his balls in the warmth of my mouth. As I took in his precious baby makers, Lewis groaned again. I slobbered and sucked away, sending him into ecstasy.
Running his fingers through our hair, he said, "You two are so beautiful." Our hearts melted and we blushed so hard. That sweet sentiment wasn't part of our little dirty roleplay. It seems like he had dropped our little roleplay.
"Ah, shit. Are you two trying to kill me?" he panted heavily.
Hannah removed his cock from her throat and began to stroke his wet shaft with her hand. "We're trying to suck your soul out," she giggled. With his balls in my mouth, I giggled as well, causing his cock to twitch.
"Are you gonna cum yet, Lewis? I need to taste you again," Hannah said eagerly.
Popping his balls from my mouth, I jumped in, "I think he's close, Hannah. Look at his cock." Her gaze shifted to his throbbing phallus. It was twitching and with each twitch, more precum leaked profusely from his tip.
Our eyes met and we smiled deviously at each other. Turning our heads, our eyes met Lewis's. He looked kinda nervous at the smiles on our faces. "Uh, girls?" he queried uneasily.
Without a word we moved down to his balls and took one each into our warm welcoming mouths. With each of our hands, we grabbed onto his wet shaft and began to stroke him vigorously. Lewis's head fell back and he grabbed onto the bed sheets, writhing in extreme pleasure, holding on for dear life.
We hummed and moaned with his balls in our mouths. The wet slicking sounds of our stroking echoed through the room. More of his precum leaked out to lather our slender fingers. His cock tensed up and his balls contracted. He was mere moments from cumming.
Realizing this, we relinquished his balls and readied ourselves to receive his delicious seed. Eager to taste him again, I pointed the head of his cock at my mouth so he could shoot his load onto my taste buds. But Hannah also wanted to taste him, so she tugged his cock towards her.
"Hey! I want him to cum in my mouth!" Hannah shouted, trying to yank Lewis towards her.
"What?! No, I want it!" I snapped back.
Feeling Lewis holding the back of our heads, we looked up at him. "Share," he said.
"But..." we tried to refute. Lewis gave us a stern look.
Sighing, we nodded, silently agreeing to share. Stroking his cock again, we opened our wet mouths and stretched our tongues out. Lewis's heavy breathing resumed. "You gonna cum, Lewis?" I asked, in a low sexy voice.
"Then, cum. Cum for us, Lewis! Shoot your load in our mouths and onto our faces! We want it! We need it!" Hannah exclaimed.
"Ah, fuck. Y- yes, Jesus," he muttered. "Open wide."
"Aaahhhh," we opened our mouths as wide as we could. Our hearts raced with the anticipation of receiving his load.
His cock contracting one final time, Lewis bellowed as his thick virile cum spewed from his slit and landed on our faces. We quickly moved to catch his ropes of cum with our tongues. Just like he had ordered us to, we took turns sharing his cum between our mouths. Rope after rope of his creamy goodness splattered on our faces and landed in our mouths. The taste of his hot cum on our tongues and the feel of it on our faces heated our arousal into a raging fire.
Shooting his last rope of cum, Lewis let out a deep sigh of relief and collapsed back onto his bed. As we gave his cock a couple more strokes, his body involuntarily twitched in post-orgasmic bliss.
Using our tongues, we licked any remaining cum from around our mouths. We let his cum linger in our mouths for a few seconds as we reveled in his sweetness. We tapped Lewis's leg, inviting him to tilt his head forward to see us. Weakly, he managed to look up at our faces, but then his pupils dilated as we showed him our cum covered and cum filled mouths.
Closing our mouths, we promptly swallowed his thick load, moaning with satisfaction. Lewis smirked as he watched us gulp his very essence down our throat. He must have been in heaven watching his two hot lesbian neighbors happily swallow his load. He must have felt like he was living in some sort of wet dream!
Hannah and I turned to look at each other, our eyes widening as we checked to see if any cum was left on our faces. Moving closer, we quickly began to lick off the copious amounts of cum off of each other. "Mmmmm," we murmured, savoring another taste of his male essence.
As we lapped the last globs of cum off our faces, the cum we had gathered was still pooled in our mouths. God, Hannah looked so hot with her mouthful of Lewis's cum. She was probably feeling the same about my collection of his cum. My face drifted involuntarily toward hers. Hannah mirrored my actions. Once we were close enough, we lunged forward and locked our lips together, hungrily making out with Lewis's cum still in our mouths. Our tongues swirled as we swapped his cum between us. A fire burned inside me as we shared his cum. It was so dirty and erotic. We loved it!
After a few minutes of hot cum-filled kissing, we each swallowed our fair share of his come. We finished our intimate kiss with a string of our saliva mixed cum still stretched between us.
"God, that was hot," we suddenly heard. We quickly turned our heads to the voice. Our eyes widened and we blushed seeing that Lewis had been watching us the whole time.
"Glad you enjoyed the show," I replied, giving him a smile.
"Look at what you've done to us, Lewis. You got your lesbian neighbors hooked on your cum. You must feel like a total stud right now," Hannah said in a playful manner.
"Speaking of studs. How was our little roleplay? Did we do a good job?" I queried.



"You two were amazing! I've never really done anything like that, so it was pretty hot," Lewis replied. "Sorry if I brought up any unpleasant memories. I just really got lost in the moment..." Seeing that lovable version of our guy return made me happy. Although Lewis's hung stud act was fun and hot, it was just a bedroom thing. I couldn't stand guys who acted like that in real life. They were insufferable.
"Oh, you're fine," Hannah reassured him, as she stood back up. "We moved on from them a looong time ago."
"You were amazing as well, Lewis! We couldn't have asked for more," I added. Hannah nodded in agreement.
"You know... everything we said was true..." Hannah winked.
Lewis's eyes widened as he turned to me for an answer. "What are you looking at me for?" I shrugged. Lewis was giving me puppy dog vibes so I decided to satisfy his curiosity. "Ugh, Lewis you are hopeless... But, yes. Everything we said was true. So just drop it, will ya? This will likely be a one timer."
I rose up from my knees, standing also. But wanting to get another kick in, I leaned down to Lewis's ear and whispered, "Maybe if you're a good boy for us we can have another go at this little fantasy of yours sometime..."
"O- okay," he replied. I could tell that I had him wrapped around my finger.
"Laena, could you stop trying to seduce him, he already fucked us," Hannah interjected in a joking manner.
Turning to her, I replied, "What's the big deal? I just love talking to him like that. I know you do, too." Hannah just rolled her eyes.
"I'm gonna go clean up, so you better be ready when I come back," Hannah said, before walking back into the bathroom.
As she left our view, Lewis and I turned to face each other. I was planning to follow her into the bathroom but he stopped me. "Wait, I uh, have a question..." he asked nervously. I raised my eyebrow at him.
"What is it?" I replied.
He looked really nervous about what he was about to ask, but taking a deep breath, he composed himself. "Is this little thing we're doing... temporary?"
His question prompted some deep thinking on my part. It was undeniable that Hannah and I had grown to like Lewis very much. We were really attached to him now, emotionally, physically and sexually. I was definitely thinking about how we could possibly include him in our relationship. But I was still unclear how a three way relationship would even work, and I felt like it was too soon to make anything official. We needed a little more time to let things simmer. Given how well things had gone so far, I felt pretty sure that Hannah and I would be deciding what to do about our little thing with Lewis.
Sitting down next to him, I gently took his hand. "We like you, Lewis. Hannah and I, let's say we care about you. And I'm convinced you care about us, too." He nodded in agreement. "And the way things are going between us, I'm not sure where it's heading, but we like where it might lead us."
Turning his body to fully face me, he took my other hand. "I- like you guys too."
"We know. It's pretty obvious," I chuckled.
"No, I mean, I like like you two?" he reiterated, leaving me a bit unclear of what exactly was trying to communicate. But he sounded very sincere, which pulled on my heart-strings.
"Ugh, sorry, I can't really explain my feelings, I've never been really good at this sort of thing, so bear with me." I gave him an understanding smile, causing him to relax a bit more.
"I understand you want to feel things out between us. All I'm saying is that I wanna spend more time with you two, that's all," he concluded.
Leaning forward, I gave him a kiss on the cheek, and replied, "Don't worry, Lewis. You'll be able to spend more time with us. Just keep doing what you're doing, we love it." We sat there for a moment, gazing into each other's eyes.
Our little moment was interrupted by Hannah poking her head between us. "What are you guys doinnnggg," she playfully asked. We shook ourselves out of our intense focus on each other so we could turn to her. We had been so wrapped up in our sincere moment with each other, we had been too entranced to notice Hannah sneaking up on us.
"I- we were just talking about things..." I explained. Hannah tilted her head in curiosity. My face blushed as I recalled Lewis's sentiments. He had seemed like a very closed off person when he first met us. But as we had gotten closer to him, I was happy to see him starting to open up.
"He will fill you in, okay? I need to clean up," I said in a rush, my heart burning with feelings about him. I needed to get out of his orbit for long enough to compose myself before I said something embarrassing.
"Sorry, Lewis. You will have to go over what you just told me with her, be right back!" I stood up and fast-walked into the bathroom. In the corner of my eye, I saw that Lewis was looking embarrassed that he had to open his heart out all over again. I felt a little guilty, but I was sure this was something he wanted to do.
Heading over to the sink, I turned on the faucet and splashed cold water on my face. My face in the mirror looked beet red. "Ugh, Lewis, what are you doing to me?" I muttered to myself.
The way things were heading, the prospect of Lewis entering into the relationship that Hannah and I already had going was becoming more of a reality than ever. I wasn't opposed to it. My questions were more about how such a dynamic would work. He certainly made an effort to care about us equally, so any problems of that kind would be quickly settled. But what would others think! Would we get weird looks? And what about Hannah's family? What would they think? I had spent so much time with them, that I considered them part of my family as well. By their standards, my relationship with Hannah was already somewhat unorthodox, and now I was thinking about adding a third person to it! Ugh, this was all just too much for my brain to handle right now.
I released a heavy sigh and splashed some more water on my face. Then my ears picked up the sound of Hannah bawling in the other room. Taking no time to dry my face, I rushed back into the bedroom. "What happened?! Hannah, are you okay?"
As I focused on them, I saw Hannah hugging Lewis, crying on his shoulder. Seeing me, Hannah lifted her head and said, "Le- Le- Lewis, h- he said he likes ussss, Laeannaaa," she stuttered, crying even more. I rolled my eyes at her. Hannah was always the more emotional one. It wasn't really surprising that she was reacting this way to Lewis's sentiments.
Sniffling, Hannah planted a bunch of kisses all over Lewis's face. "You're s- so sweet, Lew- Lewis. Of course you'll see more of us. Right, Laena?"
"I literally told him that first, Hannah," I replied. My words flew past her and she returned to crying on his shoulder. Although I found Hannah cute when she got like this, it could get pretty unbearable at times if she turned into an incoherent mess.
I watched them embrace each other. Growing a bit jealous, I strode over to them. Seeing my approach, Lewis tapped Hannah on the shoulder and released her from their embrace. She looked disappointed, but she was too choked up to say anything.
"What the heck?" I objected. "I was just going to join the two of you."
"I'm just getting more comfortable for both of you," Lewis explained.
He scooted into the middle of his mattress and leaned back against the headboard. Opening his arms to us, Lewis said, "Come here, you two." Our hearts fluttered, especially mine since I was familiar with this intimate position. We nodded happily and crawled up to him, taking a seat on each of his thighs. Resting our heads on his shoulders, we purred as we burrowed into his warmth. A gust of cold air hit my exposed back: I had almost forgotten how cold his room was. As if Lewis were reading my mind, he draped a blanket around us, encasing us further within his warmth. He wrapped his muscular arms around us and held us close. He made us feel so safe and secure.
After half an hour of cuddling, Hannah's emotional outburst seemed to have cooled. Then, feeling something poking our thighs, our heads shot up from Lewis's shoulder. Locking eyes with him, we reached down to investigate what was poking at us. We already knew what it was, but we just had to verify it for ourselves. Identifying the culprit, we grasped it, causing Lewis to groan. Hannah and I turned to face each other. Giving a small nod, we turned to face Lewis. The devious smile that grew on our faces made him feel a bit uneasy.
We began crawling slowly down his legs, disappearing beneath the darkness of the blanket. "Uh, girls?" Lewis called to us. But we remained silent.
Then, with our combined strength, we grabbed Lewis's legs and yanked him onto his back and under the blanket with us. "Auughh!" he shouted in surprise. His shouts were quickly cut off by our lips covering his mouth. We wrestled him under the blanket. We giggled playfully as we groped and stroked his body. But eventually he regained control and turned our giggles into moans. Once again, the muffled sounds of flesh slapping vibrated out into the room...
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An Alien Entanglement Pt. 01
Exiting jump space, Ashe immediately received a hail from the planetary system's local space station. As soon as she pressed the receiver button, a message transmitted through her comms: "This is Hyperion Station, state your purpose in the Antares system and prepare to transmit your spacecraft's registration for inspection."
"Huh, I just got here and they're already breathing down my neck. Ugh, typical Coalition," Ashe thought to herself. Adjusting her headset, she replied, "Er, just returning from a job I took out of system."
"Job? What sort of job were you partaking in? What's the 10-6?" the operator replied.
"10-6?" Ashe said, scanning her brain for the operation codes. "It was just a contract from a local mining guild," Ashe replied, trying to sound as formal as possible. She didn't like dabbling with the Coalition bureaucracy for too long.
"What kind of contract?"
"Ugh, will this guy get off my back already?!" Ashe thought in frustration. "I'm a bounty hunter, alright," she revealed. "It was a security contract for The Zantari Mining Guild... erh. Code 20. 20-17? Fuck. I'm just trying to get in-system to collect my payment and I'll be out of your hair, I promise."
The comms remained silent for a few minutes. Ashe begrudgingly waited patiently, fearing that saying anything else would draw this inspection out even longer than it was already taking.
"Understood," the operator finally responded. "Transmit your registration for CSR rundown." Ashe was very familiar with the acronym the operator was using for the Coalition Spacecraft Registry.
"We got a BH-10-6 doing a 20-17 returning for an 8040, awaiting clearance to let her through," the operator said to someone else.
Ashe immediately transmitted her registration and waited another few more minutes for the green "Go" light. Crossing and uncrossing her legs, she tapped her heel on the floor restlessly. "What the hell is taking so long?!" she wondered. She was half tempted to just go full throttle and book it into planetary orbit. But she knew that was a stupid idea: the Coalition's fighters would be able to catch up to her spacecraft with relative ease.
After a few more minutes of impatient waiting, her body jolted slightly as her comms finally received the message she felt should have come immediately. "You're clear to enter orbit. Welcome to Antares IV."
"Fucking finall-," Ashe said into her headset but quickly caught herself. "I mean, thank you! Thank you very much, I'll be on my way."
Engaging her ship's throttle, she zoomed past Hyperion Station, flashing her middle finger at it through her cockpit window. As she dropped down into orbit, she received another call on her personal comms channel. Checking the source of the transmission, her eyes widened on seeing that it was from her fixer, Gemini.
"This is Ashe," she said as she accepted the call.
"Ashe, where the hell are you? I've been expecting you for over an hour," Gemini exclaimed. Ashe shook her head in disbelief that she had been held up by Coalition customs for that long.
"I'm sorry, Gemi. I got caught up with Coalition customs, you know how they are," Ashe explained.
"Yeah, I hear you. Ugh, just get here already. You're lucky that I'm so lenient with you. What would you do without me?" Gemini replied. Ashe just rolled her eyes and chuckled.
"I'll be there in ten." Ashe ended the call.
As her ship descended from the clouds under Ashe's nonchalantly proficient guidance, her eyes widened in surprise at the sight of the bustling city below her. As many times as she had been here, she was still impressed by how pretty the city looked from above.
Finding a landing pad, she set her ship down. She got up gratefully from her pilot seat and gathered her gear from her locker. She examined herself in the locker's mirror: she was 5'8". She had piercing green eyes and medium length maroon hair. Her black bodysuit neatly hugged her slim yet curvy body and her shapely eye catching chest. Ashe was well aware of her desirable features. A part of her was proud of her attractiveness; another part saw it as a curse. Her pleasing face and form constantly drew the ogling eyes of sentient beings of a variety of species.
Ashe donned her black body armor with the painted blue accents, grabbed the remainder of her gear, then toggled open the ship's back entry hatch. Picking up her helmet, she excited her ship. Her eyes instantly watered in reaction to the pungent smell of the city. As pretty as it looked from above, the city's stench was horrendous. She quickly clamped her helmet to the neck ring of her armor and let out a sigh of relief as her suit automatically filtered out the city's overwhelmingly toxic scent.
As she walked down the landing pad to the adjoining deck of the station, a roving droid approached her at speed. "Excuse me, ma'am, but a fee is necessitated to land at this station," it said in its monotone robotic voice.
"Oh, yeah, what's the current rate?" Ashe inquired.
"300 credits," the droid answered.
"What?!" Ashe exclaimed. "It's always been 100 credits, that's triple! When did it change?"
"Due to the latest Coalition regulations, all fees for all local landing stations have been increased. Sorry for the inconvenience, ma'am, but if you can't pay the fee, you will have to take your ship elsewhere."
"Ugh, screw the Coalition," Ashe murmured. "I can pay the fee." The droid's chest opened up obligingly and a tray emerged.
Reaching into her satchel, she reluctantly grabbed the credits and tossed them into the tray. "Thank you, would you like a receipt?" the droid asked. Ashe rolled her eyes behind the visual visor of her helmet and walked away, ignoring the droid.
"I need a drink," Ashe said to herself as she threaded her way along the bustling walkway. She maneuvered through the usual crowd composed of every sort of alien species and human ethnicity known to spacefaring civilization.
Reaching a dark alleyway, she entered and made her way down it until she saw a bright flickering neon sign titled The Afterlife. But unbeknownst to the lone adventurer, as she knocked on The Afterlife's metal door, stalking eyes took close note of her from a hidden place deeper in the alley...
In response to her knock, a small hatch in the door slid open to reveal a single alien eye. "Password," rumbled a deep stern voice from the other side of the metal door.
"C'mon, Zeb, it's me. Open up," Ashe said, bracing her hands on her hips.
The eye took another glance up and down Ashe's body. "Oh, sorry about that, Ashe," Zeb replied, making loud clanking sounds as he unlocked several hinges to finally swing open the door.
As the door fully opened, Ashe saw the big burly one-eyed bodyguard that the notorious bar had long employed. "Welcome back, Ashe," Zeb greeted. Ashe simply nodded as she walked into the bar's main room, hazy with the thick mist of people smoking spice. The sounds of electronic music and the chatter of her fellow bounty hunters rang in her ears. She felt the eyes of many humans and aliens performing a swift appraisal before they promptly returned to their business.
Normally any person would be unnerved at such close scrutiny by such a motley collection of cut-throats, gang members, and dangerous bounty hunters. But not Ashe. She had made a name for herself around this arm of the galaxy. They knew who she was, and none of them felt any desire to tangle with her unnecessarily. She had earned her nickname, "The Black Sparrow."
Claiming an open seat at the bar, Ashe sat and removed her helmet. An octopus looking alien bartender approached her. "How was your mission, Ashe?" the bartender asked, using multiple tentacles to multitask between serving customers, cleaning glasses, and receiving payments for tabs.
"Oh, the usual. These security jobs are really getting stale, Elros," Ashe sighed, propping her elbow on the gleaming bar, trying to avoid the wet rings of possibly noxious substances left by previous drinkers, and resting her cheek in her hand. She found a place for her helmet on the next barstool over.
"What?! Those jobs are the highest paying in this sector! Only a few bounty hunters are allowed to take up such jobs, and you've rightfully earned the precedence," Elros replied.
"It's just that lately all the jobs out there seem to involve stuff like babysitting some mining rig or body-guarding some wealthy businessman. Ever since the Coalition came around things have been relatively safe for everyone! What do they need me for?!" Ashe ranted.
"Because it's cheaper for a company to hire a bounty hunter than to contract a whole regiment of Coalition soldiers, Ashe," Elros pointed out. "What are you complaining about, you're getting paid good money."
"Yeah, I know. But I've worked so hard to get where I am. I want some kind of real action! Hunting down dangerous criminals, going on adventures, or even dabbling in the spice trade," Ashe explained with excitement. "But here I am, stuck with mission after mission that involves no more than just standing around, looking intimidating for my employers. I hate it."
Elros tilted his round rubber head in concern. Cautiously surveying his surroundings, he leaned well into Ashe's personal space and whispered, "Hey, if it makes you feel any better, Gemini has been prepping for this special job. If you want, I can put in a good word for you."
Ashe's head shot up from the palm of her hand and she jolted upright on her stool. "What?! Really? What's the job?!"
"Woah now, slow your horses," Elros replied, waving the three tentacles that weren't otherwise occupied. "Just ask Gemini about it. I'm sure she'll fill you in with all the deets." Ashe rolled her green eyes and slumped back down.
Then, a pinging noise rang from a tablet in front of Elros. The octo-being looked down to check the call. "Huh, speaking of Gemini, she's waiting to see you right now."
Ashe nodded, plucked up her helmet, dismounted from her stool, and made her way towards the back of the barroom. Entering a dark hallway, she walked past the various people and beings loitering around. As she approached the end of the poorly-lit hall, she reached an inconspicuous door bearing a small plaque that boasted the one word, Gemini. The door immediately slid open as she pressed the buzzer on the jamb. Walking inside, Ashe saw the wrinkly, green skinned little lady who bore the moniker of Gemini. She was perched on a chair that was much too big for her behind a desk that was littered with various narcotics, credits, and weapons.
"Took you long enough," she said in her distinctively scratchy voice. "I was just about to trake your payment to myself," she snickered.
Ashe took a few more steps into the cluttered space that barely deserved the term of "office," and took a stance directly in front of Gemini's desk. "Yeah, sorry about that. I just want to collect my payment, then I'll get going."
"Darling, you just got here and you already want to leave? I've treated you so well! Almost like my own daughter!" Gemini had certainly assisted Ashe in establishing herself early in her bounty hunting career. But Gemini had treated Ashe more like a menial employee than any kind of close acquaintance, much less a family member. Ashe had every reason to suspect that Gemini was just using her for her skill and prowess, not out of any collegial feeling or genuine affection.
"My payment," Ashe said sternly. The overbearing influence of the Coalition, the boredom of her last several routine jobs, the manipulative vibe that Gemini gave off: Ashe was in a funky mood. The last thing she wanted in her current state of mind was to waste time in fake "friendly" chatter with the little green fixer.
Gemini rolled her beady eyes enmeshed in their network of wrinkles and produced a suitcase from under her desk. Placing it on one of the desktop's few unoccupied surfaces, she input a code to the lock and opened it. Ashe spun the case around, her eyes widening as she saw the credits her last job had earned. The job might have been less than exciting, but the pile of credits still gave off a satisfying glint.
"I don't understand why you can't just wire me the credits," Ashe said, sounding a bit annoyed.
"With these sorts of jobs, companies and guilds prefer to pay under the table. They don't want to go through the hassle of filing the paperwork for private security with the Coalition," Gemini explained. Ashe raised her eyebrow and shrugged off the inconvenience.
"The credits are all there. Of course I have already taken my cut," Gemini snickered. "Now be on your way, darling. Shoo shoo," she tittered, waving Ashe away.
Closing the suitcase, Ashe grabbed the handle and hefted her loot. Just as Ashe turned to exit the room, she stopped herself. Turning to face Gemini again, she said, "I heard that you've got a big job in the works."
Gemini raised her little brow. "Oh? And who said that?"
Not wanting to reveal her source, Ashe replied, "Oh, just some talk around The Afterlife."
"It was Elros, wasn't it?" Gemini concluded. Ashe didn't want to confirm or deny Gemini's suspicion, but her eyes may have widened involuntarily. "That stupid mollusc doesn't know how to keep his floppy hole shut," Gemini muttered.
"This job, what is it?" Ashe asked, tilting her head a bit. She was eager to get in on this new opportunity, in the hopes it might offer more of a challenge than her current run of jobs.
"Oh, it's above your paygrade, darling, you don't have to worry about it," Gemini said, trying to deflect Ashe's inquisitiveness. Ashe's eye twitched in anger. She hated the way Gemini was underestimating her. After everything she'd done, Ashe deserved this. She was eminently qualified.
"Whatever it is, I want in. I deserve it. After everything I've done for you! I've proven how capable I am countless times. I know what I'm doing, I'm not a little girl anymore," Ashe spouted out. Her green eyes glared intensely at Gemini's green wrinkles. Ashe refused to be written off.
"I don't know, darling," Gemini replied, contemplatively. "This job, I don't think you want to get tangled up in this sort of thing, I've already called in a few big shots."
"Big shots? Am I not considered a big shot?" Ashe queried, sounding a bit shocked.
"Oh, darling, you are a great bounty hunter, don't get me wrong. But this job requires some in-depth knowledge of certain delicate matters." Gemini said, suggestively.
"Come on, Gemini," Ashe resorted to pleading. "I'm tired of doing these stupid ass security jobs. I need in on this. I'm trying to make a name for myself."
Gemini raised her brow. "Oh? What makes you think you can do this job? How can you prove that you won't be dead weight?" Ashe's mind raced, sensing that Gemini was willing to give her a chance.
"I can be a great look out!" Ashe blurted. She didn't even know what the job was. But she was determined to seize the opportunity Gemini was dangling in front of her.
Gemini shook her head. "That position is already filled."
"Need an extra gunman?" Ashe added.
"Darling, we have plenty of firepower already. Now are you going to keep going on, or are we done here?" Ashe gritted her teeth as she sensed the opportunity slipping away from her fingers.
Thinking quickly, though, Ashe said, "Can I at least know what kind of job this is? I know what I do best. The more I know about this job, the better I can apply my skills to it. It's only fair." Gemini tilted her head. Ashe still couldn't decide if Gemini was actually dubious about the bounty hunter's abilities, or if Gemini was just playing at reluctance out of some as yet undisclosed purpose.
"Very well," Gemini sighed. "We're grabbing something valuable from a secure facility here on Antares IV. All I can tell you is that there is heavy security, and we definitely do not want to get caught red handed." It wasn't much information, but it was enough for Ashe to work with.
"So it's some sort of heist," Ashe thought. She had some past experience at stealing things with high value. Rapidly reflecting on her own skillset, Ashe was excellent with a gun and effectively brutal when it came to hand to hand combat. But perhaps her most important traits in light of this kind of job were how nimble she was and her knack for planning and improvising on the fly if anything went wrong.
"I suppose you don't have any safe way to exit this 'secure facility,' do you?" Ashe questioned.
Gemini squinted her eyes at Ashe, "Of course I have an exit plan, we've been planning this for months! Who do you think I am, an amateur?"
"Of course not. I'm just making sure that your 'plan' is full proof," Ashe smirked. "Do I need to remind you of the mission on Vectus. I had to bail your boys out of a tough spot because of your masterful plan," Ashe said in a suggestive manner. Gemini looked visibly ticked off at this point.
"You should just show me more of your plan. In or not, I don't want you risking the lives of my fellow bounty hunters. Or whoever you hired for this job with your antics," Ashe added.
Gemini looked uneasy. As confident as she was in all her plans, Ashe had now planted a seed of doubt in her mind. "Fine," Gemini conceded. Taking a hologram projection unit out of a drawer, she placed it on the center of the desk and lightly tapped it to turn it on.
An image of the location of the heist was projected into the empty air of the room. Some of the image was overlapping onto Ashe's body, so she took a few steps back. Her green eyes scanned the hologram suspended in the air in front of her. Looking visibly shocked, she leaned forward to examine the image more closely. This wasn't just some secure corporate or guild facility, it was -
"A Coalition data farm?!" Ashe vocalized her discovery. "What do you want to steal from them?!" Now it was clear why Gemini was being so close mouthed about the details of this heist of hers. Ashe knew what the Coalition had in store for them if they were caught.
"Darling, you don't need to know what we are taking from them, you aren't a part of the job," Gemini insisted.
Ashe shook her head in frustration, ignoring the fixer's statement. "How do you plan on getting in and out of this place? You know the Coalition will have top end security here. Spectre Drones, high-end security sensors, round the clock patrols, and you can count on them having a QRF on stand-by if anything happens." Despite Ashe's disdain for the Coalition, she was very familiar with how competent their security forces could be. Hell, she had served in their military herself at an earlier phase of her life. She knew what they were capable of: their operations were dangerously efficient. The Coalition's competence wasn't any kind of secret. Most of the galaxy understood not to mess with the best. Indeed, not only was the Coalition's scary-good reputation based in frightening fact, but it was self-reinforcing. So few ever dared to test their security. The Coalition's efficiency allowed them to concentrate their best forces on their most vulnerable and valuable facilities and assets, never spreading themselves too thin. The few who challenged the Coalition either failed to survive to tell the tale or were transported to prison camps far out on the galaxy's outer rim. Only the completely ignorant or the hopelessly stupid would even try swiping anything of value from them. And Gemini might be both. But the opportunity to strike at the Coalition was also appealing to Ashe for all the annoyance they had caused her. Ashe had always had issues with the Coalition's bureaucracy, and as minor as those issues might be, they still affected her attitude toward this job.



Gemini maintained her air of confidence notwithstanding the earful Ashe had just given her. "Do I look like an idiot to you? Of course we've accounted for all that. I can assure you that our plan to acquire our target is perfect! They will never even know we were there," she reassured Ashe.
"Yeah? Then show me," Ashe taunted. "I'll be the judge of that." Ashe had struck another nerve with Gemini.
Gemini relented once again and revealed her "master plan" to Ashe. For the next few minutes Ashe listened to Gemini babble about her plan. It involved a lot of sneaking around, which suited Ashe's skill set perfectly. Crucially, it involved jamming Coalition tech, but Gemini assured Ashe that her team included the perfect netrunner for the job. And the time they had selected to steal the goods seemed well thought out. The day of the heist fell on the national holiday celebrating the end of the Centaurus War, practically guaranteeing that security personnel would be dispersed all over the city to cover the celebrating crowds. Any Quick Reaction Force would be delayed in assembling and responding to any specific threat.
Ashe could admit that Gemini's plan appeared to be very well constructed, at least on superficial review. But the escape plan struck Ashe as kinda sketchy. It was overly dependent on this one "perfect" netrunner watching their backs, and on the getaway driver being in the right place with impeccable timing. If either of those critical elements fell through, everything else would fall apart.
"This plan might work," Ashe admitted. "But that exit plan of yours. You're just asking to get caught." Gemini looked vexed at Ashe's criticisms.
"Then why don't you enlighten me with your vast knowledge," Gemini said, with a tinge of sarcasm. A smile appeared on Ashe's face as she saw an opportunity to insert herself into the heart of the heist.
"I could..." Ashe trailed off. Gemini raised her brow. "But first you'd have to let me into this job." Gemini looked baffled at this proposition. But considering how much of the plan she had already revealed to Ashe, there really wasn't much downside to including her all the way.
"Fine, you're in," Gemini growled, finally relenting. Ashe smiled happily, trying to hold back her girlish excitement. "But on one condition. You're gonna get the smallest piece of the cut. It's only fair since I'm adding you in so late in the planning." Ashe nodded her head in agreement. She was more interested in the potential thrill than in the money, anyway.
Ashe used her tac pad to link to the hologram, swiftly making edits to the image of the facility. She pointed out various points of entry and exit they could use, but also cataloged the relative risks of each of the routes. The original escape plan Gemini had was certainly the quickest but, as Ashe succinctly delineated, it was also the most dangerous. So Ashe suggested that she would create a plan B as a fallback if anything went wrong. And something invariably went wrong: it was like a law of the galaxy, which had to always be taken into account.
Now Ashe took a mental step back, scanning the holographic image of the facility from a more holistic perspective. As she reviewed the image afresh, her eyes widened as she noted a small drainage line sited at the very bottom of the facility: it must be drainage for the water they used to cool their servers. Pointing it out to Gemini, she asked, "Do you know whether this drain connects to any of the city's sewer systems?" Gemini shrugged. Her plan hadn't required any familiarity with the sewers.
Checking back through all the data Gemini had gathered on the facility's security, Ashe concluded that the drainage line at the very base of the facility - furthest from all the obvious entrances and exits - was the least guarded area and might well represent their safest route out. The only problem was that Ashe didn't yet have any way of knowing whether the drain line actually linked up with the main city sewage system. The hologram failed to confirm any such linkage, but that could well be because the sewer lines ran through city property and were recorded in a different database than the Coalition's data farm. Looking through her tac pad, Ashe switched databases so she could skim through the blueprints of the sewage systems adjacent to the data farm. Her search turned up one particular network of lines that ran tantalizingly close to the target facility, but again no explicit connection was revealed. Possibly for the same reason in reverse: the coolant water drain line wasn't actually for waste disposal and it was buried in the minutia of the blueprints for the datafarm in the Coalition's separate jurisdiction. A connection of some kind almost had to be there: the coolant water had to drain somewhere. But where? Ashe sighed. The only way to find out for sure was to go see for herself.
Putting on her helmet, Ashe said, "I'm going to scout ahead if you don't mind. I need to find out if that drainage pipe could be our ticket out of there." Gemini nodded reluctantly, but deep down she had already accepted that Ashe, with her attention to seemingly irrelevant details and her out-of-the-box approach, had already wormed her way into the very crux of the plan.
"Alright, I'll be back," Ashe advised Gemini with nonchalant authority, already exiting the room.
Walking back into the bar she waved farewell to the tentacle armed bartender and then shoved her way out the front door of The Afterlife...
-
Nibbling on a ration bar in the corner of the alley outside of the bar, Glux's beady little eyes widened to see his walking fantasy emerge from the bar he had never once been allowed to enter. His eyes tracked up the tight black suit the sexy bounty hunter wore beneath her ebony armor bearing the distinctive cobalt flashes. Glux unconsciously stroked his beer gut with his second pair of forearms, an instinctive arousal response of his species. Sitting up, he skirted over behind a dumpster to get a closer look at the object of his obsession.
Ever since he had spotted this female bounty hunter in his wanderings about the city, he had fixated on her, finally following her to this alleyway. No matter where else her own treks through the city seemed to take her, Glux had determined that her route would invariably bring her back to this one location.
In his attempt to get a closer view, Glux accidentally knocked over a discarded can, which made an audible crackling sound. Like a hawk tracking its prey, the sexy human's head immediately zeroed in on the disturbance. Luckily for Glux, he managed to flinch back out of her view just in time. Lifting his floppy ears to extend his auditory senses, he listened closely. Hearing her footsteps fade away down the alley, the four-armed alien heaved a quiet sigh of relief.
Glux's vigil outside The Afterlife had once again been rewarded by the sight of the human female's sexy body, but it had been several days since her last appearance here. Days that had been torturous for Glux. Days that had seemed like weeks of subjective time. He had been left hungering for more time in her presence! Throwing his dirty cloak around him, he cautiously stalked out of the alleyway on the track of his maiden in black armor.
Poking his long snouted head cautiously around the corner of the alley, he urgently scanned the bustling crowd, afraid he might have already lost her. He relaxed momentarily as he spotted her familiar black tinted helmet amidst the crowd of bustling heads and hastily maneuvered after her through the mass of bodies. As he surreptitiously snaked his way through the pedestrian throng, he clutched his cloak around him, carefully concealing his unpleasant form.
Trying to keep his head down, Glux continued slithering through the crowd, but with growing concern as the black helmet drifted further and further away from his vision. So focused was he on catching up with her that he failed to monitor his immediate surroundings and bumped right into someone.
Glux tumbled on his ass, then looked up only to see that he hadn't just bumbled into any passing pedestrian; instead he had managed to get himself knocked down by a Coalition Peacekeeper. His two hearts stuttered in fear as he took in the soldier, who was intimidatingly clad in gray armor and adorned with an assortment of ammo pouches and sundry other weapons. The Peacekeeper's glowing blue visor was directed at Glux's hooded cloak. "Watch where you're going, citizen!" the soldier jibed in irritation.
"Sor- sorry, sir," Glux croaked, submissively.
The Peacekeeper shook his head and stepped over Glux like he was nothing more than a discarded wad of chewy edible, continuing his patrol of the city. Glux shrugged off this minor occurrence and resumed his tracking of his prize. Failing to find her black helmet anywhere within his sight, he panicked and rushed in the general direction of where she had gone.
After anxious minutes of wandering and searching, Glux was on the verge of giving up. But just as he was turning back, he caught a glimpse of the distinctive blue flashes on her black armor out of a corner of one of his beady eyes. He jerked his head around in her direction in time to see that she was exiting the landing pad station and was striding off to some other destination. He was elated to relocate her.
Not wanting to lose her again, Glux rushed to get closer, but he was conflicted by his need to also maintain a safe enough distance not to get picked up by her keen bounty hunter senses. As he kept following her around, Glux tried to figure out where she could be heading next. As they moved deeper into the city depths, Glux observed that Ashe was constantly checking a pad on her forearm, as if she was using it to navigate to some unfamiliar locale.
Glux maneuvered and skipped between various dumpsters and structures as he stalked her. There were a few close calls when she might have spotted him, but he managed to elude detection every time. He had to hide once again as the bounty hunter stopped at an intersection of corridors. Glux stuck his head out from behind an infrastructure support column just in time to see her look up from her wrist mounted nav-pad, if that's what it was. Double checking her surroundings, she then took a hurried left into one of the corridors.
"Where is she going?" Glux asked himself.
Still stalking carefully along behind her, Glux realized that she was heading into one of the portals to the city's sewer systems, territory he was highly familiar with. Walking down a series of stairs and ramps, the bounty hunter and her elusive stalker eventually found themselves at a gaping entrance to a drainage tunnel.
Scanning her surroundings one more time, the bounty hunter turned on her helmet's headlamp and strode on into the darkness. Glux rubbed his belly with his second pair of arms again, licked his lips with his long tongue, and followed her in... The friendly darkness of the sewer tunnels could provide Glux with a distinct advantage over his prey.
-
Ashe had been following her tac pad for almost an hour now and was growing increasingly annoyed. She had gone past where the blueprints ended near the facility, and now she was just trying to map out these unknown tunnels. "Ugh, where the heck is this place? It should be right here!" Ashe exclaimed in frustration.
Then, hearing a slight crackling sound, Ashe drew her pistol and spun her head in the direction of the sudden noise. Throughout her exploration of the sewer tunnels, she'd had the vague sense that someone had been following her. Part of that uneasy feeling was due to being so far from help in the depths of the sewer systems below the city. But Ashe was very capable, so she was more curious than fearful about who or what might be down here with her.
Cautiously taking a few steps towards the origin of the noise, she was fully prepared to flatline whatever caused the sudden commotion. At the edge of the illumination provided by her helmet lamp, Ashe's eyes widened as she saw that the noise had been produced by nothing more than a little Skitter: an alien analogue of a garbage-scavenging rat.
"Stupid Skitters," Ashe muttered, deciding not to holster her weapon on the off chance that the Skitter wasn't the only other inhabitant of the sewer tunnels..
After another couple hours of fruitless searching, Ashe's tac pad started to flicker on and off. "What?! No no no, not now!" she shouted, tapping the screen with the muzzle of her pistol. Then the screen went black. Ashe sighed in frustration and nervousness: she was utterly reliant on her tac pad to lead her back out of this complicated sewer system. Only moments later, her headlamp started to dim as well and a certain degree of panic began to set in.
"Shit shit shit!" Ashe exclaimed. "I could have sworn that these were fully charged!" Normally, Ashe's visor was equipped with night vision, but it had broken during one of her most recent missions and she hadn't had time to get the custom gear back to its specialty supplier for a fix.
She then lost all illumination from her helmet as the built-in lamp died completely. "Ugh, dammit!" Ashe shouted, her voice echoing through the empty tunnels of the sewers. Ashe grumbled with anger as she fumbled with her utility belt, searching for anything she could use to light up the darkness. After what was probably only seconds but that felt like hours, her desperately searching fingers located an object deep inside a utility pouch where she stored her emergency glow sticks. But unfortunately there was only one. Ashe wrote herself an angry mental memo about checking her illumination and navigation systems much more thoroughly in the future. She wasn't on her own most of the time in deep space, but that was no reason for carelessness with her survival gear.
"Well, better make this last," Ashe sighed, and snapped the glow stick to activate it. Ashe's pupils shrank within their green settings and then dilated again to take in every sliver of the light emitted by the glow stick.
Ashe ran her hand along the sewer wall as she searched for a way out. The glow stick provided her with vision, but sight alone wasn't sufficient to retrace her path. And, as time ticked by, her sole source of the green-tinged illumination slowly began to dim.
"There has to be a service ladder around here somewhere," Ashe muttered. Despite her every effort to suppress it, her panic was once again growing at the thought of getting trapped deep in the dark labyrinth of the sewers.
-
Glux had been assiduously trailing the sexy bounty hunter for this entire time. Under cover of the shadows pervading the unlit sewers, he had been able to reduce his following distance to the bare minimum. But he had yet another close call when he tripped on something, causing the black armored bounty hunter to clear her holster with her weapon. Glux had been shocked at the speed with which the bounty hunter had brought her gun into play. Even after she had apparently attributed the disturbance to the fortuitous presence of one of the ubiquitous Skitters, Ashe had remained at a higher state of alert.
But now her tac pad and her helmet's light had both malfunctioned. With her visibility even more impaired and her ability to navigate the sewer effectively shot, Glux took advantage of the opportunity to sneak even closer to her. Fortunately, his species was adapted for movement in the dark. Easing closely up behind her, his eyes could wander without risk up her long legs and onto those portions of her curvaceous ass that weren't hidden under the plates of her armor. What wouldn't Glux give to see all of her beneath that pesky covering. He rubbed his belly even harder and licked his lips. Glux's procreative organ began to swell the front of his tattered trousers.
After the bounty hunter wasted several more minutes of the life of her emergency glow stick aimlessly stumbling around in the sewer systems, Glux concluded that she was hopelessly lost. In the meantime, had been thoroughly enjoying his unprecedented proximity to the desirable human female who formed the object of his overwhelming obsession. His trousers were practically tented and he was drooling with hunger and desire. He was ever so tempted to just pounce on her and take what was his by all the laws of interspecies lust. They were alone together, deep in the sewers where no one would find them and far from any help from the authorities. Glux dabbled with the idea of getting the jump on her and seizing control of her body. But she still had her weapon drawn, and who knows what other dangerous gadgets she might have tucked away in her armor.
But a powerful intuition, combined with detailed knowledge of his target, persuaded Glux to constrain his lust. Weeks of observing his female heroine had taught him that the bounty hunter was exceptionally capable of extricating herself from the most threatening of circumstances. While familiarizing himself with Ashe from his observation post outside of The Afterlife, Glux had repeatedly witnessed her as she kicked the asses of groups of gang members or violently discouraged rival bounty hunters. Perhaps to avoid unwanted attention from the authorities, or just to flaunt her superiority, she rarely resorted to the use of her weapons. Glux had four arms, a maneuverable tail, and was quite strong for his shorter stature, but he had virtually no combat skills. It would be a death sentence if he tried to take the bounty hunter on physically, and failed. Nor did he want to damage her beauty or impair her sensual responses if he could figure out any means other than violence to convince her to yield to his lust. Bearing all this in mind, Glux decided to take a more cautious approach to getting what he wanted.
It was as he was pondering potential indirect courses to his desires that an idea popped into Glux's head. He could turn Ashe's current state of disorientation to his advantage. What he had in store entailed risk, but it was not nearly as sketchy as his earlier idea of just pouncing on her. Taking a deep breath, Glux made his approach.
-
Hearing the sound of footsteps coming behind her, Ashe quickly turned around, directing the light cast by her fast-faltering glow stick at the potential threat. Her eyes widened as she took in the sight of a short, stubby, four-armed alien.
"AHHHHH, WHAT THE FUCK?!" Ashe screamed in surprise, dropping the glow stick. She was forced to blindly fire her pistol at the gross looking alien by the even more reduced illumination. Her muzzle flash momentarily lit the pitch black sewer tunnel like a stroke of lightning. The loud banging of the gun and the sounds of trickling bullet casings echoed and vibrated in the close confines of the tunnels.
"AAUUGHH, DON'T SHOOT ME!" the alien pleaded, diving for the tunnel floor as the stream of bullets sliced the darkness mere millimeters above his flapping ears.
Regaining her footing and catching sight of the sprawled figure of the lurking thing at the very edge of the glow stick's sputtering light, Ashe quickly laid the sights of her pistol directly over the centerpoint between its beady eyes. "Wh- what do you want! Get away from me, you freak!" She was very unsettled at being suddenly set upon by this weird alien deep under the sewers.
"Glux mean you no harm!" the alien explained, burying his head behind all four of his arms. Ashe remained on guard, despite the alien's claimed innocuousness.
"Back away from me or I swear to god I will paint your brains all over the sewer walls," Ashe ordered. The alien obediently slithered still further from her.
Now that the ugly alien was at a safer distance, Ashe slowly began to relax. "What the hell are you and what do you want from me?" she cautiously asked.
"What? Never seen an Ulgoid before?" the stranger humorously asked. Ashe didn't even chuckle, she was too fixated on this weird looking being before her. "Er- Glux is this one's name," he said, again essaying a friendly greeting as he climbed slowly and carefully back to his feet.



"So at least this thing has a name," Ashe thought. "I don't care what your name is. What do you want?!" she replied with some venom in her tone.
"Glux noticed that you seemed lost," Glux said.
Ashe tilted her head. "I am not lost!" she insisted. "And why are you even down here?!"
Glux had made a place for himself to live down in this part of the sewers when he had first arrived as a stowaway on Antares IV. The Coalition weren't so keen on unregistered aliens living on their planets, so he had chosen to lie low here for a while until it was safer to move back up to the surface. But during his time down here, he had learned almost every path, corridor, and drainage pipe that ran through this part of the sewage system.
"Glux used to live down here. When Glux noticed you heading into my old haunts, Glux followed you just in case you got lost. It can be pretty convoluted down here," the weird alien explained. Although he was lying about his intentions, he thought it made a plausible story for why he had been following Ashe...
"So I was being followed," Ashe muttered, as the alien's story confirmed her suspicions. Shaking her head to restore her focus, she reiterated, "But still, what do you want from me?!"
"Glux just wants to help. Glux knows you're lost. Don't deny it. That tablet thingy on your arm you were using to chart your way seems to have broken down. And the headlamp on your helmet went out, too," Glux replied. "You've been wandering aimlessly for almost an hour."
Ashe contemplated his offer. Quickly mulling over her options, it was hard to get around the fact that the alien was offering her best, heck, maybe her only, realistic chance of getting out of here. She had to trust this "Glux" if she wanted to get out of the hell hole.
"Fine," Ashe conceded. "But don't try anything or I'll flatline you for sure," she threatened. But she knew she was merely bluffing. This Glux was her only ticket back to the surface.
"Of course, of course," Glux agreed, hiding a devious grin in the darkness. "Follow Glux." Letting out a heavy sigh, Ashe reluctantly nodded, trailing along in the wake of the mysterious stranger.
As they trudged onward, Ashe's glow stick failed completely. "What?! Already, no no no!" she complained. Glux turned to face her and tilted his head.
Seeing an opportunity unfold before him, Glux rubbed his belly and licked his lips once more. He watched her fumble frustratedly in the dark to return the fully-faded glow stick back into its storage pouch. As Ashe withdrew her hand from the pouch, Glux grabbed hold of it. His crotch swelled as he touched his fantasy in the flesh for the first time.
"Hey! What the hell are you doing?!" Ashe exclaimed, the pistol in her other hand waving uncertainly around in the pitch darkness.
"You can't see, just let me lead you," Glux answered, surreptitiously rubbing his belly with his other pair of arms. Ashe had no choice but to accept.
Feeling her feminine human hand clutched in his three fingered palm almost drove Glux berserk. His alien penis reared up, tenting his trousers hugely; a wet spot spread unseen on the thin tattered that barely clothed his loins.
As they drew closer to the exit from the underground realm, Glux could no longer bear the torture of his raging penis. He desperately needed relief right now! His urgency inspired another spurt of invention, as Glux quickly concocted a devious plan that would earn him an immediate burst of pleasure...
"Glux can't go any further," Glux said, stopping in his tracks.
"What?! Why?" Ashe questioned.
"Glux is having a hard time focusing. Really sorry, but Glux needs to relieve himself," he replied. Still surrounded by darkness, Ashe could only tilt her head in confusion.
"Er- okay, go ahead," Ashe replied, assuming he just needed to piss or shit, or however his species accomplished the evacuation of metabolic waste products.
To her shock, however, Glux used the hand he had been guiding her with to jerk her arm down. Giving her no time to process his actions, Glux yanked down his trousers with this other set of arms; without ever releasing his grip on Ashe's arm, Glux wrapped her hand around his alien cock. As her slender fingers found themselves encircling some mysterious object, Ashe's eyes widened. She wondered what had been thrust into her hand. She could see nothing through the HUD display of her visor beyond the black void of the sewer.
Gripping harder to get a better feel of what she was grasping, she heard Glux groan in pleasure. "What the..." Ashe trailed off, still trying to identify the weird throbbing thing in her hand.
Using the hold he still had on her arm, Glux took advantage of Ashe's ignorance to begin stroking him with the hand he had emplaced on his organ. Glux growled and groaned. Although Ashe's glove was less than ideally comfortable, he was still so satisfied at the feel of her hand on his cock that he was in near-ecstasy.
"Glux? What are you doing?" Ashe timorously questioned. The only response she received was another mystifying grunt. Gripping harder, she slowly began to piece together what was in her gloved hand.
"HEY, WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!" she shouted, trying to pull her hand away, but his iron grip wouldn't allow it. Glux just continued to groan.
A shiver went down Ashe's spine realizing what he was making her do. "Are yo-, is my hand on your pe-." Ashe's mind shied away from fully conceptualizing whatever it was he was doing with her hand, so instead she resorted to action: with her unrestrained hand, she pointed her pistol around in the darkness until it made contact with something soft and fleshy.
"Wait, wait!" Glux pleaded, momentarily halting her hand from jerking him off. "Glux sorry. It's just that when my species gets in heat like this, we need immediate relief or we can't think clearly," he explained. The whole species in heat thing thing was a gross exaggeration: Glux was just a horny pervert. "If Glux can't think clearly, Glux might get us even more lost in these tunnels!"
"So you have to use my hand?!" Ashe shouted. She was totally disgusted with this perverted alien. She teetered on the verge of just unloading the rest of her mag into him. Only his reference to their plight, with its reminder that this gross, perverted alien was her only hope out of here, kept Ashe from flatlining him out of hand. In a crisis, Ashe was all about the action; she was totally unused to this kind of indecision. She didn't know what to do!
"Guraga," Glux groaned in some foreign language. "Glux sorry, not thinking straight, Glux just had to use your hand!"
"YOU HAVE THREE OTHER HANDS! USE ONE OF THOSE!" Ashe pointed out, pressing the muzzle of her gun more fiercely into his flesh. She was about to puke in her helmet. Though it was impossible not to hear of such shenanigans, this was the first time she had ever gotten engaged in these sorts of activities with an alien.
"Bulalbab!" Glux groaned again. "Don't kill me! Glux no use to you dead. How else are you going to escape?!" Glux exclaimed, totally dodging the question Ashe had asked.
"Well, considering what you are making me do with my hand, I really wanna shoot you right now! Now will you let go!" Ashe responded, grinding the barrel of her gun even harder against whatever fleshy part it was in contact with. Her finger flat out itched to pull the trigger.
"Glux can't help himself! Just think of this as an exchange. You let Glux finish what he's doing and Glux will lead you out of here," he proposed. Ashe's eye twitched in disgust.
"Huh?! I'm not really being given a choice! You're already making me do as you please!" Ashe responded. But Ashe the reality of the circumstances she had gotten stuck in left her with no other way out. She could try to hold the alien hostage and force him to take her to the surface, but she was as blind as a mole down here: Glux's apparent affinity for the darkness, combined with the strength of his grasp, could easily lead to her own undoing.
"How about I give you credits instead?" Ashe suggested. "I have plenty!" Glux considered her proposition. He was kinda broke, but he had always been able to survive on his own, lurking in the overlooked edges of Coalition society. And he didn't want to surrender this opportunity he'd seized for himself. Glux was living out his dream! With the female star of his fantasies!
"Glux thinks this works better," he insisted. "This is for your own good! If Glux can't focus, Glux can't lead you out of here!"
Grinding her teeth under her helmet, Ashe reluctantly said, "Ugh, fine! Just hurry up and finish! And if you tell anyone what we did here, I will personally skin you alive!"
Glux smiled from floppy ear to ear. "Of course, of course. Glux will be quick, Glux promise," the weird alien croaked.
For the next few minutes Ashe was forced to stand there, leaning over in an awkward, unnatural, cramped position, giving a forced hand job to some gnarly and unspeakable projection of the bizarre anatomy of this ugly alien she had stumbled upon deep in the sewers. The limited reassurance she took from grinding her gun barrel into whatever other fleshy part of Glux's body it was aimed at was about all that allowed Ashe to maintain her sanity.
Meanwhile, Glux was having the time of his life! With one of his extra arms, he gripped her forearm, renewing her jerking of his alien cock. But her continued stiff resistance to what he was forcing her to do, combined with the awkwardness of her stance and the artificial fabricated feel of her gloved hand was making it take longer for Glux to obtain full relief. Glux longed for the soft natural feel of her warm skin instead.
"Ugh, aren't you done yet?" Ashe snarled in disgust.
"No," Glux replied. "But a little more help from you would make this go a lot faster."
"Help?!" I'm already doing more than enough as it is," Ashe responded, baffled by whatever else he was alluding to.
"C'mon, the quicker we get this done, the quicker we can get out of here," Glux prodded. Ashe wanted to kill him so very much, but her need to get this done and over with so they could get out of here was just a little greater.
"You fucking pervert! But fine, let's get this done already," Ashe begrudgingly replied.
Glux was elated; her extorted capitulation was like music to his ears. Using all his strength, Glux pulled Ashe down onto her knees, directly in front of him. She gasped, as her body was jerked down to the tunnel floor. Now that she was in a less contorted position, her hand felt more comfortable to Glux, but there was still that pesky glove.
"Could you remove your glove?" Glux asked, motioning her hand up and down his cock.
Ashe was in disbelief. "He wants more?!" she thought. But she just wanted to get this over with by any means necessary. "Ugh, fine whatever," she snarled.
Glux snickered in jubilation. By momentarily releasing her hand from his cock while still retaining an iron grip on her arm, Glux rendered her glove accessible. Holstering her pistol, Ashe was able to unseal the cuff of her glove and slide it off her hand. Ashe was repulsed to find how moist and wet her tactical glove had become.
Stuffing her wet glove in her utility belt, she moved her bare hand back onto the alien's cock. Ashe shuttered to feel the gross alien's cock with her bare hand. It felt so warm and wet; it was throbbing so heavily.
"MYLANTA!" Glux groaned in extreme pleasure.
Ashe felt so disgusted by what she was doing. "I can't believe I'm giving this freak a handjob!" she thought. Her hand quickly became slathered in whatever his cock was secreting. Ashe gagged a few times. But taking a few deep breaths, she composed herself and soldiered on.
Glux croaked and groaned out in pleasure, occasionally grunting out a foreign word. The sounds of the wet slicking of her hand stroking his cock echoed through the empty sewers. Glux was in heaven: despite his vague hopes upon trailing the bounty hunter into his familiar haunts, he had never in his wildest imagination thought that things would play out this favorably.
"Ohhh, yeah, Glux like that! Glux really like that!" he uttered, in the throes of splendiferous arousal. He manipulated Ashe's hand up and down his slimy shaft faster.
"Ugh, this is just beyond humiliating," Ashe muttered inside her helmet. But for some unknown reason, her heart was slowly pounding out the same rhythm as the motion of her hand on the alien's organ. She couldn't understand the source of these weird feelings growing inside her. Was it disgust? Shame? Or something else? She couldn't pin it down.
"Guragaga, Ashe, your hand feels amazing!" Glux croaked a compliment. Ashe's eyes widened, but she was determined to hold her tongue. She didn't want to rile him up by saying anything. She didn't know quite what she wanted to say in the first place.
After a few more minutes of being jerked off, the perverted alien informed Ashe of his impending orgasm. "Glux is going to vishu! Glux is going to vishu!!" Ashe had no idea what that word meant, but she assumed that it was his language's version of cum or orgasm.
Ashe felt the alien's cock flex and contract in her hand, just before Glux ejected his thick load everywhere. With his ability to see in the dark, he was treated to the sight of his load splattering all over Ashe's armored body. She couldn't see him ejaculate, but his loud groans were a sure and certain giveaway.
"UUULLLLOYYYY!" Glux let out a weird alien noise, a ululation that seemed to rise and fall in the sewer tunnels long after the weird little pervert had ceased his vocalization. He forced Ashe to jerk him even faster, summoning load after load to spill forth from his throbbing protuberance. Glux refused to relent until he had gotten Ashe to milk him of everything he had. His fantasy was flaming on full afterburners!
Ashe, meanwhile, was revolted by every second of this cataclysmic display. Here she was, one of the most revered bounty hunters in this sector of the galaxy, on her knees jerking off some perverted alien deep in the bowels of the sewers. She was thoroughly disgusted and humiliated. If anyone ever found out about this, Ashe would become the most pathetic laughingstock of the entire Antares freelance community! Her reputation, her very livelihood, was potentially on the line: she would be known as the bounty hunter who got down on her knees in the gutter so she could indulge some perverse desire to jerk off gross aliens...
Forcing Ashe's hand and arm to provide a last few pumps to his cock, Glux wheezed out a heavy gust of relief. When he at last relinquished his grasp from Ashe's arm, she quickly wrested her fingers free of his cock. Fortunately, she couldn't actually see her hand, but she could feel that a warm slimy substance was lathered all over it.
Ashe whipped her left hand violently back and forth in the air in an attempt to sling off Glux's alien sperm. "Ugh, this is so disgusting," she snarled. But despite all her efforts, her hand was still wet and sticky. She lacked any means to wipe or wash the remaining ichor off of her hand. Of course, a river of sewer water flowed down a channel in the middle of the tunnel, but god knows what might be mixed in with that. As gross as the substance besmirching her hand was, her mind rejected any notion of rinsing it off in the foul concoction of the city's waste stream. And she definitely didn't want to smear Glux's cum off on herself: little did she know that Glux had already drenched her armor and helmet with his load. Until she could find a better place to clean herself, Ashe's only choice was to leave her fingers covered in the remnants of his filth.
"I definitely don't want to be touching anything with this," she sighed, referring to her sticky hand. "Are you relieved now?" she added.
"Glux is super relieved now, Glux can lead us out now," Glux replied. Pulling up his trousers, he swiftly grabbed her non cum-covered hand and began to lead her again.
After some time walking, they turned a corner that led down a long tunnel. Ashe's eyes registered a glint of light flickering off in the distance. She gasped. Ashe had never been so happy to see the light again; she'd been blinded by darkness for so long that she had almost forgotten what daylight looked like.
Now that Ashe could see the way out, there was no more need for Glux's hold on her hand. She jerked her arm away from Glux. Caught off guard by her sudden motion, and unable to react in time to retain his hold on her feminine hand, the alien lost his grip.
Ashe fast-walked away from Glux, wanting to finally put the dark labyrinth behind her. Her pupils had initially shrunk to pinpoints as she exited the dark into the light, but as her green eyes adjusted, they dilated as if welcoming the return of the surface world. Ashe stretched her arms out to their full width in relief. "Ahhhh, I'm out. I'm finally out," she happily said to herself.
Now that she could actually see her outstretched arms, the sorry state of her bare left hand was unavoidable. A shiver ran down her spine at the explicit reminder of what she had been forced to incur to win her way free from the benighted sewers. Bringing her hand as close to her face as she could bear, she saw that it was encrusted in dry alien scum. "Ew, gross," she muttered. Next she noted a smudge on her visor that she had overlooked in her first delighted basking in the light.
"What the..." Ashe queried. Unlatching her helmet, she spun it to get a better look at the visor. Her eyes widened upon discerning that it was flecked with the same crusty cum as was drying on her hand. "Ugh, fucking disgusting! It came on me!" Only then did she realize that if Glux's cum had gotten on her helmet, she must also have deposits of the vile substance all over the rest of her armor.
Tilting her head down to check, she saw Glux's noxious cum crust was also splattered across her shoulder pads, breastplate, and legs. "Oh, god, this is disgusting!" Ashe gagged. Her armor would need a thorough scrubbing once she got back to her ship.
But now that her helmet was off, the smells of the city and the sewers behind her came pouring back into her nostrils. Her eyes watered and she gagged again. But as she breathed in the air, she also smelt a unique strain mixed in with the city's usual toxic brew. Something strong and musky. Ashe took another whiff to better sense what she was smelling. That intriguing muskiness was definitely part of it. As she kept sniffing, she realized the new note in the stream of scent was arising from her own body. Scanning the film of filth that coated her helmet and armor, she finally connected two and two.
"Oh my god," Ashe muttered in disgust. "I might just have to get a new set of armor at this point..."
"You are pretty," croaked Glux, standing just a few feet behind her. Ashe jumped and quickly turned to face him. Now that they were in the light, she was unable to avoid acquiring a more complete view of the perverted alien stranger she had encountered in the sewers.
Glux stood a bit shorter than her, his head about coming level with her chest. His eyes were small and intense, his ears hung down the sides of his head, and his face was embellished with a prominent snout. From this nasal prominence hung two weird tendrils that conferred the vague appearance of a sort of mustache. As her eyes glanced on down his body, she took in the four unexpectedly-strong arms she already knew he had, a beer gut, and hanging just behind him was a tail.
"This thing is repulsive! I can't believe I jerked him off," Ashe thought in disbelief. "We're out now. You don't have to keep hanging around. Get away from me! Go, shoo shoo." She tried to wave Glux away as if he was some unaccustomed breed of animal.



But sneaking a quick glance at his crotch, Ashe cringed with the knowledge that her hand had been involved in jerking off whatever lay behind those tattered trousers of his. She didn't even want to think about the appearance of his alien penis; the tactile memory of its throbbing gnarliness all coated in slime was bad enough.
By contrast, Glux was staring at the bounty hunter in utter awe. Only on a few infrequent occasions had he managed to obtain a glimpse of her face. Not only had those times been few and far between, but those brief sightings had never been from close enough to get a really good look at her. But now her pretty face was revealed in all its glory. Her feminine facial features, her medium length dark maroon hair, and her piercing green eyes: the totality of her appearance triggered his belly-rubbing instinct in subconscious arousal.
Ashe raised her eyebrow and took a few steps back, feeling creeped out by the way he was rubbing his round belly with his second pair of arms. "Er, you're still here, go away," she reiterated.
"Glux wonders. Why were you in those sewers?" he inquired curiously. Thus reminded, Ashe's original mission was brought back to the forefront of her mind. It had been thrust from her thoughts by all this more recent mess. She had failed to accomplish her primary objective of determining if there was a connection between the sewer systems and the data farm's drainage pipe! Ugh! One part of her, the part that was revolted by all these recent shenanigans, was tempted to just forget the heist and everything to do with it. But the other more forceful part was insistent upon proving how indispensable she was to the heist's success!
Snapping out of her recollection, she said, "That is none of your business, pervert." But another idea asserted itself at that juncture, as she recalled how unerringly - if disgustingly! - Glux had led her out of the sewers' inexplicable labyrinth.
Ashe turned the undeniable fact of Glux's effortless familiarity with the layout of the sewers one way and another in her head, as if toying with the missing piece to an elaborate puzzle. There was just a chance that he could help her find the facility's coolant drain. But allowing the creepy alien to learn even the slightest hint of the plans for the heist seemed like a spectacularly risky proposition. She knew literally nothing about him, other than that he was a gross and horny little devil who happened to be a member of some rare alien species with excellent night vision.
Giving him a measuring look, Ashe thought that Glux looked pretty derpy: he didn't need to know why she needed to locate the hoped-for connection between the data farm's coolant drain and the sewers he seemed to know so well. She could just ask him to help her find what she was looking for without letting him know anything about her need for the knowledge. She could make a straight up offer to pay him for his services. But then she shivered as she recalled how her previous attempt at offering credits for his services had worked out. And the form in which she'd had to "pay" instead. "Let's hope it doesn't come to that again," Ashe thought ruefully.
After a few more moments of juggling her options in her mind, she concluded that taking advantage of Glux's intimate knowledge of the sewers was her best bet. As much as she might prefer to never spend time with this perverted alien again, he also represented her best and probably her only hope of locating the crucial exit from the Coalition data farm. Which in turn was her strongest shot at cementing her place on Gemini's team and ensuring the success of the heist. Changing her tune with the little creep, Ashe said, "Actually, I was looking to see if the sewer system here connected up with something else," Ashe said. Glux tilted his head. "Do you think you could help me out?"
Glux licked his lips. The prospect of enjoying further time in her close proximity excited him enormously. He had already managed to wrangle a handjob from her; what other things could he get her to do if he had a valid reason to work alongside her? His devious mind went through all the possible scenarios.
"Glux would love to help!" he exclaimed.
Ashe felt weirdly relieved by his willingness to cooperate. Checking her tac pad out of habit, she was immediately reminded that it wasn't working. "Crap," Ashe muttered, fruitlessly tapping on the screen with her finger.
"What's the matter?" Glux asked.
"Er, I need to get this fixed on my ship, I will be back," Ashe informed the weird alien.
Wiping the smear of crust off of her visor, she put her helmet back on and began walking away. Hearing the slap of alien footsteps in her wake, Ashe turned to see that Glux was following right along behind her.
"What are you doing?" Ashe asked.
"Glux follow," the alien croaked.
"No, no, Glux doesn't follow. You stay right here, I'll be back," Ashe asserted. She had zero desire to be seen in the company of this thing. Glux didn't respond; he just stared at her.
Shaking her head, Ashe turned and began walking away again. Hearing those same footsteps again, she spun around once more. "Would you stop following me?!" Ashe shouted in annoyance. This perverted alien was like some sort of overly attached pet animal!
"Glux, follow," he insisted.
Ashe's eye twitched with annoyance. She really didn't want this thing following her around the city! But, considering how he wasn't even listening to her orders, it would be a waste of energy to try and deter him. "Ugh, whatever. Just don't walk next to me. I don't want to be seen with you," Ashe commanded. Glux nodded happily.
Heading off for the third time, Ashe finally made her way back to her ship with Glux keeping to what she hoped was an inconspicuous distance. Now that she was facing away from him, Glux's beady eyes had free reign to hungrily consume the view up and down her sexy body. He smiled deviously and rubbed his belly thinking about all the dirty things he meant to do with that shapely physique...
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An Alien Entanglement Pt. 02
Finally reaching the upper parts of the city again, Ashe grew wary of people noticing her cum covered armor. Anxiously, her green eyes scanned the crowds of people to see if they were looking at her. Unfortunately, she saw that she was receiving the occasional glance or look of disgust. As embarrassing and humiliating as this was, she did her best to brush it off and strode on.
She took a quick glance behind her, hoping that she had finally left the ugly alien she had met in the sewer behind her, but her heart dropped as she saw that the short grotesque thing was still following. As nimble as she was, Ashe could have easily lost Glux in the bustling crowd of people. As loath as she was to admit it, even to herself, she knew that she needed him at least for now.
As they walked, Glux wondered what the name of his sexy human bounty hunter was. He had only seen her going in and out of The Afterlife and had never risked exposing himself trying to ask people what her name was. Glux had given her his name, but she'd never reciprocated the favor. Stopping at a crosswalk, he got close to her and tugged on her arm. She turned her head to him like a hawk, looking kinda disgusted that he had touched her.
"Ugh, what do you want from me?" Ashe asked, sounding irritated.
"Glux doesn't know your name," he said. Ashe raised her eyebrow at him. She wondered why this weird alien wanted her name. But figuring that she would be forced to be acquainted with him until she completed her mission, she might as well tell him.
"It's Ashe," she answered.
"Glux like that name," he nodded. Ashe just shook her head. Seeing that it was clear to walk through the crosswalk, she went ahead. Glux promptly followed her through.
The bounty hunter and the alien were making their way along one of the city's main walkways, when Ashe heard the sudden crackle of gunfire in the distance. Instinctively, her hand flinched to her sidearm as she went into full combat alertness. "What the hell?" Ashe wondered. Another volley of gunfire rang out in the distance and Ashe saw crowds of people screaming in terror as they came running around a corner away from the direction of the gunshots.
Glux, meanwhile, had draped two of his arms over his head as he slunk to the ground in fear. Seeing the crowds of people running from the gunplay, he thought that it would be an excellent idea to do the same. But then his beady eyes saw that, rather than fleeing, Ashe was jogging directly towards the gunfire.
"This human woman is crazy!" Glux thought, even as Ashe was loping farther and farther away from him. Not wanting to lose her, he mustered what little courage he had and hastily ran after her.
Clumps of panicked pedestrians kept appearing from around the nearest corner. Hugging the wall, Ashe was able to slide upstream against the tide of frightened people. Unholstering her pistol and unlatching the safety, Ashe inched carefully closer to the corner. Dropping well below head height, Ashe ventured a look around the corner to see what was happening.
Her green eyes widened with shock at the sight of an active firefight between a squad of Coalition Peacekeepers and a group of unknown adversaries. The Peacekeepers had taken cover behind a row of heavy ornamental planters; their mysterious assailants were shooting from behind a hover vehicle that had crashed in the middle of the walkway.
"TAKE THIS YOU COALITION BASTARDS!" a bulky alien with a heavy repeater gun shouted at the Peacekeepers, unloading a hail of bullets at their position. He managed to tag one of the Peacekeepers on the shoulder, flinging the trooper back from one of the planters.
"We got a 10-999, Peacekeeper down! Repeat, Peacekeeper down! Immediate assistance needed at our position!" screamed one of the Coalition soldiers into a helmet transmitter.
The gunmen crouching in back of the crashed hovercraft poured a heavy volume of fire at the Coalition's position. Somewhat to Ashe's consternation, the Peacekeepers held their fire as they hunkered patiently behind the cover of the line of planters. "Why aren't they shooting back?" she wondered. But still they waited, looking menacingly calm and patient in the face of the firepower coming their way. But the gunmen were unable to keep their rate of fire up indefinitely and, as soon as their barrage waned in order for them to reload, the squad of Peacekeepers swiftly rose from behind the planters and opened fire in unison. Three of the reloading gunmen were immediately flatlined and the remaining four gunmen were forced to duck back into cover. The Peacekeepers knew better than to repeat the mistake of their attackers, dropping back into cover before the gunmen had time to reload.
Ashe's focus on the scene playing out before her was interrupted by something tugging at her leg. Quickly turning her head, she saw Glux crouching down behind her. "Ugh, Glux, what the hell are you doing?!" Ashe said, annoyed at having to divert her attention from the life-or-death drama happening around the corner.
Clinging tightly to her long leg with all four of his arms, Glux replied, "Glux doesn't feel safe!" Ashe tried to detach him from her leg but was unable to dislodge his grip, as annoyingly strong as ever. Incredibly, Glux then began to shove his crotch into her leg. Ashe's eyes widened in disgust. "Is he humping me?" she asked herself. But before she could decipher what exactly he was doing, Ashe's attention was drawn upward as the intimidatingly loud sound of a siren flew past overhead.
She peeked around the corner again just in time to see a Coalition VTOL dropship hovering above the gunmen. The bulky alien raised his repeater and unleashed a flurry of hellfire at the dropship. "EAT LEAD!" the alien shouted, but his frenzied efforts to down the ship overhead proved fruitless. His bullets were all deflected, ricocheting harmlessly off the dropship's heavily armored hull.
The side doors of the dropship then slid quickly open. In one swift well practiced motion, a sniper leaned out of the gunship's side and flatlined the lumbering alien with a single shot between his four eyes.
As this happened, three additional troopers jumped down from the dropship. They wore white armor bearing red markings. Their visors too glowed a vivid red, different from the standard blue that was familiar to so many in the galaxy. These were the Coalition's Shock Troopers, deeply feared urban based special forces only seen on the rare occasions of extreme domestic disturbances.
While Ashe was entirely focused on the firefight, Glux seized the opportunity to feel up his sexy bounty hunter. His four prying hands found an unprotected area of her legs, which he then began to vigorously knead and grope. When Ashe failed to immediately react to his assault on her unarmored lower limbs, Glux grew even bolder, groping and humping her more aggressively. Glux's alien cock swelled with mass under his tattered trousers. Pressing his growing bulge into her leg, he ground himself on her. Once again on this endlessly amazing day, Glux was living the dream!
Ashe was baffled how the Shock Troopers could jump down from such a high place with little to no effect on their bodies. The gunmen landed a few shots on a couple of the troopers as they fell through the air, but to little effect. Ashe actually saw some of the bullets strike the troopers, but their white armor shrugged the bullets off like nothing. Deploying their service rifles as they landed, the troopers slaughtered two of the remaining three gunmen like animals.
One last gunman survived the hail of bullets from the troopers long enough to raise a single arm above the shelter of the wrecked hovercraft. "DON'T SHOOT, I SURRENDER!" she pleaded. "PLEASE, I SURRENDER!" Wounded in one of her shoulders, the woman was unable to raise her other arm.
The Shock Troopers lowered their weapons. A trooper brandishing a red pauldron over his right shoulder brought up a tac pad affixed to his left forearm.
He checked back and forth between the screen and the woman before him. "Captain, is this our target?" one of the other troopers asked.
Glancing at his tac pad one more time, the captain replied, "No." He immediately raised his rifle and shot her in the head. As she saw the woman's body drop limply to the ground, Ashe backed away from the corner to process all that she had just witnessed. Ashe had seen too much death in her time as a soldier and bounty hunter, so the sight of shocking violence - and even the sudden execution of the wounded prisoner - wasn't entirely new to her. But she had been so riveted by what had taken place, that she'd completely failed to notice Glux's ravishment of her leg.
Flicking a quick look back around the corner, Ashe saw that the Coalition soldiers were checking the bodies of the dead gunmen. Each body was viciously poked with the muzzle of a gun; once this was done, the captain ordered his troops to secure the area. Additional units had just arrived and they began to deploy hologram pylons to tape off the crime scene.
Turning her head back, Ashe could not help but have second thoughts about the planned heist after what she had just seen. The Coalition would consider this fracas a relatively minor disturbance by comparison to what Gemini was planning. Here, the Coalition had exterminated some relatively minor irritants to its rule out of hand: Ashe could only imagine what they had in store if any of the heist team were to get caught.
Finally feeling something grinding and pushing on one of her legs, Ashe looked down and saw Glux humping away. "Augh! What are you doing?! Stop that!" she shouted in disgust, bringing the muzzle of her pistol to his head.
"Glux sorry!" he exclaimed, releasing her leg. He didn't even attempt to explain his perverted actions. Ashe just shook her head in annoyance. She'd just come to expect these intermittent outbursts of perversion as part of his behavior.
"Ugh, whatever. My ship is not far," she snarled, putting her weapon away in her holster. But a glance down at Glux's crotch showed a visible wet mark spreading across his trousers. Ashe cringed a bit before shaking her head back into focus.
Reverting to her previous intent, Ashe resumed walking toward the jumpship landing pads. Glux followed closely behind her. The landing pads lay just past the crime scene, so they had to walk around the taped-off area. Despite the barely concluded violence, the hordes of pedestrians had begun to slowly but cautiously pour back into the walkway, flowing around the scene like a stream of water would around a rock in a riverbed. As she detoured around the yellow holographic tape, Ashe listened curiously to the high volume of comms chatter projecting from the Shock Troopers' and Peacekeepers' radios. Overhearing small snippets, Ashe learned that they were searching for someone and that additional insurgents were suspected of lurking around the city. "Had these gunmen been insurgents?" Ashe asked herself. She recalled hearing chatter around The Afterlife about civil unrest on the fringes of Coalition territory, but Ashe had never expected to encounter armed insurgents within a zone of firm Coalition control. But Ashe's eavesdropping was harshly interrupted by the same captain who had executed the surrendering gunman.
"HEY, YOU THERE!" the captain yelled, apparently looking right at Ashe. Her body jolted and she began walking away as quickly and inconspicuously as possible. Glux mirrored her movements. Hoping to lose any pursuit, Ashe slipped within the crowd of bustling pedestrians. Shoving herself between knots of people, she had soon wriggled deeply enough into the crowd that the Shock Trooper lost sight of her. Surprisingly, Glux managed to keep up with her, though at his height he was harder to track to begin with.
After lying low for a bit in an alleyway nearby, Ashe concluded that it was safe to head on back to the landing pad station. As soon as she arrived at her own pad, Ashe opened the back entry hatch and disappeared within the friendly confines of her ship. Hearing Glux's footsteps behind her, however, Ashe turned and stopped the pervy alien. "No, no. You wait out here. I gotta handle some business," Ashe ordered. Before Glux could mount any protest, Ashe pushed him firmly back and slammed the hatch in his beady-eyed face.
-
Her privacy thus assured, Ashe quickly stripped off her armor and equipment. She started with her helmet and made her way down. After placing her final piece of armor on the locker rack, Ashe was clad only in her tight fitting black bodysuit. In the filtered enclosure of her ship, that musky scent she had smelled earlier was even more apparent. The scent arose primarily from the armor she had just laid on the rack but, as badly as she wanted to clean her filth splattered armor, Ashe turned first to higher priority matters. Separating her tac pad and helmet light from the pile of armor, she plugged both items into her charging station. Then she rummaged around for a full pack of emergency glow sticks.
Only after addressing those more urgent equipment needs did Ashe return her attention to her crusty hand. "Ew," she muttered. Ashe still couldn't believe what she had allowed Glux to get away with. She was repulsed at both Glux and herself for engaging in such activities. But as yet another whiff of Glux's musk rolled past her olfactory receptors, she was unable to repress a flicker of curiosity. Cautiously, she lifted her hand to her face and took a slight sniff. Whew, it was so strong and potent! At first it made her eyes water and her throat gag. Oddly enough, though, she now seemed to be growing accustomed to it. The more Ashe smelled this weird aroma, the more engrossed in it she became. A strange warmth was collecting within her core...
Shaking her head to snap herself out of her mysterious daze, Ashe stepped over to her ship's sink and began thoroughly washing her hand. After one cycle of scrubbing her hand, Ashe brought it back up to her face and smelled it again. The musk was still there! She applied more soap and water in the hope that a second round of scrub would remove any vestige of the smell. Unfortunately, this still didn't work. Ashe had to repeat the process several more times before the smell was reduced to a tolerable level. But still it lingered.
Having done her best to clean off her hand, Ashe realized that the drying smears of Glux's nasty cum on her undersuit were yet another source of the strong-smelling musk. "Great. I'm probably gonna need to clean this four or five times, too," she sighed.
Unclasping the collar of her undersuit, Ashe started at her upper chest and unzipped her undersuit all the way down to her navel. Now able to peel the black suit off her body, Ashe let out a breath of relief as she released her full and shapely breasts from the suit's tight embrace. She didn't bother with wearing a bra since that would make the already tight undersuit even more uncomfortable. Kicking off her tactical boots, Ashe rolled her suit all the way down to her ankles and stepped out of it. Left in only her modest underwear, Ashe plucked up her suit and tossed it into her locker.
Pulled on a clean tank top, Ashe turned her efforts to cleaning Glux's scum off her armor. Grabbing an abrasive pad and cleanser, she thoroughly scrubbed her various pieces of armor on a nearby table. Again, however, the smell of musk refused to be entirely eradicated. Hearing the call tone from her communicator, Ashe checked her ship's monitor to see who it was. It was Gemini.
"This is Ashe," she said, answering the call.
"Did you find a way to the coolant drain?" Gemini asked, getting straight to the point. Ashe felt a little nervous at her lack of any significant progress.
"Er- some of my equipment malfunctioned while I was down there. I'll be heading back down in a bit as soon as my stuff gets fixed and cleaned," she nonchalantly answered.
"Cleaned?" Gemini responded.
Realizing what she had said, Ashe's heart dropped. "Um, yeah. Kinda fell in some sewage when my flashlight went out..." she replied, covering up what had really transpired.
"Well, you better hurry, the heist is only a couple of days away. If you can't find a way into that coolant drain, I'm afraid I'm going to have to drop you from the team," Gemini warned. Ashe's eye twitched in anger.
"Oh, I'll find it, alri-," she tried to reply but she was interrupted by someone banging on her ship's back entry hatch.
"GLUX NEEDS IN!" he shouted. Ashe tilted her head, but ignored his calls since she was already in the middle of something.
"What was that?" Gemini asked, overhearing the noise from her side of the intercom.
"It's nothing!" Ashe quickly exclaimed.
Then Glux shouted again, "GLUX SEES METALHEADS COMING!"
"Metalheads?" Ashed thought. Muting her comms, she shouted "Not right now, Glux! I'm in the middle of something!"
"GLUX NEEDS IN!" he prodded. Ashe was getting annoyed by his antics, so she scanned her ship's external cameras quickly to check what all the fuss was about. Her eyes widened to see that the same Shock Troopers she had encountered earlier were now patrolling the landing pads. "How did they follow me here?!" Ashe thought in a panic. And there stood the insufferable Glux, right out in the open, banging on her hatch, yelling at the top of his voice, and generally doing an exceptional job of attracting unwanted attention. Ashe had no choice but to grit her teeth and reluctantly open the back entry hatch to let him in.
"Hurry up and get in here!" Ashe commanded.
Glux scurried into the ship as Ashe closed the hatch behind him. His beady eyes widened and his crotch gained its full mass the instant that he saw the currently minimal state of Ashe's clothing. She was wearing nothing but her underwear and a tight tank top that tastefully framed and revealed her cleavage. Glux's two hearts pounded in arousal.
Ashe returned to her call with Gemini, without noticing the evident signs of Glux's arousal. Glux's eyes were free to roam hungrily over every exposed inch of Ashe's body. He fervently absorbed as much as he could. Everything was on display: her smooth exposed white skin, her long sexy legs, and her shapely breasts. Glux rubbed his belly intensely. The frayed material of his trousers formed a hefty tent as his sexual urges ran rampant. Glux needed relief now!
Glux reached one of his second pair of arms down into his trousers and began to stroke himself to the sight of his personal goddess. He grunted and croaked as he ran his three fingered hand up and down his wet shaft. He again envisioned all the plans he was nursing for that sexy human body of hers.
Momentarily muting the call with Gemini, Ashe sighed. Turning her head toward Glux, her mouth fell agape as she caught him pleasuring himself while staring at her. "WHAT THE FUCK?!" Ashe shouted in shock. Glancing down her own body, she realized how little she was wearing. She had been so busy with everything she was handling that she hadn't had a chance to put on anything less revealing.
Ashe quickly covered her breasts with one arm and her crotch with her other hand. "Hey! Stop doing that!" She was embarrassed and grossed out by this latest eruption of Glux's irrepressible urges.
"Hello? Ashe, are you there?" Gemini asked.
Ashe turned back to the monitor and unmuted, "Uh, yes! I'm here!"
Ashe got sucked back into her conversation with Gemini. Meanwhile, Glux went on drooling over Ashe's body. He kept staring at her exposed legs. The urge to get his hands on her grew unbearable; he needed to touch her. Rubbing his belly while stroking his cock under his trousers, he slowly stalked towards Ashe...
Just as Ashe was finishing up her call with Gemini, she felt four arms suddenly wrap around her body. Ashe jerked her head around to see Glux hugging her from behind. "Glux, get off of me!" she silently shouted at him, trying to pry his arms off of her. Glux ignored her; all four of his hands groped up and down the firm curves of his goddess's scantily clad body.



"What's going on?" Gemini asked, hearing the commotion.
Trying to fend Glux off of her, Ashe said, "It's nothing!" She was forced to mute her comms yet again so Gemini wouldn't hear anything else.
Glux's many hands drifted up to her breasts and down towards her crotch. Ashe's grunts of disgust slowly turned into small mewls. As Glux began to grope between her thighs, Ashe felt a warmth grow inside of her.
"Well, I think that's all for now. You better find that exit of yours, or you're out!" Gemini declared, promptly ending the call from her end.
Ashe had no idea what Gemini had even said: all she could focus on was the four-armed groping that her flesh was enduring. Her mind had been resisting the onslaught of sensation as fiercely as possible, but her body had begun to betray her.
But now that her attention was no longer divided, Ashe pulled herself together. She promptly slammed her foot down onto Glux's, smashing it against the jumpship's unyielding floor panel. "AUUGHH!" Glux croaked out in pain, as he was forced to release Ashe from his grasp. Ashe afforded him no time to recover. Spinning towards the squatty alien, she promptly kicked him to the floor. Straddling his recumbent form, she planted her bare foot on his neck and began applying her weight to his throat.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?! You can't just come up behind me and start touching me like that?!" Ashe shouted in anger. Glux scrabbled at her leg, trying to push it off his neck, but to no effect: Ashe had her foot well planted.
"Glux sorry!" he wheezed. "Glux just needs relief again!" Ashe's eye twitched in disgust.
"So you decided to feel me up?! You fucking pervert!" Ashe said, applying still more pressure to Glux's neck. She was fully prepared to kill him right here and now.
"GLUX SORRY! PLEASE, MY SPECIES. GLUX CAN'T HELP IT!" he pleaded.
As much as Ashe wanted to just crush his windpipe, she remembered that she still needed him. Without him, she might never find the coolant connection. And without that, Gemini would kick her off the heist. Letting out a disgusted snarl, she reluctantly lifted her foot from his neck. Glux croaked and coughed for air. Glancing down, Ashe's eyes widened as she saw the noticeable bulge that had formed in his trousers. It protruded upward and had impressed a formidable wet mark in the fabric. But catching herself staring at the alien's bulge, she shook her head into focus.
"Ugh. Get up. I need to show you what I need help with," Ashe sternly ordered Glux. "If you can't control yourself, I'll throw you to the tender mercies of the Shock Troopers!" Glux immediately obeyed, unwilling to tempt Ashe's wrath any further.
Going over to her monitor, Ashe brought up the blueprints for the sewers and projected a hologram of the tunnel system in the center of the ship. Glux was startled by the floating images, as if he'd never seen a hologram before.
Ashe explained everything she needed Glux to know. For obvious reasons, however, she left all the sensitive information out of the picture. Glux seemed to understand what Ashe was telling him, but not because he shared any similar visualization of the complexity of the sewer systems: he just had an inherent sense of how to move around in them and where to go.
Not realizing his lack of interest in the hologram, Ashe continued to run through where she needed to go. Glux, meanwhile, was again focused only on the bounty hunter's near nudity, still being unintentionally flaunted before his beady eyes. In her urgency to return to the task at hand, Ashe had again neglected to don more modest clothing. Glux licked his lips and rubbed his belly. He needed more relief and, his lust incited to new heights by Ashe's ongoing state of undress, he was determined to extort much more than a mere handjob.
"Glux can't focus again," he whined, interrupting Ashe's continued explication. Ashe stopped and looked at him. She immediately knew what he wanted.
"Can't it wait? I'm right in the middle of this important mission," Ashe replied, bracing her hand on her hip. She was kinda getting nervous knowing what Glux was leading up to.
"No. Glux can't remember properly if Glux needs relief," he insisted.
Ashe fought down another surge of repulsion, she wanted nothing more than to just kick the perverted alien out of her ship, preferably with a new hole in his floppy-eared head. But she couldn't get around her need for his knowledge; her hard-won position on the heist team depended on it.
"Ehm, well you can go ahead and take care of that outside," Ashe said, waving him off. But Glux didn't budge. He stood rooted to the deck, staring hungrily at Ashe.
"Could you help Glux again?" he asked. Ashe took a step back and cringed. She had known that question was coming, but she had clung to a sliver of hope that he wouldn't ask for help again.
"What?! No!" she answered in disgust. "I'm not touching that thing again." But Glux wasn't taking no for an answer. Now that he knew that Ashe needed him, she just required the right kind of persuasion, and he knew exactly what would do the trick.
Without further delay, Glux dropped the remnants of his trousers to the deck, confronting Ashe with his cock. The last time it had been unveiled was in the darkness of the sewers, so Ashe had had no idea what it really looked like, until now...
Ashe gasped in shock, covering her mouth with her hand, as Glux's cock was revealed in all its unusual alien allure. "Oh my," was all she managed to say. She was unable to tear her green eyed gaze from Glux's stalwart staff. It was purplish in color, veiny, and wet with some form of secretion. Ashe had never seen an alien penis before. She had only been with human men. Examining its shape in detail, Ashe saw that its upper end had unsheathed itself from some sort of foreskin, the shaft was wide with a thick rounded midsection, and below the base swung a weighty and swollen sack. The engorged erection was large in proportion to his size, it had to be about 8 inches long, maybe more. Atop Glux's sizeable shaft, the head was pointed, and angled upwards with a viscous fluid leaking out of its slit. Glux held back a smile as he saw Ashe staring almost enraptured at his procreative organ.
Ashe couldn't believe what she was seeing. It was so strange, so alien, but undeniably attention-grabbing. Finally breaking out of her absorption, she stammered, "Glux! Put that away, yo- you pervert!"
"Just help Glux. The sooner you help relieve Glux, the sooner Glux can help you," he insisted. Ashe didn't know what to do. Seemingly unable to command her own eyes, she kept flicking glances toward Glux's cock and then away. She felt repulsed by it, but also curious, even enamored.
"No, I'm not putting my hands on that thing again!" Ashe protested.
"But Glux needs help," Glux whined.
"No! I'm not doing it, you can 'help' yourself, pervert!" Ashe reiterated.
Letting out a sigh, Glux asked, "Can Glux at least do it here?" The very idea of a weird alien masturbating in her ship made her feel sick to her stomach.
"Of course not, why would I let you do that?!" Ashe exclaimed.
"The metalheads are outside. They will see Glux and take him away," Glux explained. Reminded that the Coalition troopers were patrolling the landing pads, Ashe was forced to agree that it would be unwise to expose the alien to the attention of the authorities. Her commitment to this high risk, high reward heist seemed to be dictating all her other choices: the overlooked coolant connection was the essence of her value to Gemini and the team, Glux was her best hope of finding the connection, and she could neither afford to reject him out of hand nor chance his falling prey to the Coalition.
Having no better option, Ashe sighed and relented, "Ugh, fine. Just don't make a mess." She hated to admit the things she was being forced to accept for the sake of this heist. Her mind repeatedly ran through all the twists and turns, debating if all this effort was worth it or whether she should just drop out of the heist and leave Gemini and her crew to their ultimate demise. But on some level, Ashe was committed to this adventure come hell or high water and she flat-out refused to back out of things now. She would just have to deal with these inconveniences, starting with this relentlessly horny alien's repulsive need for 'relief' at ridiculously brief intervals.
Unfortunately there wasn't anywhere private Glux could go to finish his business; her ship wasn't all that big. "You can use that chair over there to get your relief. I'm gonna clean my armor over here," Ashe instructed, clearly pointing to the two separate locations.
Glux reluctantly nodded and sat himself down. Wrapping two of his gnarly three-fingered hands around his purple shaft, one stacked above the other with the pointy head still overtopping the upper hand, he began to stroke himself. Ashe turned away from him and quickly resumed cleaning her armor. Scrubbing away at her breastplate, Ashe had little choice but to listen as Glux croaked and groaned in pleasure. Slightly cocking one eye, she saw him stroking furiously up and down his slime-coated alien cock. Hastily, she averted her gaze.
This was less than ideal for Glux, but he made the best of what he had. Luckily for him Ashe had forgotten yet again to cover herself more completely, so he had a full view of her shapely ass and her curvaceous hips. But the view his beady eyes coveted the most was her long sexy legs. He stroked himself eagerly, as his eyes explored every contour of her lower limbs, imagining how they would feel wrapped tightly around his waist as he mated with her.
Ashe attempted to stay focused on cleaning the recalcitrant alien cum off her armor, but found herself constantly glancing back over at Glux. She was weirdly curious. After a little while, Ashe had managed to get most of her armor cleaned off, though the worst outlines of the alien encrustation were proving resistant and the musky scent still lingered. To her dismay, however, Glux seemed no closer to concluding his own task. The sounds of his stroking and groaning rang in her mind like a musical meme that couldn't be ignored. Ashe was growing increasingly impatient.
"Aren't you done yet?" Ashe snarled, turning restlessly to face the little pervert.
"Glux not close yet," he replied. Ashe sighed in annoyance.
Having finished essentially everything she had to do, Ashe was all out of distractions. Until Glux managed to relieve himself, they couldn't continue with her mission. Worse still, she had nothing to occupy her attention other than his unending croaks of pleasure and the weirdly compelling sight of his alien cock, appearing and disappearing in the grip of his slime sloshed appendages. After a few more minutes of this, Ashe had had enough. Spinning herself around, she strode over to the horny alien.
As his near naked heroine stood glaring down at him, Glux began stroking even faster. Ashe rolled her eyes: as disgusted as she was by his antics, she was slowly growing used to his compulsive horniness and learning to live with it. But now that she had brought herself so close to him again, the smell of his pheromones and musk was sparking an incipient sensation to grow inside of her...
Ashe took a deep breath to prepare herself for what she was about to propose. "Okay, I'm gonna help you out again so we can get going with my mission. Okay, Glux?" Glux's eyes widened at this reluctant overture and he happily nodded.
Rolling her eyes, Ashe kneeled down and grasped his purple wet cock with her left hand again, not wanting her other hand to acquire any of that oddly-persistent muskiness. Glux groaned, as Ashe's warm feminine fingers enclosed his shaft again.
"Okay, hurry up and finish," Ashe ordered as she began to stroke up and down his cock. Without the filtering effect of her helmet, Ashe received the full force of Glux's powerful aroma. His musk was so strong and potent that it made her eyes water. But as she kept breathing in whiff after whiff, she again grew more accustomed to the pungent scent and the spark inside of her flickered more fiercely.
"Ogu, ogu. Ashe hand feels good!" Glux groaned out. Ashe just shook her head and continued to discharge what she was trying to treat as just another chore. Her hand rapidly became slathered with his bodily fluids.
Unrecognized by her conscious mind, the effect of Glux's pheromones and musk were gaining an increasing hold on her libido. Her body heated up and her breathing became more labored. "What the heck is happening to me?" was all she managed to ask herself. Her green orbs dilated as they were fixated on the sight of Glux's cock flexing and sloshing in her hand.
As he observed his powerful secret weapon taking its toll on his prey, Glux held back a devious smile. As diligently as Ashe was stroking his alien eructation, Glux still seemed no nearer to his orgasm. "Are you close yet?" Ashe inquired, but in a more relaxed tone now that Glux's pheromones were having their way with her.
Sensing that Ashe's inhibitions had been sufficiently eroded away, Glux was emboldened. "Glux can finish faster if you..." he trailed off.
"If I what?" Ashe asked.
Glux grabbed onto the back of Ashe's head and pulled it forward. Realizing what he wanted, Ashe released her hand from his cock and pushed against his belly, bracing her head against the tug of his hands. "I am not doing that!" Ashe protested but, with his throbbing cock now in closer proximity to her face, his pheromones worked even more effectively to further subdue her inhibitions.
"Glux will finish faster if you do," he insisted, forcing her head still closer. "Don't you want Glux to finish so he can help you?"
Ashe's eyes widened at the close-up view of his pointy tipped cock spewing his bodily fluids onto her hand and down her arm. "I- I don't know..." Ashe replied, slowly falling deeper under his spell.
"Glux needs this, help Glux," he reiterated. Ashe was now in a daze and unknowingly nodded. With one more tug from his hands on the back of her head, Ashe abandoned any further resistance. Glux groaned as his cockhead lubricated her supple lips with his viscous outpouring. Applying a final touch of pressure, Glux slipped himself into her warm mouth with ease. Ashe couldn't believe that she was allowing this perverted alien to use her mouth for his own pleasure. But in some way it seemed like the most direct course to getting back to her mission.
"ULLOYYY!" Glux croaked in extreme pleasure. He couldn't believe that this was happening.
Now that Ashe had her mouth on Glux's alien cock, a hefty dose of his powerful fluids were being imparted directly to her taste buds. Momentarily fighting her way out of the daze delivered by the taste of his salty, musky cock, Ashe tried to pull her head back from his groin. But Glux used all the strength of upper arms to pull her deeper onto his alien phallus.
Her eyes watered as his slick penis slid further down her mouth and into her throat, as more and more of his potent slime was absorbed by the sensitive taste receptors of her tongue and palate. Ashe's fists battered Glux in the thighs, but to no effect. Glux secured her wrists with his lower pair of hands and held them immobile. He knew that she would give in eventually, it was only a matter of time.
"MMMFFMM," Ashe groaned, twisting her head to try to wrench herself away from the perverted alien cock. Glux forced her head down to the base of his cock, silencing her. Grabbing her hair, he pulled her back up, then pushed her down yet again.
As Ashe was being forced to bob her head, she summoned all her strength to break free. But she felt weak and woozy, as if something was hindering her strength. To Glux's pleasure, Ashe eventually capitulated and slowly began to bob her head on her own. She didn't know what had come over her. That warm spark nestled down low in her body had billowed into a raging flame. Her eyes were dilated like saucers, and her underwear was drenched in her own moisture.
The sounds of slurping, sucking, and alien groans filled the ship. From Ashe's throat came a steady chorus of 'gluck, gluck, gluck' noises. Ashe was lost in the moment, her inhibitions were now non-existent. Rather than think about why she was willingly sucking Glux's cock, she instead focused on helping him to relieve himself. "Glux is gonna vishu!" he croaked. The import of the alien word was imprinted on Ashe's memory: she immediately understood what was going to happen. She couldn't let this thing cum in her mouth!
Struggling back to her senses again, she groaned and pushed away with all of her depleted might in an effort to avoid Glux's cumming in her mouth. "MMMFFMM," she groaned, struggling to break his grasp on her wrists. Managing to momentarily rip loose from one set of his hands, she swiftly smacked his other pair of hands from her head and attempted to withdraw her mouth from Glux's cock. But she was too late.
"UUUULLLOYYYY!" Glux grunted, as he came while Ashe's mouth remained half impaled upon his cock. Glux managed to spew a few ropes directly into Ashe's mouth before she could pull herself off of him. "GLUX FEELS GOOD!" he croaked triumphantly, shooting more ropes of his cum onto her face.
Ashe gagged at the taste of his cum on her buds. It was salty and bitter, overwhelmingly flavored with his distinctive musk, but yet she found it strangely appealing. But she quickly flung herself up and across the deck to the sink to spit it out. "Augh! What the fuck was that, Glux?!," she shouted, trying her utmost to wash his alien effusion out of her mouth.
"Glux thanks you," he sighed out in relief, happy that he managed to get a blowjob from the sexy bounty hunter. Ashe snarled in disgust.
Grabbing a toothbrush, Ashe began cleaning his alien sperm out of her mouth as thoroughly as she could. "Oh my gawd, thwis is disgwesting," she muttered with the toothbrush in her mouth. She cleaned her oral tract repeatedly since she knew that the smell of his cum had a knack for lingering.
Spitting out her third round of mouthwash, Ashe thought that was sufficient enough, though the back of her tongue still retained a tinge of salty bitterness. "Glux, if you try anything like that again I swear to god I will chop your dick off," Ashe threatened. Glux was taken aback a bit by her threat. Although he had managed to pull a blowjob from her, he didn't want to risk pushing things any further for fear of her retaliation. He knew she needed him to help her find this connection to the sewer, but what he didn't know was just how badly she needed that information. If he guessed wrong, he might easily push her too far too fast. Glux was driven by his lustful obsession, but he had not forgotten the way in which Ashe's pistol had seemingly appeared by magic in her hand each time he had seen her draw it.
"Glux sorry..." he croaked, pulling his trousers back on. "But now that Glux is relieved, Glux can focus properly." Ashe was mildly relieved at hearing that at least, but she still felt repulsed by him and herself for the things they seemed to keep getting up to.
Shaking her head to dispel her brooding thoughts, Ashe took a deep breath and composed herself, trying to suppress the memory of her sucking this perverted alien's cock as she proceeded to suit up again. "Let's just get this done," she sighed. The quicker she found what she needed, the quicker she could put this whole musk-drenched sidetrack with Glux behind her.
As she latched her helmet back on, Ashe made sure that she was fully equipped and prepared to delve back into the dark depths of the sewers. She double-checked that she was packing extra batteries, flares, and fresh glow sticks, and that the batteries were fully charged. Ashe scanned her ship's external cameras to see if the Shock Troopers were still patrolling the landing pads. Fortuitously, they appeared to be long gone. Opening the entry hatch of her ship, she strode over to Glux and flicked him in the forehead. "It's time to go," she ordered. Glux flinched, more surprised than injured by the tap to his head, before nodding.



Walking down the platform of her ship, she cautiously swept her green orbs over her surroundings again just to be certain that none of the Coalition troopers were still lurking about. Satisfied that they were safe, at least for the moment, she stepped out from the cover of her hatch and all the way off her ship's ramp. Glux waddled closely behind her as she turned to close the entry hatch.
Exiting the sliding doors of the landing pad station, Ashe and Glux made their way back towards the deeper parts of the city. As they walked, Ashe's attention was drawn to the sky by the loud rumbling of a Coalition cruiser ship flying overhead, escorted by wings of fighters and several corvettes. The roar of their massive engines made it hard to hear anything else. The passage of the massive ships above them failed to faze the onlookers who plied the city's walkways in their usual bustling throngs. It was common to see naval ships transiting the city's airspace: Antares IV was home to a naval shipyard located just outside of the city. In fact, a significant fraction of the city's economy derived from providing support services to the shipyard and entertainment to its workers, administration, and ship crews.
But what was somewhat disconcerting to Ashe was the way that the massive ship that formed the centerpiece of the formation stopped and hovered just above the city's massive high-rises, casting an ominous shadow across their usually gleaming flanks. As big as the cruiser was, it still wasn't the largest naval ship that the Coalition had in its vast arsenal. During Ashe's time in the military, she'd seen even bigger. Yet, as the cruiser dwarfed the city's mightiest buildings, its size was magnified out of all proportion. Ashe took note of the cruiser's placement over the city. It seemed deliberately chosen to communicate a thinly-veiled message of the Coalition's military might to the city's huddled masses. But Ashe concluded that the cruiser's presence was more likely related to the celebration in a couple of days, the day of the heist.
The ominous bulk of the cruiser was left behind as the bounty hunter and her alien cohort stopped just inside the entrance to the sewers. Ashe brought up the track she'd downloaded from the city's database into her tac pad's navigation program. "Alright, Glux, let's head in," she ordered. Glux nodded and entered the sewer tunnels, with Ashe following alertly behind.
Once the pair reached the point where Ashe's blueprints ended, she informed Glux that this was where he needed to take over. Giving Ashe a nod, he immediately turned right into a tunnel and strode on. As they twisted and turned their way deeper into the complicated labyrinth, Ashe made sure to track their path so she wouldn't be solely reliant on Glux to find her way out.
Taking one final turn, Glux stopped at a dead end. "Uh, why did you stop?" Ashe asked, looking up from her tac pad.
"Here," Glux said pointing at the wall. Ashe checked her nav app again. According to the map of the facility, and where they were on her tac pad, this was indeed the right place. But there was nothing but a blank wall in front of them.
Walking up to the wall, Ashe spread her hands on its unassuming surface and started to feel around. "They might have closed this sewer off when the facility was built," Ashe thought. Luckily, Ashe had brought some tools with her. Reaching in her satchel, she brought out a pointy little device and placed it against the obstruction.
"What is that?" Glux curiously asked.
"It's a Humming Drone," Ashe answered as she set up the device. Glux curiously tilted his head. "It will drill a small hole through this wall so I can see what's on the other side," she added.
Ashe pressed two little buttons on either side of the drone to activate it. A small thruster turned on and began to slowly but surely bore its way into the wall. While waiting for the drone to do its work, Ashe checked her tac pad again to make sure they were indeed at the closest approach to the coolant drain. If this was the nexus she had been searching for, then hopefully she could put this whole thing with the creepy little alien behind her.
But as the drone continued to drill, she took some time to scrutinize the stubby, four-armed alien. What lay ahead for the unlikely juxtaposition of the two of them if she found what she was looking for? Notwithstanding the recurring repulsiveness of his all-too-frequent spells of requiring 'relief," for some inarticulable reason she felt oddly attached to him: but that could be attributed to the lingering effect of his pheromones in her system. She also felt like they shared some sort of weird companionship. Like he was some sort of perverted side kick. Her thoughts drifted to the kind of payment he would likely demand after all this was done. A shiver ran down her spine. She knew exactly what he would ask for. And it definitely wasn't gonna be credits.
The drone chirped to signal that it had finished drilling and had penetrated through to the far side of the wall. Ashe examined the hole it had made. Her eyes widened as she saw a small ray of light shining out of the hole. "Yes!" she cheered. The Humming Drone also functioned as a reconnaissance device, so she opened her tac pad to activate the drone's camera. It was the work of a moment to bring a view of the other side of the wall up on the screen of her pad.
Ashe brought up the drone's hovering feature and began to remotely pan its camera around the area behind the wall. Almost immediately, she discerned a stream of lightly steaming water pouring out of a drainage pipe from within the facility and emptying into the very drain she had been hoping to find. The coolant water flowed down a steep dropoff and directly into the grate for the runoff down below. Luckily, there was a catwalk just above the flowing water, so access would be pretty easy.
Moving the drone around, she moved it out of the immediate vicinity of the drain to gain a wider view of the situation. She could see that the catwalk also led out of the drain, connecting with a stairway that led up to a higher level of the facility. Ashe nervously noted that several Coalition soldiers were patrolling the area just beyond the upper landing of the stairway. She also saw that a number of cargo containers had been strategically placed on all sides of the landing, maximizing coverage of the area. Ashe knew exactly what those containers were for. When remotely activated, the sides of the containers would slide up and a rack of Spectre Drones would extend out into the open.
Ashe had prior experience with the Spectre combat drones. During a peacekeeping deployment on the planet Solari, she had been trained to operate the drones in order to suppress a local band of raiders who had been stealing from Coalition mining facilities. Ashe knew just how combat effective those Spectre Drones could be. Their durability, advanced targeting systems, and ability to think for themselves in a variety of hostile situations had rendered them notorious throughout the galaxy. Their impressive utility made it mandatory for them to be stocked in almost every Coalition facility, base, and government building across the galaxy. That was one more reason why the Coalition was almost never spread too thinly. Ashe wondered how they were going to get around the deployment of the drones: the slightest detection of an alert by a Spectre operator would mean death.
Recalling her own tiny drone, Ashe reached for an explosive charge and attached it to the wall. She would activate the charge, blowing a hole in the wall when the time was right.
"What's that?" Glux wondered in his nosy way. Ashe sighed, it was if she had been saddled with an overly-inquisitive nosy child.
"Er- you don't need to know. Just, whatever you do, do not touch this," Ashe stated clearly. Glux tilted his head.
"Touch?" Glux replied.
"Ugh, no! Don't touch!" Ashe frustratingly reiterated, walking over to and flicking him in the forehead.
As her drone crawled back out its hole on the sewer side of the wall, Ashe grabbed it and tucked it away in her satchel. "Okay, Glux, I got what I needed. Thank you," Ashe said to the alien. They just stood and stared awkwardly at each other. Glux knew what he wanted from her, and Ashe did too.
Ashe's heart raced in anticipation waiting for one or the other of them to say what they were both thinking. She had a strong urge just to silence him forever for being a loose end. Not to mention a repulsive pervert. But Ashe wasn't quite that cold blooded, and something deep inside her was overruling her murderous inclination. Then Glux finally broke the silence, "Glux would like his reward now." Ashe's heart dropped yet again.
Without a word, Glux dropped his trousers onto the sewer floor, revealing his already hard cock in the light of her headlamp. Ashe gasped again upon seeing it. "I didn't say that I would do that again," Ashe uttered.
"Glux has been so helpful to you. Glux deserves this," he replied, beginning to stroke his long thick pointy-headed purple phallus.
Ashe took a step back, staring at his reproductive organ. She knew she should have felt disgusted but, oddly, she had already grown used to its unusual appearance. Watching the viscous fluids already dripping from its tip caused those warm feelings to well up from within her core.
""I- I really shouldn't..." Ashe half-heartedly replied. Glux was slightly disappointed by her words, but he wasn't going to take no for an answer.
Waddling over to Ashe, Glux quickly wrapped all of his arms around her, hugged her tightly. "Ugh, Glux! I really don't want to do this again. Please get off of me," Ashe said, taken aback, shoving her hands against his face to push him away from her.
"Pleeaassee, one more time," Glux pleaded, beginning to hump his crotch into hers. Ashe gasped as his ample penis poked her in her covered privates. That internal warmth grew more intense.
Glux began humping Ashe ferociously. Her efforts to pry him off were futile against the python-like coil of his four arms wrapped around her armored torso. "Augh, Gl- Glux, get the fuck off of me," she groaned. He ignored her pleas and moved his lower set of hands down to grope her cheeks, one limb at a time, never releasing his grip. Ashe's groans turned into slight moans as his penis kept poking provocatively and his groping hands kneaded deep into the firm musculature of her ass. That warmth inside of her bloomed brighter and her breathing slowed and labored in her chest.
"Why am I feeling like this?" Ashe thought in disbelief. She should be feeling disgusted, repulsed, but she couldn't seem to summon those emotions from wherever they were hiding. Hell, she ought to be reaching for her gun right about now. But that didn't even cross her mind.
"Please, help Glux one more time," the horny little alien repeated. Trying to repress her strong desire to moan, Ashe contemplated his pleas, turning them over in the heated jumble of her thoughts. Her inhibitions were being rapidly eroded away by every poke and grope Glux perpetrated upon her receptive flesh. Ashe rationalized that this was the last interaction she ever needed to have with Glux: the last of his obsessive demands for 'relief.'
"Ah, shit," Ashe grunted, as her feminine parts absorbed yet another poke. Her womanly wetness was leaking into her underwear.
"Help Glux," he repeated again, poking even harder, further stimulating her quickly-lubricating lips.
Ashe remained silent, still wavering about how she should react to Glux's latest sexual overture. "This is the last time you'll see this pervert, just do it and get this done and over with," said the voice in her head. After a few more minutes of contemplating, Ashe took a deep breath and sighed, "Fine. Let's just hurry up and get this done..."
Glux was elated to hear this. "Thank you!" he croaked in glee.
"Yeah, yeah, whatever," Ashe replied. "Could you let go of me so I can, you know..."
Glux nodded and released her from his grasp. This would have been her opportunity to try to extricate herself from the situation, but Ashe's thought processes no longer recognized that option. Knowing just what she needed to do, Ashe removed her left glove and lowered herself down to her knees. As she wrapped her slender fingers around his wet swollen cock, Glux groaned gutterally in pleasure. Soon the liquid slicking sounds of Ashe stroking Glux resounded off the refractive surfaces of the sewer vault. As much as Glux enjoyed Ashe's soft firm palm as she slathered his precum up and down his organ, he longed even more for the encircling warmth of her mouth.
After a few minutes of jerking Glux off, Ashe's hand was now coated in the slimy exudations of his pointy protuberance. "Are you close yet?" Ashe queried. Glux shook his head no.
Sensing an impending opportunity, Glux asked, "Could Glux use your mouth?"
Ashe leaned back a little and said, "I am not putting that in my mouth again." Glux pushed his hips forward and smushed his wet tip against her visor. "Augh, what the hell?!" Ashe exclaimed. Glux continued to press and smear the effusions of his wet tip all over her helmet's visual portal.
Ashe tried to pull her head back, but Glux used his hands, reversing the inclination of her head. "God, he is strong," Ashe thought, feeling his irresistible grip on her head. Not wanting her helmet to accumulate even more of his cock slime, Ashe relented. "Ugh, okay, okay. I will 'help'." She couldn't believe she was gonna do this for him again.
Removing her helmet, she set it on the ground next to her, trying to avoid spreading his secretions to the glove on her right hand. This small section of the sewers was now illuminated by the headlamp on her helmet, like a spotlight shining on a stage. No longer filtered out by her helmet, the smell of Glux's musk immediately permeated Ashe's nostrils. Each molecule of musk docked with one of her scent receptors, instructing her neurotransmitters to amplify that ball of warm sensation that was already expanding inside her. Ashe's excitement multiplied by tenfold, sharply lowering her inhibitions. Glux plopped his wet shaft onto her face. His secretions leaked in viscous rivulets that ran down the flawless skin of her cheeks and collected in the corners of her lips, causing Ashe's mouth to water and her thighs to clench together around the moistness drenching her undergarments.
With no need to persuade her further, Glux slid his cock down the sweet curves of Ashe's face along the path already traced by his secretions and inserted his pointy tip directly into her mouth. "Guraga," Glux uttered in pleasure as the warm mouth of his fantasy woman engulfed his phallus. Ashe groaned, allowing his warm, slimy cock to slide into her oral cavity with ease. Her eyes dilated as her taste buds imbibed another hefty dose of his aphrodisiac like pheromones. As still more of the lust inducing chemicals entered her system. Ashe's loins involuntarily rubbed together.
Still gripping her head in the firm grip of his upper pair of three fingered appendagges, Glux thrust forward, using his pointed cock tip to wedge open her throat for the fat middle segment of his phallus to follow. Glux enthusiastically fucked Ashe's throat, eliciting the signature 'gluck, gluck, gluck'-ing sounds that he had reveled in once before. Slurping and sucking reverberated far beyond the softly illuminated sphere within which the perversely matched pair acted out their libidinous performance. Glux was in heaven once again. He smiled deviously: the more of his pheromones that Ashe absorbed, the more easily she would succumb to the further ways she would be required to service him. Ashe was being force fed the means of her deeper debasement.
The glucking sounds his alien cock was plucking from the depths of Ashe's throat rang like music in Glux's floppy ears. Looking down at Ashe, he saw how lost she was in her musk-induced daze. She was solely focused on pleasing Glux. Sensing that she was now sufficiently sedated for him to extract yet more depraved pleasures from her, Glux withdrew his cock from Ashe's mouth. Strings of his secretions mixed with her saliva hung suspended between her mouth and his cock head.
Crouching down, Glux swiftly stripped Ashe's armor off her bodysuit. As brief as it was, this pause permitted Ashe to recover some grasp on what was happening to her. But before she could formulate any course of action, Glux unfurled his long tongue into her mouth, entwining it around Ashe's own tongue, tickling the opening to her throat, and exposing her to a further infusion of musky pheromones from his spicy saliva. Her eyes widening at this fresh invasion of her orifice, Ashe tried to disgorge his pliable organ. But Glux locked his lips against hers, further melding their mouths together. Her resistance waned again, and Glux continued stripping segments of armor from his subdued prey. Glux had been fixated on Ashe's alluring form when she had previously removed and reattached her armor, back in her jumpship, so he was already adept in the mechanisms by which it could quickly be detached. His dexterity was only aided by his use of all four of his hands: the various pieces of armored plate that protected her person quickly piled up within the warmly lit circle of the sewer tunnel. The entire upper part of her body was soon revealed to the lustful gaze of his beady eyes. Glux's cock throbbed and spurted out extra dollops of liquid as the contours of Ashe's shapely chest emerged into view, accentuated by the taut fabric of her bodysuit's top.
Brooking no further delay, Glux plunged his digits into the resilient flesh of her boobs. "Mmhhmmff," Ashe groaned into Glux's mouth as he eagerly groped her. His lengthy alien tongue swirled around her smaller human one, dominating the combined space of their oral cavities. The perverted alien squeezed and deformed her shapely mammaries with his three-fingered hands. Ashe continued to groan, but her groans were not those of disgust or displeasure. They were instead the helpless groans of unspeakable pleasure!
Ashe couldn't believe what was happening to her. She was making out with this perverted alien while he groped her defenseless boobs, relentlessly stimulating two of her erogenous areas at once. Under the sway of his pheromones, she was unable to think of any alternative course of action. She should have been feeling disgusted, repulsed! But she was weirdly enthralled by Glux's musk and by his ongoing oral and digital manipulation. Ashe's body kept betraying her with every squeeze of her tit-flesh and every slippery slither of his prehensile tongue: pleasure signals sizzled through her body, reducing her brain to an overheated bowl of mush.
Removing one of his hands from his mauling of Ashe's chest, Glux snagged the zipper of her undersuit and began to pull it down. Ashe's eyes widened with the realization that one of her last layers of defense was being breached. But she was too deeply enamored in her haze of lust to fight back. Opening her zipper all the way down to her navel, Glux spread her suit open, exposing her breasts to the chill air of the sewers. Ashe gasped at her exposure, goosebumps breaking out on her newly-bared breasts. Extricating his long tongue from its entwinement in Ashe's mouth, Glux's eyes feasted on the bounty hunter's fully exposed breasts. He drool sluiced out of his mouth and coursed from the hollow of her throat down over her perfectly shaped globes. Bending his head down, he began greedily sucking and licking her lush mammaries.
"Ah, oh my god! Glux!" Ashe moaned. For some time, Ashe had recognized that the warm furnace of sensation inside of her could be nothing other than the onset of her own surging horniness and arousal. Try as she might to deny the heat rising within her, the more Glux stoked the pulses of her passion, the more she was forced to own the coils of lust convecting up from her heated depths.



Glux gulped and gobbled away at Ashe's boobs. He sucked like he was trying to consume her breast milk, though she didn't have any...yet. Succumbing to another barrage of his licks and sucks, Ashe involuntarily wrapped her arms around Glux's short, wide neck, pulling him closer to her. Glux was delighted at how far Ashe had surrendered to her own upwelling of arousal.
Growing bolder still, Glux proceeded with the next step in his campaign to disrobe the irresistible bounty hunter, peeling that pesky bodysuit further off her. Glux employed his numerous limbs to assist Ashe out of the sleeves of her suit. "Woah, Glux. What are you doing to me?" Ashe asked in a breathy voice.
"Glux needs you naked," he responded. Ashe's eyes widened. Before she could object, Glux forced her down onto the cold concrete floor. As if she were merely a spectator at her own seduction, she watched in shock and musk-induced arousal as the four-armed alien nimbly stripped the last of her armor off of her long legs.
"Glu- Glux! Why are you doing this?!" Ashe urgently queried.
"Glux will help relieve you, too," he croaked. "You've been stressed lately. You need this as much as Glux does." Bemused, Ashe thought about what he said as if the lascivious troll was advancing a serious and logical argument. Looking back, she had been stressed lately. Going back well before the things Glux was aware of - being lost in the sewers, the front row seat at the firefight, and the subsequent search by the troopers - there had been the irritating exchange with customs, the tense negotiation with Gemini, and the pressure to locate the critical coolant connect. Not to overlook the repulsive perversity of being forced to 'relieve' Glux at ever-decreasing intervals. But now, she was being swept helplessly along in her own need for physical release, no matter if that need arose as a result of Glux's ceaseless compulsion or her own urge to push the envelope of edgy thrill and adventure. Glux's pheromones continued to course through Ashe's system, but maybe they had found a welcome reception in her own unrecognized need to escape tensions and gain relief from stresses that had been building up inside her for who knows how long.
Removing Ashe's boots, Glux tossed them on the growing pile of the rest of her gear and gadgets. Other than her undersuit which still insulated her from the waist down, the alien had entirely divested the beauteous bounty hunter of all her layers of clothing and armor. Glux and Ashe now locked eyes, the light from her helmet lamp glinting off the look of lust they could see in each other's eyes. Glux had been waiting for this moment for so long. It seemed like he had been stalking the bounty hunter for an endless length of time, his need to mate with her, to use her body to propagate his species, only awaiting this long dreamed-of opportunity!
Little was known about the Ulgoids by the public. They were rarely encountered across the galaxy since the Coalition launched a bloody war on Glux's people for their valuable resources far out on the galaxy's outer rim. Almost nothing was left of Glux's home planet of Ulgoidos except ashes and glass. The Coalition had scorched their atmosphere, bombed their cities into rubble, and poisoned their land. The Coalition hadn't cared that they had nearly exterminated his people. All they had wanted was to pillage the remains of his world for the valuable resources they ripped out of the land.
Evolution had adapted the Ulgoids to be able to reproduce with a plethora of species across the galaxy. No one knew why and how. Perhaps it had to do with their hardy lifestyle and demanding upbringing.
But now all that tragic history and exacting evolution had led down to this one charged moment in the lives of the thrill seeking human female and the lust driven alien male, acting out their needs and compulsions within the circumscribed confines of this flickering globe of light in the darkest depths of the sewer system. Glux's time had come! Gathering the fabric of Ashe's undersuit into his grubby three-fingered hands, Glux eagerly ripped away the last pesky remnants of clothing that concealed Ashe's inviting body. Ashe could only look on impotently as her suit was peeled off her lower limbs and cast aside on the heap of her other belongings. She was now only in her scanty underwear on the cold damp concrete floor of the sewers.
"Glux! Why do you want me naked?!" she asked.
"Glux will make you feel good," he answered, dropping his cloak to the ground. Ashe gasped at his fully unclothed form as it crouched above her. "Ashe needs relief, too. Glux can sense it."
"Wha- Glux! St- stop. I can't do this!" She exclaimed, trying to push Glux away with her feet. But he turned her efforts against her, grabbing her ankles and jerking her legs straight up into the air. With his extra pair of arms, he grasped the hem of her underwear and slid them in one fluid movement up the length of her immobilized legs. With these thrown aside, nothing was left to shield her exposed and dripping human pussy from Glux's hungry alien stare.
Ashe's heart pounded out of her chest. She was now fully naked, alone with this perverted alien deep in the sewers. No one knew they were there; no one would be able to find her. "Glux, what do you want?" she asked in a breathy voice.
"Glux needs to mate with Ashe..." he replied. The word mate assaulted her ears with physical force. She couldn't have sex with this alien! She still couldn't conceive why he even entertained this innate inexplicable attraction to her. They weren't even members of the same species.
"We- can't have sex!" Ashe insisted. But her refusal was ineffectual. Glux was dead set on completing his conquest of this human female. Nothing would deter him now.
Splaying her legs, Glux hovered his dripping cock above her crotch, then began lowering himself so that the droplets of his slime were splashing directly onto her quivering mound. Ashe gasped and her mouth hung agape as she eyed the throbbing organ poised so closely over her moist pussy. She unknowingly bit the corner of her lips at the warmth radiating off of Glux's palpitating phallus.
"Glux and Ashe mate," he stated. Ashe was so fixated on his cock that she made no response.
Grabbing her by the backs of her knees, Glux spread her legs wide, holding her immovably open for his remorseless advance. Pulling his hips back, he positioned the pointed tip of his cock between the petals which had flowered apart on either side of the pink portal of Ashe's now sopping pussy. "Glux, we can't..." she weakly protested. But at this point, her mind and body had totally betrayed her, and there was no stopping what she knew was coming.
All alternative versions of events had collapsed, vanished into the unchangeable maw of the past. Only this inevitable moment would now be born into existence, forever defining the future that would unfold from this point onward, in strict accordance with Glux's plan and the reproductive imperatives of his species. Glux's hips pivoted inexorably forward. Ashe's eyes shot open as, with an irresistible slither, his slippery alien cock insinuated itself into the depths of her pussy. Ashe could do nothing but gasp in pleasure as her velvety walls fully accepted the intruder, contorting themselves to wrap around the unaccustomed bulk of Glux's unfamiliar penis.
"ULLOYY," Glux croaked, finally feeding the entire length of his cock into the warm wet welcoming depths of this female bounty hunter who was his soon-to-be mate. Grabbing onto her hips, Glux began to piston himself in and out of her.
"Ah ah ah, Gl- Glux, oh my," Ashe moaned in surprised pleasure. The shape of Glux's penis was definitely different from that of a human. But with every additional thrust, her pussy adapted and molded to his alien form. She was loving how he felt inside of her. His pheromones may have been playing a huge role in her state of lust. But the shape of his cock was hitting all her special spots perfectly.
"Does Ashe feel good?" Glux grunted, thrusting harder.
"Ah, mmfuck, yes! I feel so good!" Ashe moaned.
Glux was elated to confirm how far she had fallen under his spell. He had achieved his goal of mating with Ashe. He would gladly linger here until the end of days and mate with her relentlessly, over and over again. Leaning down, Glux released his main pair of arms and grabbed onto Ashe's wrists, pinning her single pair of arms together above her head.
"OH! Glux, you unstoppable pervert," Ashe said, in a playful, moaning voice.
His pointy cock head repeatedly kissed Ashe's cervix, at times even wedging itself into the tiny mouth of the opening to her womb, and sending her over the edge. "AHHH, FUUCKK!" she wailed, cumming on his alien cock. Her interior folds clung tightly around his throbbing member. She gushed her juices everywhere. Glux groaned, as he felt her tighten up around him. But Glux didn't allow her any rest, he just kept thrusting insistently away.
"Guraga!" Glux involuntarily croaked. As he locked his beady eyes with Ashe's green globes, her mouth gaped open and her tongue lolled out of her luscious lips. "You like Glux inside of you?" he queried.
Ashe nodded and replied, "Ah, yes! I like Glux inside of me! Yes! Keep fucking me like that! Right there, Glux, right there!" Glux thrust deeper and harder upon hearing her assent. He was going to milk every second of sensation out of this euphoric experience.
The slapping of flesh and the moans of human and alien alike filled this little corner of the sewers deep under the city. Ashe and Glux were now drenched in sweat. Getting tired of bracing her legs apart, Glux released the grip of his lower arms from under Ashe's knees. To his pleasurable surprise, she immediately wrapped her long legs around his hips, pulling him deeper. Their faces were now close to each other. They could feel their hot steamy breaths hitting each other.
"Glux, I can't believe you're fucking me. This is so wrong, but it feels so good!" Ashe moaned. "Now shove that long tongue of yours in my mouth." She was so lost in the lust that she had no control of what she was saying. Glux didn't even nod to her request, he just lowered his head and slipped his tongue down her throat yet again.
The wet slapping of their flesh continued to echo through the sewers. Glux and Ashe panted heavily as they fucked on the cold concret beneath them. Ashe was completely under his spell. She wasn't focused on how gross or how alien the male on top of her was, but on how thoroughly well he was fucking her. She could feel every detail of his alien cock sliding in and out of her dripping pussy. Her insides were blazing hot and her neurons were firing on all cylinders. She loved this! The thought crossed her mind that she might never go back to having sex with human males.
Withdrawing his tongue from her mouth, Glux said, "Glux wants you turned around." Ashe was a bit confused by what he meant but, before she could say anything, he momentarily slipped his cock out of the clutches of her canal. Ashe bemoaned the loss of the feeling of sublime fullness. Glux released his grip on her hands above her head and spun her over onto her stomach. Ashe quivered a bit, feeling her wet chest resting on the cold, damp concrete floor.
"Oh! Glux, you gonna fuck me like this now?" Ashe asked in a husky voice, getting up on all fours.
"Glux is gonna make you feel really good like this," he agreed.
Crouching down with Ashe's legs down between his, Glux grabbed her hips and raised her up to him. He licked his lips as her exposed back arched perfectly for him. Gripping the base of his cock, he swiftly reinserted his wet cock deep into her pussy, right where it belonged. They both moaned at the superb sensation of joining their sex organs together again.
Leaning down onto her back, Glux snaked his second pair of arms under her torso and began to grope Ashe's shapely mammaries. The combination of his pistoning cock and groping hands caused Ashe to reach yet another orgasm.
"AUUGGH, YESS, GLUX!" she wailed as she came. Glux continued to thrust ferociously. "Ah ah ah, uh uh, Gl- Glux please, let me rest! I need to rest!" she pleaded, quivering from her orgasm.
"No, Glux needs to keep mating. Glux can't stop," he replied, thrusting even deeper, causing Ashe's green eyes to roll back behind her lids.
Ashe collapsed on the damp concrete floor and lay limp in total ecstasy as Glux kept thrusting his addictive cock in and out of her dripping pussy. All that could be heard was their heavy breathing. Wanting to dominate Ashe more, Glux grabbed her arms and pinned them behind her back.
"Ah ah, oh my! Glux! You're really trying to mate with me, huh?" she playfully moaned, not realizing how intent he was on actually trying to breed her. Glux just let out an alien growl, he was at full throttle, in full heat mode. His sole focus was to mate with Ashe.
A mixture of Ashe's juices and Glux's secretions began to overflow out of her pussy and leak down her inner thighs. Her cheeks rippled with every thrust from Glux and the sounds of their flesh slapping rang in her ears. Ashe was now fully on board with this obscene miscegenation; she was loving every second of the fucking she was getting from this perverted alien; she never wanted it to end.
Wanting to see his human female's pretty face again, Glux flipped Ashe back over on her back without withdrawing his cock from inside her. She gasped as she was jerked around as helplessly as a rag doll to face her alien counterpart.
Gripping her behind her knees again, Glux pinned her down into a classic male-on-top mating press. "Ah, yes! Pin me down and fuck me just like that, Glux!" Ashe moaned. Her words of encouragement caused him to roll his hips with even more precision. The pointy head of his cock repeatedly kissed and burrowed into the small entrance of her womb.
"Glux is about to vishu!" he announced, sensing his impending orgasm.
Ashe's eyes widened hearing the now-familiar word. He was about to cum deep inside of her! Ashe hazily processed the prospect of this alien cumming at the very threshold of her womb. A small part of her wanted him to pull out, but another dictated that she let him finish as deep inside her as only he could get. Ashe couldn't decide how she felt. And, while she debated the consequences, her choices were being quickly nullified by every thrust from Glux. She rationalized that no conceivable harm would result, even if she let him. "It's not like he can get me pregnant," she concluded with relief. Even if she hadn't wanted Glux to cum in her - and she was far from clear on this point in her own mind - it wasn't like she could have done anything to prevent him from inseminating her. Not only did he have her pinned beneath him with all his weight on top of her, but he had her firmly affixed in the grasp of all four of his inordinately strong hands. Ashe felt a bizarre kind of comfort at not having to take any responsibility for the course of events that was rushing over her.
"GLUX IS GONNA VISHU!" he announced again. Ashe could feel his slimy cock start to contract in her pussy.
"Yes, Glux, vishu! Vishu for me! Vishu inside of me!" Ashe assimilated his language into her dirty talk.
Her use of his people's language sent Glux over the edge. Slamming all his weight down into her, he drove his cock as far as it could go into her warm depths. The tip of his cock borrowed directly into the tiny entrance of her womb. Ashe was about to be properly seeded by Glux. He was going to make her his, he was going to breed her. He might need to cum inside her a few more times to make sure that his body had fully adapted to her anatomy and to guarantee her impregnation, but as far as Glux was concerned, her fate was now sealed. There was no way she could avoid bearing his babies.
""ULLLOYYY!", Glux croaked loudly. He began to inject Ashe's body with his alien cum. He spewed rope after rope of his seed directly into her womb.
"Oh my god!" Ashe gasped, rolling her eyes back and clenching her toes as her womb was filled to the brim with the warmth of his thick alien seed. As she felt his ooze sloshing around inside her ultimate and most precious sanctuary, Ashe was unexpectedly seized by another lengthy set of convulsions. Her tight wet walls squeezed the girth of his cock, milking it for all its cum. The circumference of her cervix cinched down on the groove behind the pointy head of his cock, ensuring that each fresh injection of his love sauce was aimed directly into her thirsty uterus. Glux lowered his head, his ears flopping down to enfold and caress her cheeks, as he slipped his long tongue back into her mouth, engulfing Ashe's moans of pleasure. As he kept pumping her full of his seed, their tongues twirled together and Glux transferred more of his pheromone laced saliva into her system. He was making Ashe his. Glux wanted her hooked on him and this spectacularly successful copulation was proof of how far she had already fallen under his spell.
Giving Ashe a few final thrusts, Glux unloaded the last of his seed into her. But wanting to let his cum soak in her womb, he kept his cock implanted in her depths as he collapsed on her body. Glux released Ashe's legs from his fierce hold, allowing her to fully relax as well. He also reeled his tongue back into his own mouth from hers, allowing them both to replenish the oxygen debt they had accumulated while achieving their epic orgasmic high.
"Fuck, Glux, tha- that was amazing," Ashe averred in a breathy voice. Glux just grunted in agreement. He couldn't believe what he had accomplished. He had mated with his fantasy lover in the flesh. He prayed to his gods that this wasn't just some hyper-realistic dream that he was having in the back of that alley next to The Afterlife. But this wasn't just a dream, this was now his reality. A new direction not just for himself and the offspring he was bestowing on this fit and fertile female, but for the entire Ulgoidan species. He had finally caught a break in his shabby life in the shadows.
"Glux told you that he would help you relax," he panted.
"I'm definitely relaxed," Ashe agreed.
But as they lay there, recovering their breath, Ashe's thoughts were awhirl with everything that just had happened to her. Her mind was still under the spell of Glux's pheromones, yet she still managed to conjure up some inner thoughts. "I can't believe I let this pervert have his way with me and fuck me..." she thought. Ashe wanted to feel disgusted with herself, but he had made her feel so good! Ashe's mind was in deep disarray. She had no definite idea of how she should be feeling about Glux now.
But her inner thoughts were interrupted by a twitch deep in her filled pussy. Glux was still inside of her and his insatiable inhuman organ was rearing up again in readiness for another fucking. With her lustful daze diminishing and the effects of his pheromones beginning to recede, Ashe mustered all her willpower to resist any further advances.
"Glux, I think that's enough," Ashe stated, straining to shove his weight up and off of her. Glux was disappointed to realize that Ashe's inhibitions were resurfacing. But he smiled knowing he could easily snuff out her incipient resistance.
"Glux needs to mate again," he stated, lifting his torso up with his main pair of arms and hovering over her.
Ashe's eyes widened as she continued to regain her senses and her daze retreated further. "We can't mate again, I already went too far. I shouldn't have let you fuck me at all. You got your reward, now get off of me. I've got places to be," she tried to explain.
"But Glux made you feel good. Relaxed. Don't you want to feel good again?" he argued. Ashe was taken aback by these assertions, memories of their intense fucking flooding back through the pleasure centers of her brain. That pulsing core of arousal started to glow inside of her once again.



"Uh, ye- yes, but we can't do this again. We just can't," Ashe said, pushing harder on his chest.
"But why not?" Glux asked, tilting his head.
"Glux, we just can't," Ashe reiterated without managing to come up with a real reason. Even as she struggled to articulate why they shouldn't have more sex, she fell back into an internal debate. Glux had just made her feel better than any human man ever had and a part of her mind remained hungry for more.
"Glux mate again," he insisted. Ashe could feel his cock throbbing back to hardness inside her still tingling pussy.
"Glux, just get off me, I have things I need to do!" Ashe ordered, recalling her original mission at last. The heist, the coolant drain! But her horniness was resurging right along with her recollections as Glux flexed his cock inside her. He retracted his hips and then hunched forward into her again undeterred. "Gl- oh, oohhh," she moaned, feeling his alien cock resume its ravishing rhythm within her love canal.
"See. Glux makes you feel good. Just stay here with Glux for a little longer. We can both relieve ourselves more," he said suggestively.
Ashe's determination was waning, she was falling deeper into the rabbit hole with each thrust, with each passing moment. The lascivious reciprocation of his cock was casting her back into a lustful daze. "Glux we ca- oh. Mmm, yes. That feels good," she mewled.
With each renewal of Glux's thrusting, the excess cum that had accumulated inside Ashe was forced out of her fully stretched vagina by his girth. Ashe's inhibitions were quickly melting away as she fell under the influence of his horny spell once again. But before their fucking could really build up a new head of steam, Ashe was distracted by an echo somewhere within the sewer. Turning her head in an attempt to pinpoint the direction of the sound, she listened intently. Glux, meanwhile, was too focused on his renewed attentions to Ashe's succulent interior to realize what was happening.
As the noises drew steadily closer to their out-of-the-way alcove in the sewer, Ashe was able to distinguish the sounds of people talking just around the set of bends in the tunnel that disguised their hideaway. They couldn't afford to be caught anywhere near the crucial coolant connection! Urgently, Ashe tapped Glux on the shoulder. "Glux get off of me!" she hissed. "People are coming!"
As the approaching sounds encroached on his awareness, Glux's lustful daze was broken at last. As his attention wavered, Ashe applied all her strength to shove Glux off. In spite of her success and her increasing urgency, she quivered a bit at the emptiness his cock left behind as it slid out of her on a fresh outpouring of his thick cum.
Quickly getting up, Ashe hastily began to grab her things off the sewer floor. Her heart was pounding against her ribs as the voices down the tunnel came closer and closer. "Glux! Help me pick up my stuff!" she urgently ordered.
"No time, just hide it," Glux insisted. Shaking her head, Ashe stashed her stuff as deep in an indentation in the side of the tunnel as she could in the short time available. Hoping no one would notice the narrow aperture as she stuffed the last of her armor pieces within it, Ashe was now distressed to see headlight beams lancing through the darkness.
Turning toward Glux, she said, "Shit! Where do we hide?!" Quickly calling upon his inherent familiarity with the tunnel layout, Glux spotted an obscure side corridor that branched away from the larger tunnel they were in. Waving for Ashe to follow, Glux scurried over to what looked like nothing more than a shadow of one of the supports bracing the main tunnel and disappeared from view. In her haste to follow in the alien's footprints, Ashe almost forgot to turn off her helmet's headlamp. But as soon as she toggled off the lamp, she was consumed by darkness and could no longer locate Glux's hiding spot. Running her hands along the wall in front of her, Ashe searched blindly for the hidden opening.
"Glux!" she whispered. "Where are you?!" Ashe's panic grew the closer the lights got to the last remaining bend in the tunnel. "Glu-." she whispered frantically, but was interrupted as the alien grabbed her wrist and pulled her into the hiding spot.
They compressed themselves as deeply as they could into a space that was barely big enough for the two of them. Maybe it was just as well that Ashe had lacked the time to bulk up her body with her armor and gear. Squeezed together face to face and chest to breasts, Ashe could feel the heat of Glux's breath huffing across the goosebumps that had sprung up upon the hills of her mammaries. Glux exulted in this renewed intimacy with Ashe. He reveled in her feminine presence. With his night vision, he hungrily eyed her naked sweaty body before him.
Meanwhile, Ashe's combat instincts had kicked in. Her ears were as focused as an owl's on every decibel of sound emitted by the encroaching intruders. Her eyes widened at a burst of radio chatter, military in its formality. "It has to be the Coalition," she realized. "But what are they doing all the way down here?" Ashe listened closer as she began to make out what was being said.
Ashe heard the voices of two soldiers: a male and female. Her heart began to pound out of her chest as the sounds of their footsteps got closer and closer to where they were. If Ashe were to get caught down here it would be over! But oddly enough, Ashe was more worried about being caught naked with this strange alien rather than being discovered suspiciously close to a major Coalition facility.
Ashe's eyes dilated as beams of light danced down the tunnel next to them. She quickly covered her mouth and steadied her breathing. The chatter emitted by the soldiers' comm gear grew louder. Ashe felt like her heart was gonna pound out of her chest. While this was happening, Glux's beady orbs were glued on his view of Ashe's shapely breasts squashed against his upper chest. Recognizing how focused Ashe was on the nearby soldiers, Glux took the opportunity to hug her wet naked body closely. Plunging his mouth onto her breasts, he began to eagerly suck and lick them.
Glux's rock hard cock searched for Ashe's warm slit. Thrusting his hips up, he tried to slip himself into her but kept missing. Meanwhile, Ashe involuntarily moaned with every poke, suck, and lick from her alien fuck buddy. She started to relax more as she heard the soldiers beginning to drift away from their position.
With the retreat of the soldiers, however, Glux's activities impinged on Ashe's consciousness. "Hey? Cut that out, ah, stop that, ah, they're gonna hear us," she uttered in between her moans. But Glux's libido was through the roof! He couldn't take it anymore, he needed to mate with Ashe once more.
So reaching under Ashe, Glux picked up her left leg and raised it over his shoulder. "Glux!," she hissed. Before she could say anything else, Glux grabbed his cock and slipped it deftly into her wet slit. "OHHHH," she moaned out loud. She quickly covered her mouth with her hand.
"Did you hear that?" a male soldier said off in the distance.
Ashe's heart pounded with fear once again. Her nostrils flared as she tried to disguise the sound of her nervous breathing. But it was harder for her to contain her sounds of pleasure with Glux beginning to thrust up inside her. His long and slow strokes were sending her over the edge. Glux made sure to keep his salacious actions as quiet as possible, but Ashe was struggling. She was breathing heavily through her nose, and was fighting for her life not to moan out loud again.
"Yeah, I heard that," the female soldier responded.
"Let's check it out," the man ordered.
Ashe's eyes widened hearing their footsteps return toward their position. She was at Glux's mercy, trying to stop him would increase the risk of alerting the assailants down there with them. So she had to focus all her willpower on not making any sort of noise.
As their footsteps encroached closer and closer, Ashe could hear her own heart pounding erratically in her chest. Mixed with the intense pleasure Glux was giving her, she felt like she was about to pass out. But, still, she managed to hold on.
Seeing the troopers' flashlights peering awfully close to the side tunnel they were in, Ashe was terrified they would walk just that little bit further. Her heart dropped seeing the barrels of their guns poking just into her view. "Please go away, please go away," she repeated to herself. Glux didn't seem to care about how close the threat came, he just wanted to keep mating.
The two soldiers stepped far enough into the tunnel that connected with their dead end hiding place that Ashe could see most of their service rifles. If they were to take one step forward and point their flashlights to their right, they would get a full view of a naked human fucking an alien.
The two cautiously inched forward. Ashe saw one of them begin to tilt their body right and peer into the dark side branch they were hiding in. Ashe braced herself for what was to come. But just before the soldiers would have seen the fugitives, they were interrupted by someone calling them on their comms.
"Hendricks, Diaz, report," a static-filled voice sputtered. Although their comms weren't working as well down here, it was a lot better than what Ashe had.
"This is Diaz, we haven't found those insurgents you sent us to look for," the woman replied. "We wandered pretty deep into these sewers, I'm thinking that we should head back before we get lost."
"Affirmative, report back to Captain Reese at FOB Alpha 2C," the voice ordered.
"Copy, command. Come on, Hendricks, let's get the hell out of here. This place is giving me the creeps," the woman ordered.
As their footsteps faded away in the distance, Ashe began to relax more. Hearing their footsteps diminishing until they passed out of range, she released her hand from her mouth and panted heavily. Catching her breath, Ashe returned her attention to the alien fucking her.
"Are you trying to get us caught?!" she exclaimed. Glux just grunted in response.
Ashe's anger towards him quickly eroded away, feeling him thrust up with more ferocity now that they were alone again. "Ah ah, sh- shit! Hey! I- oh my god," she said, trying to halfheartedly object to Glux's renewed efforts to breed her.
But the repeated kissing of cock head against her cervix immediately flipped her brain into horny mode. "Ah, shit. Ugh, you horny perv. You couldn't wait until they left?" Ashe moaned.
"Glux wants to mate with you forever," he grunted. "Glux loves to be in you." He grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto his cock as he thrust.
"Ah, fuck. I can't believe I'm letting you fuck me again," Ashe grunted. "You and that cock of yours are something else."
Their hot and steamy breaths filled the tight corridor. The sounds of slapping flesh rang in their ears as they fell deeper into their lustful fucking. With every thrust, Glux was getting Ashe more addicted to him. He was making her feel so good: she never wanted it to end. Getting more sexually aggressive, Glux reached under Ashe's other leg and picked her up, suspending her with her back against the side of the small corridor. She gasped in surprise as he held her up under her knees.
"God, he is strong!" Ashe thought, since he was holding all of her weight with just his second pair of arms.
"Oh! Yes! Fuck me against this wall, Glux!" Ashe moaned, bracing herself against the wall behind her so she could meet his thrusts with her own. The gritty abrasiveness of the wall against her back was overwhelmed by the fuck lust Glux was once again summoning from her depths.
Glux grunted and pistoned his cock into her still more vigorously. With his main pair of arms he grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head. In his night vision, the arousal on Ashe's face was plain to see. Her tongue hung out of her mouth and her eyes were glazed with lust.
Glux's cock continuously drove in and out of her pussy, forcing a mixture of her juices and remnants of his cum to leak out of her and down onto the concrete floor beneath them. "Ah ah ah, uh uh, yes! Keep fucking me like that, Glux! I'm about to cum!" Ashe announced. Glux nodded and pistoned his hips harder and deeper into her soaking pussy.
"AAAAUGGH SHIT," Ashe wailed as she came on his cock. Glux groaned feeling her tight walls wrap tantalizingly around his slimy shaft. She moved her legs off his hands and squeezed them around his waist, pulling him even deeper into her gripping pussy.
"ULLOYYY," Glux croaked feeling the pleasure that Ashe's warm fertile pussy was once more wringing from him.
Using her legs, she helped Glux thrust in and out of her as he repeatedly compressed her into the damp wall. He grunted; each time he hunched up into her, she used the strength of her legs around his waist to push back against him. He was elated at Ashe's willingness to mate with him. Her tongue looked lonely hanging out of her mouth, so Glux reached up and slipped his long tongue alongside hers. Ashe moaned at the thrill of their tongues dueling together. His pheromones were running rampant throughout her body. Not only was Glux conquering her from the outside in, but his chemical infusions were enthralling her from the inside out. She was lost amid the pleasure she was receiving from her alien sex partner.
"Mmmffmm!" Ashe moaned into Glux's mouth. Her expressions of helpless arousal compelled Glux to fuck her as hard as he could. Wet slicking sounds filled the small corridors. Ashe felt trapped between the wall and Glux, but delighted in her predicament.
Feeling his cock starting to contract, Glux withdrew his tongue from Ashe's mouth and said, "Glux is gonna vishu!"
Ashe hugged him tighter with her legs in response. "Ah, yes! Vishu inside of me! Glux, do it! Vishu!" she begged in a breathy voice.
Glux loved how enthusiastically she was begging him to seed her. With one final thrust, Glux spewed his load deep into Ashe's willing womb. "ULLLOYYY!" Glux groaned out loud as Ashe clutched him tightly to her, assisting him to implant his baby batter as far up inside of her as possible.
"Auughh, yes! Fill me up, Glux. Fill me up with your nasty alien cum!" she wailed. Her body quivered, feeling his warmth swelling inside her uterus; it was like he had topped off the expanding nexus of lust inside her. With every rope of cum he shot into her, another little part of her brain shut off out of pure ecstasy.
Giving Ashe a few more pumps, Glux finally relaxed. As he slipped his deflating cock out of her pussy, a stream of his cum immediately followed, flowing out of her and onto the ground. Ashe released her legs from around his waist and planted her feet back onto the tunnel's floor. Glux smiled evilly in the darkness at the visual evidence of how much of his seed he had pumped into his beauteous bounty hunter. At this rate, he was sure that he would impregnate Ashe with an Ulgoidian child. But he still needed to cum in her a lot more in order to absolutely ensure a successful pregnancy.
"Oh my god..." Ashe muttered, catching her breath in the aftermath of yet another intense fucking. "You fucked me again..."
"Glux enjoyed mating with you. Did Ashe enjoy it, too?" he asked, releasing her hands from above her head.
"I- I did..." Ashe replied softly. She couldn't believe that she had enjoyed, no, loved being fucked by this perverted alien. He made her feel things that no human male ever had. She couldn't decide whether to be disgusted with herself or to just go ahead and embrace her naughty indulgence.
Glux smiled happily hearing how thoroughly Ashe had enjoyed their mating. Her ardent receptivity only increased his chances for further erotic trysts with his sexy bounty hunter. As her senses slowly returned, Ashe just sighed. Firmly telling herself that this was a one time thing, she accepted this lustful alien entanglement as her dirty little secret: behavior so insanely taboo that no one else could ever know about it.
Wiping the sweat off her forehead, she said, "You better not go around and tell anyone about what we did. This stays between us, alright?"
"Of course, of course. Glux will tell no one," he replied. Ashe felt oddly trusting of his word.
Shuffling over to the side, Ashe made her way out of the small corridor. But since her headlamp was off, she couldn't see a thing. "Glux, where's my stuff, take me to it," she ordered, waving her hands around in the pitch black. Glux nodded as he emerged from the small side corridor behind her. He snuck a glance at her naked body, then grabbed her hand and led her back to the niche in which they had tucked away her gear.
Encountering the pile of her stuff with her bare toes, Ashe crouched down, blindly feeling for her helmet. As soon as her fingers found it, she toggled the switch for the headlamp. The sudden brightness caused her eyes to dilate and her eyelids to flicker. Once her eyesight had adjusted, she located her tac pad and turned that on, too. Checking the time, she realized that she'd been down here fucking Glux for almost four hours.
"Oh my..." she muttered to herself. She couldn't believe that she'd had sex with Glux for that long. But it was mind blowing sex, so it wasn't like she had dreaded it.
Tapping on her navigation screen, Ashe made sure to mark where they were with a waypoint and to compute their shortest path out of here based on that. She was pleased that she had all but certainly cemented her role in the heist crew. Now, she just needed to get this all-important information to Gemini.
As she gathered her things, Ashe quivered at the sensation of Glux's cum continuing to leak out of her. Realizing how covered she was in sweat and cum trails, she sighed, "I am gonna need the world's longest shower as soon as I get out of here." But before she could begin to put her gear back on, Glux came behind her and snaked his arms around her body.
"Hey, what are you doing?" Ashe asked, turning her head to face him.
Groping her body once again, he replied, "Glux wants you to stay with him." She raised her eyebrow at his request.
"Stay? I've been here way too long already. I let you fuck me twice. That's more than enough 'relief' for you. I have places I need to be, Glux," Ashe replied.
"Ashe stay," Glux reiterated.
"Ugh, no, Glux! Ashe has to leave!" she responded frustratedly.
Hugging her tightly from behind, Glux groped her breast with his main pair of arms, and with his secondary arms his hands drifted down between her thighs. Ashe unknowingly bit her lip as his hands once more began inflaming her sensitive areas.
"Glu- ohh. Wait, stop tha- hhhmm," Ashe tried to protest, but she was quickly falling under his spell once again. His pheromones were still raging their way through her system; her inhibitions were still in shambles.
"One more time," Glux suggested, licking her ear. Ashe shivered as his long, wet tongue molested her tiniest orifice, igniting yet another of her erogenous zones. His tireless cock had already completely recovered from their previous fucking and become erect once more. Ashe gasped as she felt his hot, wet cock press against her naked back. The little alien was again besieging her senses. He was relentless, insatiable. Glux groped her harder and began to hump her with his cock, slathering her skin with his secretions. Ashe was falling deeper and deeper into the gravity well of Ulgoidian lust yet again.
After a few minutes of lightly moaning in reaction to Glux's renewed assault on her body, Ashe couldn't take any more of his salacious taunting. Checking her tac pad, she saw that she still had some time to burn before the heist: in fact she still had a couple of days left, so there was no actual hurry. "One more time won't hurt," she thought, trying to rationalize what her desires were already impelling her to do. "Gemini can wait, I got what I came for, so what's the rush?"



Replacing her tac pad on the pile of her stuff, she sighed and said, "Fine, one last time." Glux was elated at her surrender. Ashe turned her head to face Glux, giving him a look full of lust and desire. He turned her whole body to face him and excitedly pounced on her, lowering her to the tunnel floor. He pinned her hands to her sides with one pair of arms and used his second pair of arms to reach under her knees and fold her legs up into the air, arranging her limbs into the ideal mating position. Ashe and Glux locked eyes, their breathing deepening as their arousal rose. Glancing down her torso, Ashe's eyes widened to see his stiff Ulguxian cock hovering over her crotch, his fulgent fluids leaking from his alien cock head and onto her receptive mound.
"Oh my goodness! You sure like to pin me down while you mate with me. You are one insatiable pervert, Glux! Now hurry up and ram that pointy cock back inside of me where it belongs!" Ashe said in a lustful voice, quickly switching back into her horny mode.
Glux smiled from ear to ear, positioned his raging slimy cock against her wet slit, and slid himself into Ashe's tight warm folds. She gasped at the addictive feeling of his nonhuman cock forcing her luscious innards to open for him once again. Soon the sounds of the slapping of their flesh resumed, echoing through the empty sewers...
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An Alien Entanglement Pt. 03
Walking out of the sewer entrance, Ashe's knees wobbled after her intense fuck session with Glux. After he'd convinced her to go one more round, that one round had turned into many more. Her mind was still so hazy from all the fucking they had done that she had lost count.
Pulling up her tac pad, Ashe saw that she had several messages from Gemini asking for updates. Typing a quick update that she had indeed found a way into the coolant drain, she put her tac pad down and let out a heavy sigh. She had barely managed to get herself out of the situation she was in with the pervy alien. She could have easily stayed down there with him for longer, but she had pulled through. Mustering all her willpower, she had resisted the temptation of the pleasure Glux was giving her for the sake of her mission.
Then, feeling something squeezing her ass, Ashe jerked her head around to see Glux. "Hey, stop that," she said as she smacked his three-fingered hand away from her ass cheek. Ashe seemed to be growing more accustomed to Glux's natural pervy behavior all the time: but that could just be his pheromones continuing to manipulate her mind.
"I told you not to follow me. I have places to be," Ashe sighed. She was exhausted from all the activities they had done together.
Snaking his arm around her torso, he reached over towards her navel and began rubbing it. "Did Glux fill you up good?" he asked. As he rubbed, he imagined his little swimmers busily adapting to her human eggs.
Ashe shuddered, remembering that she had copious amounts of his alien cum still inside of her. Her tight undersuit ensured that nothing would leak out. His warm sperm must still be simmering in her womb. "Yeah... You filled me up good..." Ashe softly replied. She couldn't believe she was indulging in his dirty talk.
"Will Glux see Ashe again?" he asked.
"Ugh, I don't know, Glux. I really shouldn't be doing these things with you," Ashe replied.
"But Glux made you feel good," he pointed out. Ashe sighed, knowing that he was right, but not wanting to admit it.
"Ugh, shut it. I don't want to talk about it. Now leave me, I have somewhere I need to be," Ashe said, beginning to walk away. Glux felt a little sad that his human female was leaving him, but he wasn't just going to let her leave. He needed to breed her.
"NO, Glux needs to see you again!" he begged, latching onto her arm. Ashe turned around and raised her eyebrow. She ought to feel somewhat disgusted - a four-armed alien was begging to have sex with her, right out here in public - but that feeling of disgust felt far away, dulled by his pheromones still running through her system. A small part of her even felt a little flattered.
But Ashe concluded that the more time she spent with him the harder it would be to pull herself away from his lustful grasp. She couldn't afford to be messing around with Glux, she was a bounty hunter. She needed to hurry up and put this all behind her, no matter how tempting it was.
"I'm sorry, Glux," Ashe said, jerking her arm away from him. "We can't see each other again. Don't follow me." He stood there dejectedly as he watched his fantasy drifting further away from him. He thought that he'd had her completely wrapped around his finger, but apparently not. Glux wanted to go after her, but he knew that she would only threaten him with her gun. He was disappointed to watch her walk away, but he quickly assuaged that disappointment by devising a plan to bring her back to him.
-
"I really need a shower," Ashe sighed, feeling how sticky she was under her suit. Wanting to refresh herself before meeting with Gemini, Ashe entered a public bathhouse. She utilized the terminal to rent a private shower room. Ashe grabbed the keycard that the terminal spat out and went to her assigned room.
Closing and locking the door behind her, Ashe quickly stripped herself naked. She peered into the mirror above the sink and examined her current state of appearance. Her skin was crusty all over from Glux's dried up cum, her hair was disheveled, and her face looked flat-out exhausted. As her gaze shifted to her crotch, she saw a stream of his thick sperm leaking out of her pussy and running down her loins.
"Oh my..." she muttered. She had lost track of how many times Glux had cum in her. A quick sniff let her know that she was reeking of sex. "God, I stink!" Turning on the shower, she waited for it to get nicely warm before hopping in.
She sighed in relief as the warm water cascaded down her skin and washed away the sweat and cum. She tilted her head up so that she was facing directly into the spray of water, fully drenching her hair to get fully wet. Grabbing a scrub, she poured some soap onto it and began thoroughly washing herself down. Ashe hummed gleefully as she lathered and showered. Sensing something seeping down her loins, however, she saw that even more of Glux's cum was continuing to leak out of her violated vagina.
Cupping her hand under her leaking pussy, her eyes widened at the copious amount of alien seed that was pooling onto her palm. "Gross, I need to get all of his stuff out of me," she muttered. Parting her pussy lips with her fingers released yet another heavy stream of Glux's thick cum. Ashe was shocked at how much kept pouring out of her in a seemingly endless flow!
"Jesus, is it ever going to stop?!" Ashe wondered, both appalled and aroused. Slipping her fingers into her slit, she tried to dig more of Glux's alien cum out of her. She grunted and moaned as her fingers delved deeper into her overflowing pussy. As she maneuvered her fingers around, memories of her entanglement with Glux flooded back into her mind. Subconsciously, she bit her lip as she inadvertently fingered herself. Her imagination conjured up the feel of his alien cock plunging inside her, pillaging her, possessing her. As grossed out as she was by Glux's unpleasant form, Ashe was forced to admit that the little bastard had made her cum over and over again, far better than any human male ever had.
Her original plan to scoop his cum out with her fingers had somehow morphed into a full on masturbation session. Leaning forward, Ashe braced herself with one hand on the shower wall as she used the fingers of the other hand to relentlessly pleasure herself to the memories of her intense fucking with Glux. "Ah, mhmmm," she moaned, her head hanging down as she rolled her fingers into her velvet walls.
No matter how hard she strummed herself with her fingers, though, Ashe couldn't seem to rinse those explicit memories out of head. All that fucking and sucking had taken its toll. She was perilously close to becoming addicted to the way Glux made her feel. Images of Glux pinning her down and fucking her in various postions spun through her head as she kept vigorously fingering herself. Recalling how forcefully his cum had jetted into her cervix, she curled her fingers into her g-spot, doubling herself over gasping, helplessly gripped by spasms of pleasure. As disgusting as it was that she had let some gross alien spill his viscous seed into her womb, the warm feel of the way he had filled her up still lingered and still fanned the flames of that glow she harbored so deep inside herself.
All too soon, Ashe's orgasm rose inexorably out of her throbbing core. "Ah, oh my god," she panted. The more she thought about the deep fucking Glux had given her, the closer she came to a truly overwhelming cum. With one final thrust of her fingers, Ashe achieved her peak. "AUUGGH, SHIT," she squealed. Her warm walls contracted tightly around her fingers. A mixture of Glux's cum and her own juices gushed out of her as her legs shook uncontrollably and her climax ravaged her body.
Ashe needed a few minutes to recover from her violent culmination. Standing up, she let out a heavy sigh. Ashe couldn't believe that she had just masturbated to such a thrilling fulfillment from replaying her sexual escapades with a gross alien. She didn't know whether to feel more repulsed or aroused by the repugnant but illicit taboo of it all. "Can't believe I just did that," she muttered, feeling disappointed in herself. This obscene little fling would have to remain a personal secret, an intimate indiscretion never to be shared with anyone, ever. Other than making that commitment to herself, there was no point in tormenting herself about it further. She had too many other things to do, too many priorities higher on her agenda. Turning off the shower, Ashe grabbed a towel and dried herself off, before donning her gear once again.
Walking out of the bathhouse, Ashe made her way back to The Afterlife to inform Gemini of her findings. Turning down the familiar alleyway once again, she strode up to the metal door and knocked on it authoritatively. The small hatch to the door slid open. The familiar eye that Ashe knew widened to see who was at the door. The small hatch closed and the door slid open for her.
"Welcome back, Ashe," Zeb greeted. Ashe just nodded and strode along past the burly bodyguard.
Before meeting up with Gemini, Ashe really needed a drink after everything she'd been through. Heading over to the bar, she found an open seat and sat herself down. "Hey there, Ashe. How are things going?" Elros greeted, slithering over to her with his tentacles.
"Great," Ashe replied, removing her helmet from her head and placing it over on the stool next to her. She obviously didn't want to reveal how her day had actually gone.
"Mhm," Elros nodded. "So how did things go with Gemini? Did you get in?" he added.
"Yeah, you can say I am," Ashe smirked with pride. "I'm actually about to head over and meet with her now to share some important information about this 'job'."
"That's great!" Elros exclaimed, slapping her on the shoulder with one of his tentacles. "I knew you'd pull through! You know what? You get a drink on the house." Ashe chuckled at being praised by her molluscoid bartender.
"Good, because I've been really needing one," she smiled in relief.
"So, the usual?" Elros asked. Ashe just nodded. "Alright, one Tarragon Moon Howler with Essense of Limeria on the way!" Ashe watched intently as the many-armed bartender went to work on her drink.
Her eyes followed in amusement as she saw Elros produce various assortments of alcoholic beverages from the shelves behind and under him. Grabbing a mixer, Elros skillfully poured several types of liquids into the chrome container. Adding a few squeezes of Essense of Limeria -- a special fruit that had relaxing effects when consumed, imported from planet Vesnia - he closed the container and began to shake it. As he mixed her drink, he brought out a tall cylinder glass. Getting some small pebbled ice cubes, he dropped them in before opening the chrome mixer and pouring her drink into the glass. Taking a Howler Berry, he cut it and squeezed its fluorescent blue juice into her beverage, causing the dark purple liquid to glow. As a final touch, he placed a decorative herb on top of the beverage.
"Here you go, Sparrow," Elros said as he set the glass before her.
"Thanks, really appreciate this," Ashe replied, tipping the glass back and sipping the tasty and relaxing drink. As she enjoyed her alcoholic beverage, Ashe continued to converse with Elros about the latest news or gossip that was circulating in The Afterlife. It was a nice change of pace for Ashe; it helped to keep her mind off her illicit activities with a certain brown skinned four-armed alien.
Downing the last of her drink, Ashe picked up her helmet and got up from her stool. "Alright, I'm gonna go ahead and meet with Gemini. Thanks for the drink," Ashe said.
"Pleasure is mine. Good luck, Ashe," Elros grinned.
Heading over to Gemini's office, she pressed the buzzer on the jamb of the door. As the door slid open for her and she walked in, Ashe saw that two other people were already in the room with Gemini.
"Darling!" Gemini called out on seeing Ashe. "We were just talking about you! Come in, come in!"
Walking deeper into the room, Ashe noted one figure who was notorious throughout the galaxy. Standing in the corner of the room was Rosebud: a renowned sharp shooter usually hired by people or organizations with a need to take out high value targets. She was a human just like Ashe. She wore a skin-tight suit similar to Ashe's and she was outfitted in light armor padding. Her helmet was her signature feature, one that was equipped with an assortment of visual sensors and binoculars.
A gruff looking man sat on a couch on one side of the room. Ashe couldn't tell if she knew him or not: his face was obscured by the hood of his cloak. As a result, she had no idea who he was or what he did.
Taking another glance around the room, Ashe was surprised to see that it was just them and Gemini. "This is Ashe, our newest team member," she said in introduction. The two just nodded in acknowledgement. "And I assume you know about these two, Ashe?" Gemini asked.
"I know Rosebud," Ashe nodded. "But I can't tell whether I've met this one." She pointed at the man sitting on the couch. Hearing this, the man stood up and approached Ashe. She felt uneasy as he rose to his full height. Looming over her, he removed his hood. Taking a step back to get a better view of his towering figure, Ashe saw that he was a humanoid from the snow planet Aristo VII. The Aristans were very similar to humans except for their light blue skin, and their size, much larger than the human average. The individual standing before her had to be at least seven feet tall or more. His beard was rugged and his hair was shaggy. Ashe was struck in particular by his piercing yellow eyes.
"Name's Keanu," the Aristan greeted with a deep husky voice, raising his massive hand to Ashe for a shake.
Taken aback by his intimidating form, Ashe went to shake his massive hand and nervously replied, "Uh, hey... Pleasure to meet you. I've never heard of you around these parts."
"He's better known in the outer rim," Gemini interjected. "But I've been assured that he's one of the very best at what he does, so don't worry about him." Ashe raised her eyebrow. She wasn't sure how she felt about having to trust her life to this new face. At the same time, she was rather new to the crew, too, so she decided it might be best not to register any immediate objection.
"Gemini, why are you adding a new person to the team this late into the job?" Rosebud jumped in.
"Well, she has discovered something important that may well prove useful if anything goes wrong," the little green alien answered. "Plus, I believe that she can provide some much needed redundancy for the ground team, which is a little short-handed," she added. Ashe was surprised that Gemini was vouching for her.
"And what would that be? If you wanted redundancy, you could have called up Rook. He is perfectly capable of what we need," Rosebud said, crossing her arms.
"As much as I would love to work with Rook, he has unfortunately drawn some heat from the Spice Syndicate for helping Anora with a job that went haywire on Drakkus. And I don't want any Syndicate goons potentially ruining this well-thought-out heist," Gemini replied. Rosebud just reluctantly shook her head. "Now, darling, show them what you brought," Gemini said to Ashe.
Nodding, Ashe crossed to the table and placed a small hologram unit on it. "So, at the lowest point of the data farm, this coolant pipe drains into one of the city's utility canals. The canal actually backs up on a lower level of the city sewer system. The canal is separated from the sewer tunnels by a structural wall, which keeps the sewer effluent separate from the clean water flowing at the bottom of the canal, until the sewer effluent can be treated.These canals are broad and deep: most of the citizens think of them almost like city parks, because they provide light, open air, and clean flowing water. Windows and balconies open onto the canals, and some of the canals have stairways or walkways leading down or along the various levels. The relevant part of our canal isn't open to the public, so there are just secure catwalks and stairways that you can only get at from the data facility itself. However, the actual function of the many-stories-deep trench of the canal is to give easy access to various utilities serving the under stories of the buildings which form the sides of the canal. The canal also receives dumps of clean rainwater from the city's drain systems. These pour out of conduits at various levels, designed to mimic natural waterfalls, just as the canal's side-walls kinda mimic cliffs. The canals also receive inputs of treated or purified water like the coolant water flowing out of the data farm. More importantly, the data farm itself forms not just one side wall of our canal, but also one back corner wall of the canal, right here," Ashe said, pointing to the feature in question.
"So just like the canal itself," she continued, "the data facility shares a rear wall with one of the lower sewer tunnels. Not only have I just verified this with a ground check, but I've placed a thermal detonator on the sewer side of the coolant space's wall so that I can blow it open if and when we need it. I've also mapped the safest route out of the sewers from there on my tac pad. I'll be sharing that route with all of you, just in case."
Ashe moved around to get another angle on the holo projection. "Now here's the thing: even though both the canal and the spaces around and above the coolant drain itself are separated from the nearest sewer tunnel by a structural wall with no openings, the coolant spaces themselves actually open onto the canal, right here in this back corner where the data farm, the canal, and the sewer tunnels are all adjacent to one another. You would think that would be a potential security problem for the data farm, but the Coalition has stationed human guards and Spectre drones at every location where the data farm opens onto the canal for any reason. So, while our main plan involves a surreptitious entry and route through the inside of the data farm, the backup plan involves an exterior or open air route: out the closest opening to the canal, down the nearest set of catwalks and stairs, and back into the coolant spaces. We're not trying to get through those guards to get into the facility, we just need to scamper past them, to where my detonator is waiting to blow an escape hole into the sewer tunnels. This would just be a backup escape route if anything goes wrong. If everything goes right with Gemini's plan, we won't need to use this. But, if anything goes wrong, if they somehow trap us in the interior of the facility, now we'll have an open air route to escape any interior trap and a back-door exit from the canal trench, quickly down through the coolant spaces, and, BOOM!, out into the sewer system," Ashe explained, showing them her findings on the holographic layout of the facility.
"Well done, Ashe. This could prove very useful to us," Gemini said, uttering rare words of praise. Ashe suspected that Gemini had had her own reasons for being so complimentary, but she just nodded in an outward show of confidence.
"If we get caught, why wouldn't we just shoot our way out of there?" Keanu jumped in. Ashe tried to keep her incredulity off of her face as she looked over at him. With the kind of security the Coalition was packing at the data farm, there was no way anyone was going to just shoot their way out of there.
"Are you insane? There is no way you can just shoot your way through all that security," Rosebud retorted. Keanu just bellowed with laughter. Ashe was again forced to wonder if she could trust him with her life.
"Don't you worry, I made sure to pack extra firepower," Keanu replied, opening his cloak. Ashe's eyes widened as she saw that he was armed to the teeth with various weapons and munitions. And that he was much more heavily armored than Rosebud.



Rosebud just shook her head in annoyance and turned her attention to Ashe instead. "So- Ah, Ashe, was that your name?" she asked for confirmation. Ashe nodded. "Well, this is actually pretty handy information. Glad you brought this to the team. I'm surprised that we missed this," she said. "But I won't be needing this, I'll be set up in this building over here." Rosebud walked over to the hologram and singled out a tall building across the utility canal from the data farm, the upper floors of which afforded an excellent view of the entire facility. "I'll be providing you with overwatch, so it's best you share this with the ground team, which I assume you're now going to be a part of."
"Great," Ashe added. "From that location, Rosebud will be in the perfect position to cover us if we have to make our way down the outside of the facility to our 'back door'."
"Yes. Ashe, Keanu, and Jericho will be the leading ground team for this job," Gemini enlightened.
"Jericho," Ashe thought. She had heard of him in places like The Afterlife. He was a heavily modified Spectre Drone who had achieved sentience. He was generally agreed to be one of the best bounty hunters in the Arcadian sector. Now that she knew the identities of three of the other members of the heist team, Ashe was even more curious about who the others would turn out to be. She knew that one was the getaway driver who Gemini had mentioned and that the team must also include the netrunner Gemini had raved about.
As if reading Ashe's queries directly from her mind, Rosebud bluntly asked, "Where are the others, anyways? Shouldn't they be here?"
"Jericho is undergoing maintenance on himself in preparation for the heist, Azrael is doing final prep work on the shuttle we will be using, and Spider is well, doing what she does. It's best we don't know, it's not like we would understand what she does in any event," Gemini explained.
Now that the final two team members had been identified, Ashe turned their information over in her mind. She didn't know much about Azrael from direct personal experience but, based on many stories she's heard circulating around The Afterlife, what she did know was that he was one heck of a pilot. But like Keanu, this 'Spider' person was completely unknown to her. The one thing she understood about this person was Gemini's ultimate confidence in their abilities.
"Oh, that reminds me," Gemini brought up. "Since you are now a part of the team, it would be wise for you to know the whole plan of how we're gonna do this." Ashe nodded in agreement. She was happy to hear that her spot on this heist crew had been solidified.
Over the next hour, Ashe was enlightened to their plan of action to infiltrate the Coalition data farm. Gemini thoroughly went over specific details of how they were going to get in, how they meant to avoid the countless security measures once they were in, and exactly where they needed to go to extract the data. Much of the plan involved very tedious sneaking. They would exploit marginal blind spots in patrols and security sensors. Gemini assured them that Spider would be guiding them the entire way, helping them to avoid the copious amounts of security sensors by temporarily shutting them off. But this would only be for split seconds at a time. Anything longer would guarantee detection by the security personnel operating the sensors. The ground team couldn't afford to be a step late; their choreography would have to be impeccable.
Ashe took in as much of all this new information as she could. She had to admit that her plate was full: this job was definitely more complex than any she had ever been involved with. But this level of complexity and risk was what she was going to have to deal with for the kind of high-end jobs she had been so desperately thirsting for. They spent the next several minutes intensely reviewing their strategy. Their concentration was suddenly interrupted by a loud clanking sound. It came from a vent high on the wall behind Gemini's desk.
"What the hell was that?!" Keanu asked, immediately drawing a heavily modified S9-Revolver and pointing it at the vent. Gemini immediately ducked on seeing the gun pointing in her direction.
"HEY, DON'T POINT THAT THING AT ME!" she shouted in fear. "It's probably just Skitters! Now put that thing down! I don't want you putting holes all over my office!" Keanu slowly pulled his gun down and Gemini began to relax more.
-
"That was close," Glux thought, crawling backwards deeper into the ventilation system.
After Ashe had left him, he couldn't come to terms with never seeing her again. So doing what he did best, he decided to stalk her once again. Glux followed her from a safe distance, knowing that if she were to catch him, he would meet a quick end from the gun she drew with such blazing speed. He tracked her closely as she went to do whatever she was so keen on doing. When Ashe visited the public bathhouse, he had been tempted to follow her in and take what was his once more. He visualized Ashe's naked body glistening in the water of the shower; he imagined what it would feel like to fuck her against that shower wall. His alien cock strained against his trousers thinking about it.
After Ashe had finished her business in the public bathhouse, Glux followed her back to The Afterlife. She seemed pretty eager to get back in there, which naturally made Glux curious. As soon as she'd disappeared into the bar, Glux scrambled to find a way in. From previous failed tries, he knew he couldn't just walk through the front door. Working his way further down the familiar alley, Glux searched assiduously around the outside of the building for any other possible entrance. Seeing a back door, he hastily scurried over to it and pressed the button on the console next to the door. An audible denial noise was emitted by the console, putting an end to that hope. Glux groaned and continued his search.
After several more minutes of desperate searching, he noticed a ventilation shaft that emerged from the side of the building. As he studied it more closely, his beady eyes informed him that it might just be big enough for him to fit into. Glux rubbed his belly and wagged his floppy tail in excitement. But there was one problem, it was located too high up on the wall for Glux to easily reach. Thinking quickly, though, he found a dumpster a short distance back down the alley and was able to push it right under the vent. Once he had it in position, Glux took a step back to see if it was tall enough. He groaned in frustration as he saw that it still wasn't quite high enough. Grabbing some cardboard boxes that had been discarded along the alleyway and stacking them on top of each other, Glux grinned in delight at his handiwork.
Climbing carefully up his makeshift tower of dumpster and compressed boxes, Glux was just barely able to reach the vent. Better yet, he could now see that the vent cover was loosely bolted: grabbing the bars, he levered it open with relative ease but with a disquieting creak. Hearing footsteps approaching, Glux panicked and wriggled up and over into the vent before anyone could see him.
As he crawled as silently as he could along the cramped and musty corridor, Glux began to make out the sounds of people chattering. Creeping surreptitiously past another vent cover, he was able to see just enough through the closely-spaced slots to tell that he was inside The Afterlife. It was his first view of the bar's interior, since all his previous attempts to talk himself through the entry had been rejected. But it wasn't the view of the bar that he cared about: his sole objective was to relocate his human mate. Turning his head this way and that to assemble the best possible view of the bar's main room, he concluded that Ashe wasn't present. Glux pushed further into the vents, determined to find her.
Exploring the intricate ventilation system of The Afterlife, Glux frantically searched for Ashe. He ventured past room after room without any luck. He was growing frustrated with his inability to find her. On the verge of giving up and making his way back out, Glux decided to crawl down one last side-branch of the system. He was in the process of reluctantly contorting himself around when he heard a familiar voice echoing from still further along the tight channel. He scurried in the direction until he reached one last vent where at last he was able to clearly hear Ashe's familiar tones. Peering through the vent, his beady eyes widened to see his sexy bounty hunter standing in the center of the room with other people around her...
-
After his close call and swift but silent retreat, Glux carefully back-tracked out of the vents and hopped down from his rickety construction. While watching Ashe in that room full of menacing looking people and listening to their intense discussion he had learned all he needed to know of her intentions and why she had been so determined to find that specific location deep in the sewers. He was also disturbed to see how well she was getting along with her new team members and how quickly, after some initial uncertainty, they had accepted her into their ranks. Something about the easy camaraderie that seemed to be developing between these other humans and his fantasy goddess was rubbing him the wrong way.
Hearing people coming his way again, Glux quickly took cover behind the nearest pile of trash. A pair of wandering pedestrians walked past his hiding place. Since he couldn't safely move for the moment anyway, Glux used the time to contemplate all the clues his eavesdropping had disclosed. The spot Ashe had been so focused on finding - the very place they had mated for hours on end - had now turned out to be an alternate route Ashe and her group might need in an emergency.
Having processed this information, Glux smiled from ear to ear realizing that he might very well turn all this new information to his advantage. Noticing that the coast was now clear, he left the pile of trash behind in favor of a more secluded hideaway where he could pursue his further thoughts undisturbed. Reaching a quiet alley, Glux paced back and forth pondering how he could use all he knew to maneuver Ashe back into his lascivious clutches.
Glux reviewed everything he could remember of what he had overheard. Ashe and her associates had laid out a very specific set of plans for whatever they were trying to steal from the Coalition. After still more pacing back and forth, Glux stopped short. His eyes widened as a promising scheme came together in his mind. Pleased with his formulation, Glux smiled deviously as he returned to the alleyway giving entry to The Afterlife and swiftly slithered his way back into the vents.
He crawled silently through the vent system until he reached the vent cover for the room Ashe was in. Once there, he peered through the grill covering the vent and saw that she and her associates were still deep in discussions of the ins and outs of their operation. A part of his master plan required them to be gone, so he decided to lie quietly until they left.
After what felt like hours of them rehearsing every possible contingency of their strategy over and over again, Glux was on the verge of falling asleep. But, just before he drifted off, he was startled back to alertness when the large man in the room began to speak in a deep husky voice that was loud enough to snap Glux out of his daze. "I think we've gone through everything possible. I need a break," he stated. The participants in the meeting looked at each other, before nodding in agreement.
"I'm starving! How about we head over to Stubby's Diner and grab something to eat, guys," the tall man suggested. "They have the best Kay'ala casseroles on the planet! You have to try them out."
"Ugh... I could eat I guess," a woman in the corner of the room replied. "Wanna join us, Ashe? I'm sure we can get to know each other better while we're at it."
"Yeah, sure, I would like that," Ashe replied.
"Since you people are leaving, I might as well skedaddle out of here also. I've got a few more things that need my personal attention before the heist. I'll send you a comms message when I need you all back here," said a short small alien lady.
Again, Glux gritted his teeth at the way Ashe seemed to be bonding with her teammates. She was his! Watching everyone exit the room, Glux waited a few more minutes just to be sure in case anyone randomly came back. Sensing that it was safe to move, he carefully pushed on the vent cover to see if it would budge. To his delight, it seemed just as lightly bolted as the one outside. Popping the vent open, Glux cautiously climbed down without making any sudden sounds for fear that people would come bustling into the office in response to any commotion.
Once down, Glux scanned around the room for anything useful that he could nab for his devious plan. Searching the top of the desk, he carefully rummaged around for anything that looked important. Of course, he kept foremost in his mind the need to make sure that nothing he did would alert anyone to his presence. Spotting the hologram unit sitting in the middle of the table, a lightbulb turned on in his brain. Obviously, he couldn't just swipe it without its absence being noticed. Instead, Glux riffled quickly through the drawers of the desk, looking for any more of the devices. He was about to give up when, at the very back of one of the drawers, buried deep under a pile of random things, he caught sight of a holo unit that conveniently bore a label identifying it as containing the 'Backup Blueprint.' To confirm his luck, Glux quickly snagged it and turned it on.
Glux jumped a little, startled by the alacrity with which the projection appeared before him. Glux had been entirely unfamiliar with these devices until Ashe had first introduced him to one during their visit to her jumpship. Even though he had been thoroughly distracted by her beauty and his unflagging desires on that occasion, Glux was a quick study. Now it took him no time at all to realize that this projection was identical in every respect with the one that Ashe and her group had been discussing. And with all the edits and highlights of very specific parts of the facility interior and exterior, it was incriminating enough for what he was planning...
Now he needed to cover his tracks, so he kept rifling through the desk drawers until he found an already-opened box of identical holo units, from which several units were missing. Grabbing one of the several remaining units, he carefully peeled the label off the unit containing the backup blueprint and switched it to the unit he had taken from the box. He inserted that unit back in place deep under the pile of things in the drawer. Unfortunately, Glux had not learned how to transfer projections from one unit to another, so he knew that it would be a gamble to plant the empty 'duplicate' in the drawer. He was counting on the heist group never needing to resort to the backup unit. Of course, if they ever did need it, their suspicions would immediately be raised. They might perform some high-tech forensic search of the room and identify that an Ulgoidian had been there, which would tell Ashe exactly who had been involved! They might even call off the whole mission. But if he was going to achieve his goal of mating with Ashe and giving her his babies, it was a risk he was willing to take.
Tucking the real backup holo unit in an inner pocket of his cloak, Glux made sure everything was placed precisely as it had been before they all left. Closing the drawer, he barely managed to climb back up to the high placed vent. Securing the vent cover back in place, Glux crawled his way back out to the alley. Hopping down his makeshift tower, he grinned from ear to ear at how well his devious plan was proceeding. Glancing back and forth to make sure the alley was clear of witnesses, Glux returned to the sewers, intent upon enacting the next in the series of steps that would lead to his breeding of Ashe.
Wending his way through the familiar labyrinth of the sewers, Glux had soon ventured back to that specific spot Ashe had needed his help to find. Once there, he noticed a blinking red dot emitting from the device that Ashe had prohibited him from touching. Since he had now incorporated the device into his plan, touching it was the last thing he wanted to do. As he looked around this secluded, empty, and entirely unremarkable stretch of the sewers, Glux's phallus swelled in arousal to memories of the intense mating session with Ashe that had taken place right here. He had been deeply disappointed when Ashe had mustered the will to overcome her cum-glut and the effect of the plethora of his pheromones that were clogging her system: somehow she had managed to get up and leave after they had fucked for for god knows how long. Ashe had been so close to total surrender to Glux's grasp. Although he had cum deeply and copiously inside of her many times during their marathon fuck session, he still needed to do it again a few more times to ensure his sperm had adapted to her human biology, to be certain he had successfully impregnated her with his Ulgoidian offspring, and to ensnare her forever in lust with him.
Shaking his head back into focus, Glux retraced in his mind the layout of the data farm he had acquired by studying the hologram from his hiding place behind the vent. He mentally homed in on the path that the heist group would need to follow if they were forced to take her alternative exit. Glux needed to find a good place to 'save' Ashe. Exploring the various pathways that deviated from her main escape route from the data farm, he searched his own memories of the sewer labyrinth for a route he could take her down that would confound all pursuit.
After a lengthy and intense internal search, Glux mentally 'spotted' a small corridor, very similar to the one Ashe and he had fucked in. This elusive opening was hidden just along the wall from the niche they had already utilized. Glux now physically followed his mental cues until he located the alternate opening. Peering down it, he saw that - unlike their own alcove, which quickly ended in a cul-de-sac - this new one opened up slightly into a narrow winding way. Shuffling inside, Glux made his way through the tight niche-like entrance and on into the hidden tunnel. Reaching a junction, to his left he saw only a blank wall. Turning his head to the right, however, revealed a dim flickering light filtering through from somewhere further along. Curious to locate the source of this light, Glux went to check it out.
Following the faint glow revealed a half-open sliding door. Wanting to get a better look inside, Glux extended one of his upper hands, meaning only to give the door the slightest of shoves. But at his softest touch, the door immediately slid open to its fully open position, startling him. Waving his hand cautiously through the opening to make sure there were no further surprises, Glux stepped just across the threshold of what he could now see was a rather small room. It looked old and dusty, like it hadn't been used for a very long time. Taking another step inside, he saw that the faint illumination was coming from a ceiling light that was still faithfully performing its function despite its being neglected for an unknown number of maintenance cycles. Glux had no idea why a random room was so neatly hidden in the most remote depths of the sewers: maybe it had somehow served a function for the long-gone construction workers who had built the sewers in the first place, but had since been long forgotten as the sewers had been expanded and rerouted multiple times over the intervening years.
Taking a closer look, Glux saw an old mattress lying where the floor met a wall at the far end of the room. To his left, a metal shelf held nothing but dust, a few old boxes, and other obsolete equipment. Next to the shelf was a toilet and next to it, a small sink, above which hung an ancient half-obscured mirror. To Glux's surprise, to his right, the room also held a small shower that stood out from one wall. Walking over to it, he pressed the 'On' button for the shower. To his amazement, it still worked! Although the stream of water was slow in coming out of the shower head at first, the stream steadily got stronger until it reached a consistent flow. Glux stuck one of his grubby three-fingered hands into the stream of water, a shiver running up his arm as his hand reported that the water was freezing cold. Locating the temperature knob on the shower's control console, he rotated it to the hot water position, fully expecting it to be broken. But, surprising him yet again, the water soon grew hot around his fingers!



Turning off the shower, Glux stood in the center of the room and processed the hidden sanctuary he had found. If only he had found this old break room, or whatever it had been, earlier: he wouldn't have had to live in alleyways, constantly on the run and having to scrounge for a living. He would have been safe here, in this hidden and neglected locale that had long dropped off the radar of even the authorities. The room was furnished with all the essentials. Running water and a bed to sleep on. Although this mattress looked old and dirty, it was far better than sleeping on the stone cold concrete of the sewers or on cardboard boxes in aboveground alleys.
As Glux stood there, basking in his find, another idea popped into his devious mind that would fit in perfectly with his master plan. A sneaky smile stretched his face from one floppy ear to the other. Although his original plan contemplated that he would 'save' Ashe from a hitch in the heist plans that he would cause, he hadn't known exactly where to safely stash her. He had banked on finding some other secluded part of the sewers, but this little room he had stumbled upon was perfect! This is where he would bring Ashe and this would become his little breeding lair...
Ideally, he had intended that they would remain down here for as long as necessary to evade any search from the authorities and to engage in some serious baby making sex. But there was one remaining problem, the lack of food. Although Glux could go for moderately long stretches of time without eating, he wasn't sure if Ashe could do that. And with all the physical activities he meant for them to perform, he knew they would need an adequate source of nutrition.
But Glux hadn't yet figured out how he was going to obtain enough food. Now that his fortunate find enabled him to focus on just this one aspect of his plans, he recalled that one of the lesser-known entrances to the sewers led to a cargo shipping port. Glux decided it would be worth his while to sneak over to the cargo docks and do some snooping. With a little more luck, he might be able to snag some food for his lair.
Exiting the abandoned room, Glux made sure to imprint the path to the little room in his brain as his body was busy hurrying to the cargo port connection to the sewer system. Emerging from that out-of-the-way opening, Glux saw that the sky was now dark and had grown full of stars, dominated by the nearby binary, Bootis. Glux was pleased that it was nighttime, providing extra cover for his nefarious activities. Making his way to the outskirts of the cargo port itself, Glux soon saw an endless array of the countless cargo ships being tended to in turn by a veritable armada of haul craft flitting in and out of the port's airspace, loading and unloading the infinite amounts of mundane and precious cargo.
Scouting the perimeter, Glux looked for a way to get into the interior of the vast complex. The port was protected by an interminably long length of tall fences. Fortunately for Glux, as busy as it was, this port was older and much more run down than many of the others located elsewhere in the city and across the planet. Though the security personnel stationed here would have received the same training and equipment as those at all the other locations, due to Coalition standardization, the total amount of security stationed here was considerably less. The rundown security facilities prevented any optimal utilization against potential infiltrators.
Sneaking slowly and cautiously closer to the port's fences, alert for sensors at every step, Glux approached the near vicinity of the security fence itself by scurrying from one trash pile or dumpster aggregation to the next. Once he reached the fence, he peered through the metal links to see what kinds of things were being unloaded from the cargo ships and stacked nearby, awaiting pick up and distribution by the ubiquitous haul craft. The metal links were too closely spaced to permit adequate viewing, so Glux shuffled further along the fence to see if he could find a better place to reconnoiter or, better yet, an actual gap in the fence of this rundown port that he could exploit to access the premises. After a lengthy and meticulous inspection, he noticed an inconspicuously small tear in the fence's tightly woven metal fabric. Testing the ruptured fabric with careful pushes and pulls from his upper set of three-fingered hands, Glux smiled with delight on finding that the gap was just big enough for him to slither through. Just then, however, Glux's floppy ears detected the sounds of a small port security patrol coming his way, in the midst of their nightly rounds. Before they drew near enough to see him, he slinked adroitly through the barely visible breach in the fence and dodged deeper among the stacks of cargo without being seen.
Maneuvering around the stacks of organized cargo around the port, Glux meticulously read the labels and logos of various crates. He saw a plethora of cargo being imported from all parts of the galaxy. Most of these crates were completely foreign to him. Some of the crates came from notorious manufacturing companies. However, most were just raw materials being imported from other planets. Making sure to hide from any watching cameras or other security guards, Glux grew frustrated that he wasn't finding anything edible. But Glux wasn't just about to give up. He needed this for his plan to mate with Ashe. He would take anything at this point.
Glux quickly learned that certain shipments were associated with certain types of cargo ships. Usually the shipments would share the same branding as the ships they came from, so this spared Glux a ton of time that he might otherwise have spent fruitlessly searching useless crates. Seeing a new freighter just coming in to dock, Glux sneakily made his way closer to get a better look. It looked very different from the others. Hiding behind some crates, Glux read the branding on the side of the ship's hull: it read 'Eridani Food & Co.' Glux rubbed his belly in excitement, finally finding what he needed.
Scurrying closer to the ship, he watched as its massive hanger platforms opened and descended down. Once the holds were fully open, the waiting cargo mechs immediately entered the ship, picked up stacks of crates, and placed them in the loading area on the dock alongside the freighter. Glux sensed that he needed to be very careful about what he did next. He couldn't afford to mess this opportunity up.
Most of the ship's crew were busy unloading the cargo, which gave the opportunity to quickly sneak into the loading area and snoop around. Narrowly avoiding being spotted, Glux worked himself into the center of various crates and containers where he was hidden from sight. He snarled in frustration: most of the crates were metal and sealed shut unless one had the necessary authorization code to open them.
Snaking his way between the crates, Glux continued his search. Spotting something at last that wasn't a sealed metal create, Glux scurried over to it. He was elated to see a bundle of stacked cardboard boxes secured only by straps. The labels on the boxes read MRE's: Meal, ready-to-eat. Glux wagged his tail in excitement: he wasn't exactly sure what an MRE was, but he didn't really care as long as the label contained the crucial word "meal.'
Carefully unclasping the fastening straps on the boxes, Glux took one of the boxes and ripped open the cardboard flaps. The box was full to bursting with compactly stacked plastic packages. Selecting one, he saw that it contained 'Menu 13: Gurlan cheese sausages and Moa soup.' Glux's stomach rumbled and his mouth salivated at this description. He had been relegated to eating ration bars for so long that cheese sausages and soup sounded unbelievably delicious. Despite his hunger, Glux stuffed the meal packet back into its box. Even though each box held many meal packets, Glux wasn't sure how long they would last. He determined to supply himself with as much of this conveniently-packaged food supply as he could. Even though he could carry two boxes at a time in his four arms, doing so would hinder his movement and slow him down. He would just have to come back and get some more. But he needed to make as many trips as he could as quickly as he could, before anyone noticed that some of the boxes of MRE's had gone missing.
Safely sneaking out of the loading area with the first box, Glux found a place to stash his loot near the rip in the fence that he had entered through. He managed to steal two more boxes unnoticed, but just to be sure he had enough, he went back to get one more. Just as he was picking up that last box of food, he was startled to hear a person shouting at someone. Peeking over a crate, he witnessed a chubby alien berating another individual wearing an orange hard hat and gripping a data pad in his hand: Glux assumed the person being yelled at was one of the freighter's crew.
"What's going on here?! Your ship isn't listed on my schedule," the fat alien wheezed. The sudden altercation had riveted the attention of every other crew member in hearing distance, disrupting the work of unloading the ship. Glux would be much more noticeable now that the crew were no longer distracted by their duties.
Nonchalantly looking up from his data pad, the man replied, "What? I'm pretty sure we are where we need to be." He quickly looked down at his screen to make sure that he was correct.
"Well, your ship is not registered here so you need to get your cargo back into your freighter and leave. I've got a schedule to keep up here, and your freighter is messing everything up!" the alien spoke. The man didn't respond at all, but just kept checking his data pad.
"Huh, I guess you're right. We aren't scheduled for this port," the man said, bracing his free hand on his hip. The alien just nodded and smirked in victory. "But air control redirected us here. It seems that all the other ports are currently backed up. This cargo is also deemed Coalition essential, and it needs to be transshipped on to Conrad as soon as possible. So, sorry, bud, but there's just nothing I can do for you," he shrugged, turning his back on the chubby alien and walking away.
"Alright, people, get your lazy butts back to work! We gotta get this stuff uploaded and shipped out ASAP!" the crewman shouted. The chubby alien could only snarl in defeated resignation, knowing that there was nothing he could do: the Coalition mandates over essential materials, amenities, and other important goods took priority over all other shipments.
Now that the fracas was over and everyone had gone back to work, Glux took the opportunity to sneak past the busy dock workers and back to his stash with the last box of meals. Carefully, he pushed the boxes one at a time through the small gap in the fence, alert to his surroundings the whole time. He didn't need to be caught red handed when he was so close to getting away with his thievery. Stealing from a priority shipment of essential Coalition goods would guarantee a harsh sentence.
As soon as all the boxes of MRE's were on the other side of the fence, Glux squeezed through after them. Checking to make sure no one had seen him, he picked up the boxes two at a time and took them to a place with more cover. Glux was getting tired of tediously going back and forth with the boxes. Taking a brief break in an alleyway, Glux looked around and saw an old rusty cart. Pushing on it to make sure that it was at least minimally functional, he decided it would hold up long enough to help him ferry his loot back to his lair. Having loaded all his loot onto the cart, he ventured back to his secret lair to prepare himself for the final step in his master plan...
The Day of the Heist
The heist crew gathered in a room in an abandoned building near the data farm preparatory to launching their mission. While they were reviewing the hologram of the facility one last time, each crew member double-checked that all their equipment was in order.
"Arlight, I think that's enough. Everyone ready?" Gemini said via their comms units; she was currently situated back at The Afterlife, monitoring the heist in real time as it proceeded.
"Yup, I'm ready," Ashe said, holstering her gun.
"Let's do this!" Keanu bellowed.
"Affirmative," Jericho replied in a monotone robot voice.
"Rosebud, you in position?" Gemini asked.
"Yeah, I'm here. I got sights on the facility," Rosebud said over the comms channel.
"Alright, Spider, take it from here," Gemini said, muting herself.
"This is Spider, how copy?" she said, tuning into the secure comms channel.
"We hear you loud and clear, Spider," Keana replied.
"Good. Before we head out, there is one more thing that you guys will find useful when we are out there. Jericho, give them the equipment," Spider instructed. Strutting on his mechanical legs over to Keanu and Ashe, Jericho handed them each a rather small device that had several buttons and a hexagonal dome protruding from its center. The two rotated the new units around as they inspected what they had been given.
"This is a tactical camo device. When activated, it should render you totally invisible to the naked eye," Spider explained. "But use it sparingly, this thing has a limited amount of battery."
"Woah, isn't that something?!" Keanu exclaimed.
"Why are we only getting this now?" Ashe said, raising her eyebrow.
"Didn't think that they would get here in time. But luckily my contact managed to pull a few strings," Spider replied.
"Mhm, and what about thermal vision? The data farm is equipped with thermal cameras," Ashe queried.
"Oh, don't worry about that. These things are top of the line equipment straight from Epsilon Industries. And don't ask me how we obtained them," Spider answered. Ashe just nodded and attached it to her utility belt.
"Alright, the main festival parade should be happening very soon. Let's get moving," Spider instructed.
Shutting off the holo unit, Jericho picked it up and inserted it into a compartment that emerged from his body. Now that she had all her gear in order, Ashe led the way out of the abandoned building. As she exited, Ashe looked up and saw the pretty night sky littered with stars. Lowering her gaze, she took in the city's lights glowing with life and the massive hologram projections that were filling the air with Coalition propaganda. Altogether, the light show in the sky made for quite a view. She could hear crowds of people bustling off in the distance, cheering for the national holiday. They couldn't have asked for a more spectacular distraction.
As they walked along an empty street, a small automated shuttle appeared and landed before them. It bore official Coalition markings. The small cargo shuttle was their ticket in. Ashe and the crew were amazed that Spider had managed to hack one of these and turn it for the team's use. Based on these early indications, Gemini's confidence in the netrunner's abilities appeared to be well placed.
As the shuttle's side doors opened, Spider said, "Alright, get in." But the interior of the shuttle was crammed with containers and other things; Ashe raised an eyebrow, wondering how they were going to fit.
"Uh, Spider? I don't know if there's enough room for us in there," Keanu said, scratching his head and giving voice to Ashe's thoughts.
"I never said it would be a comfortable ride. Now hurry up and get in. This shuttle is supposed to be arriving there any minute. If it's late, someone's gonna get suspicious," Spider urged.
Jericho stepped inside the shuttle's cargo hold. Finding a snug spot, he folded himself into the smallest available space. Shaking his head, Keanu said, "Fuck it." He also shoved himself in between the various crates, barely managing to fit his massive body in. He looked like he was about to suffocate.
"Com on, Ashe, get your ass in here," Keanu wheezed. Nodding, Ashe squeezed herself nimbly inside the cargo hold. Despite having found room, she felt as uncomfortable trapped between the meta crates as Keanu sounded.
The shuttle doors slid closed, engulfing Ashe's vision in darkness, other than the small red lights that barely illuminated the cargo hold. As the shuttle lifted off, Ashe mentally prepared herself for what was to come.
As they flew to their destination, the cargo hold was dead silent except for the heavy wheezing coming from Keanu. Keanu broke the silence by asking, "Hey, Spider, why can't we just use this shuttle to exfil out of the data farm?" His question made superficial sense to Ashe. Why even bother with the getaway driver?
"Good question," Spider responded. "I was lucky enough to override control of this shuttle's flight path while it was on route to the data farm. Unfortunately, Coalition cyber security is really tough to bypass. Which means that, once the shuttles are inside the facility, it's almost impossible to override their controls. Once it's unloaded and sitting idle, it's out of my reach," Spider explained.
"Couldn't you just assume control over any outgoing shuttles?" Ashe asked.
"Easier said than done. It took me almost a week to gain access to this particular shuttle you're in. You don't even want to know all the advance planning that went into doing this. So would you two stop questioning the pro, here?" Spider snapped back. Ashe just shook her head.
After a few more minutes of waiting, Spider notified the crew, "Alright, the shuttle is landing soon, get ready, and follow the plan." Ashe's heart raced with anticipation as she waited for the door to slide open.
As soon as the shuttle landed, the trio quickly disembarked before the inspection crew could arrive. Ashe upholstered her stealth modified pistol and proceeded with the plan. Carefully maneuvering around various crates, the three team members followed Spider's directions perfectly. Using exquisite timing, Spider would shut off the facility's security sensors and cameras just as the team members passed, allowing them to remain undetected. Having studied the data farm's security personal patrol routes, the crew managed to avoid being seen.
Arriving at a service staircase that exited the facility's cargo bay, Jericho scanned for anyone near enough to see them. Sensing that the coast was clear, he said in a monotone voice, "Area-clear." Keanu and Ashe nodded, and followed Jericho as he led the way down to the deeper levels. The crew continued to climb down the spiral staircase until they reached the level they wanted. Seeing 'Level 10' painted on the wall, the crew gathered at the entrance which was blocked by a securely-shut door. Jericho notified Spider that they were in position.
"Jericho, connect your relay beacon to the door's console," Spider instructed. "Then I'll access it directly through you, like we planned." Jericho immediately reconfigured his left hand so it could function as an access connector and plugged that into the receptacle port of the door's console. After a few short moments, the massively strong door slid meekly open and the crew sneakily made its way onto Level 10.
Keeping to a tight formation, the crew slowly and meticulously made their way into the server rooms. While this was happening, Spider was continuously covering their tracks and making sure that everything was proceeding as planned. So far everything was going smoothly; they hadn't had any close calls with security personnel or tripped any sensors. Ashe was starting to think that the Coalition was less than competent to have allowed them to venture this deep into one of their secure facilities.
The three team members stopped just before the corner to the doors that led into the server room. Carefully peeking around the corner, Ashe saw two guards standing in front of the doors with their service rifles pointed down. "Okay, we're here, Spider," Ashe notified the netrunner.



"Okay, those guards should be rotating between shifts right about.... Now," Spider replied. No sooner had she spoken the words than the security guards left their post and disappeared around the opposite corner. "Hurry up and get in there and get the data. I interfered with the nearby cameras, but you only have a little bit before the security team notices something fishy." Waiting a second to be sure the area was clear, the crew hastily made their way to the doors the guards had left unguarded.
Ashe could now see that there were actually two sets of doors barring further entry. Jericho once again configured his hand and plugged it into the console; Spider once again performed her net wizardry. But this time, the doors failed to immediately respond to her efforts. Keanu uneasily said, "Spider, could you hurry it up? We're sitting ducks out here." Ashe agreed with the big man's sentiments. They were caught out in the open; at any moment the next rotation of guards would be arriving.
"Cool it, will ya? Aaannnd done," Spider said, just as the doors slid open. Jericho and Ashe quickly went on ahead, while Keanu followed them closely behind, covering their rear as they entered.
Once inside, the doors shut behind them. Ashe methodically scanned her surroundings from left to right, seeing a very long room filled with rows of databases and servers. "Alright, the data we're looking for should be in section D, compartment 310 Alpha," Spider instructed.
Jericho promptly made his way to the designated location, as Keanu and Ashe followed. Once there, Jericho went to the nearby console and plugged himself in. "Ashe, grab a hard drive from that rack," he instructed. Ashe nodded and stepped over to the nearby wall where stacks of empty hard drives were stored. Pressing a button to disengage one of the storage devices, Ashe grabbed the medium sized rectangular unit and rejoined Jericho.
"Insert here," Jericho pointed. Ashe nodded and inserted the drive into the empty access unit. Jericho immediately began accessing the server's data for download. Ashe scrutinized her robotic teammate as he worked.
"Heh, this job is a whole lot easier than I expected," Keanu chuckled, pointing his heavy rifle down.
"Job isn't done yet. We still need to get out of here," Ashe reminded the large man. Keanu just nodded.
Several tense minutes ticked away. Spider tuned into the comms channel and said, "Jericho, is the data almost downloaded? Cyber security is getting real tough here. I can't mask your download for much longer before they find out what you're doing. And the next set of guards will be arriving soon."
Spider's query was followed almost immediately by Jericho's terse response of, "Done." Ejecting the drive, he picked it up and attached it to a hook on his hip. "Inform Azrael we are on our way out."
"Affirmative," Spider replied. "Make your way up to the surface level and proceed as planned."
Exiting the server room, the team had just begun their cautious retreat down the hall, when they heard the next shift of guards coming from behind the corner. The delays in opening the doors and downloading the data had caught up with them! "Camo, now!" Ashe hissed to her teammates. They each quickly activated their camo devices, vanishing into thin air. They hugged the wall to avoid bumping into the oblivious guards. Ashe held her breath as the guards nearly brushed her body as they made their way to their post in front of the server room. Once the guards were safely past them and had resumed their positions in front of the door, Ashe and the crew relaxed and proceeded with their main exit plan.
-
Meanwhile, Glux prepared to set his own master plan in motion. Knowing the exact time and date the team intended to pull off their job, Glux took the incriminating evidence he had stolen from Gemini's office and waddled his way to a local Peacekeeper station. Entering through the sliding doors, he made his way to the front desk. As he walked, Glux drew the eyes of the on-duty Peacekeepers. They eyed him suspiciously as he waddled on toward the station's front desk. The 'metalheads' watching him like a hawk made Glux profoundly uneasy: Ulgoidians were a rare and disfavored species. But he focused on his role: he was just being a good civilian, doing his duty and reporting a crime.
A pretty humanoid receptionist with dark blue skin, full red eyes, and jet black hair looked up from her seat behind the desk to see Glux's rather unpleasant form. She was taken aback, looking slightly repulsed. But snapping out of her distaste, she said, "Ho- how may I help you today?"
"Glux would like to report a crime," he stated. The lady raised her eyebrow.
"Umm, okay. What kind of crime are you reporting?" she asked.
"Stealing. Bad people are stealing," Glux answered. Due to his unfamiliar and unpleasant form and his odd manner of speech, the receptionist was having difficulty taking the little alien seriously.
"Huh, okayy. Just fill out this form and we'll do the best we can," she said, pulling out a paper from under her desk and placing it in front of him. Glux sensed that he was just getting a bureaucratic brushoff, so he got straight to the point by slapping the holo unit he had stolen down on the middle of the desk in front of her.
"What th-, what is this?" the lady asked.
"Evidence," Glux replied.
"Oh, okay, uh, we'll put this under investigation just as soon as you fill out the form," she responded, still not taking Glux at all seriously.
Sensing that his time was just being wasted, Glux cut to the chase by simply turning the hologram on. The projection of the data farm sprang up, filling the air around them, immediately drawing the attention of several Peacekeepers. One of them strode up to the front desk and said, "Liara, what the hell is going on here?"
"Sorry, Lieutenant, this civilian just went ahead and activated his 'evidence,'" she timidly replied. "He says 'bad people' are stealing something." The Peacekeeper turned to inspect the hologram. Looking closer at the projection, he examined the intricate markings and points of the schematics.
Slowly realizing what these schematics portrayed, he exclaimed, "What the hell... These look like the blueprints for a Naval Intelligence data farm. This blueprint shouldn't even be allowed in the hands of civilians." He glowered down at Glux with severe suspicion.
"Glux got this away from bad people that are planning to steal from here!" Glux quickly explained, not wanting to be labeled as a suspect for having possession of the hologram. "Brought it right to Peacekeepers!"
"You need to hurry! They are stealing right now!" Glux emphasized.
In response to this commotion, a crowd had gathered around the front desk. The Lieutenant backed up so he could examine the hologram once more. The more he studied it, the more he saw that this wasn't the work of just any amateur, this looked very well planned out and very professional.
"Uh, Lieutenant? What do we do?" the receptionist asked.
"Shit, this nasty little alien troll might be on to something..." the Lieutenant muttered. "Liara, call up the Security Bureau and inform them of suspicious activity at the data farm at Stillguard. I'm gonna go ahead and inform Colonel Pentecost what's going on." The receptionist nodded and immediately pressed her earpiece to call the Security Bureau.
"Stop standing around and get ready for deployment just in case this report turns out to be true!" the Lieutenant ordered the milling group of Peacekeepers who had been watching the show. As he hastily strode out of the lobby, the crowd of Peacekeepers broke up and rushed around the station: they seemed fired up now that there was the prospect of some serious action.
Glux smiled deviously at how well his plan was working. As he was turning around to make his way to his back to the sewers, the pretty lady called after him. "Hey! Where are you going?!" Glux couldn't afford to waste time, he needed to reach the crucial position in the depths of the sewers before it was too late.
"Go catch the bad people!" he said to her, waddling away from the front desk as fast as he could.
The lady stood up from her chair, but before she had a chance to alert anyone to Glux's departure, her call to the Security Bureau went through and she was forced to sit back down and inform them what was happening. Exiting the station, Glux ran back to the sewers. His two hearts raced with the realization that his master plan was on the verge of succeeding...
-
As they carefully made their way up the stairs, Rosebud called into the comms channel. "Uh, guys, I've got increasing movement on the surface. Security personnel seem to be in a rush. Did you guys alert anyone?"
The crew stopped where they were and tilted their heads in confusion. "We didn't alert anyone, what's going on?!" Ashe asked, feeling uneasy.
"Shit, the fuck?!" Spider muttered.
"Guys? How copy?! What's going on up there?!" Ashe urgently asked.
"I got a bad feeling about this," Keanu said, prepping his weapon.
The silence from Spider and Rosebud continued. "Guys?!" Ashe reiterated, sounding more distressed.
"Shit, they are running a diagnostic on the servers! They're gonna know what we took! You guys need to hurry up and get to that service exit before they lock down the facility!" Spider shouted.
The crew immediately rushed up the stairs to the upper levels. "You guys better get ready, I think we're gonna have a shootout!" Keanu warned. Ashe's mind raced as she flipped her mindset into full combat mode. She knew what they were up against, so she needed to be on her A-game.
"You guys need to hurry. They're calling more soldiers back into the building," Rosebud warned. The crew double-timed it toward the service exit. But even if they were able to make it out to the surface of the base, they would have to tread carefully: they needed to reach a small blindspot on the outskirts of the facility. From that location, they could break outside the base and back into the city.
Reaching the surface level, the crew paused just inside the doorway that led to the exterior part of the facility. As they were prepping their weapons and readying themselves to head out, the lights of the facility shut off and flashing red emergency lights activated instead. Security alerts played through the facility's intercom system, saying, "Security breach on Level 10. All security personnel, be on full alert for any possible perpetrators."
"Welp, they definitely know we are here now," Keanu said, cocking his weapon. "Rosebud, we're at the door to the surface. Is it all clear out there?"
"Uhh, yeah, go, go! You are clear!" Rosebud confirmed.
Opening the sliding doors, they exited. Once outside, they hid behind some building architecture while Jericho scanned the surrounding area with his advanced sensors. "There are twelve targets on full alert. They will definitely see us if we proceed as planned to the exit point," he informed.
"Spider, what's your status?" he added.
"Augh, shit! I'm being swamped right now! You guys either need to just make a beeline for the first exit point, or go with our backup plan! Either way, you may need to get your hands dirty!" Spider answered.
"Hell, yeah, that's what I'm talking about!" Keanu shouted in excitement. Ashe's eyes widened hearing how excited he was at getting into a firefight.
"This guy's a maniac!" Ashe thought.
"Alright, let's move it to our exfil!" Keanu ordered. Everyone nodded and proceeded with caution.
Keeping a tight formation, they tried their best to avoid being seen. With Rosebud providing them with overwatch, they fared better than they otherwise might have. But they weren't going to be able to evade detection entirely. As they reached a small junction, they bumped into a pair of guards patrolling through the area. Luckily, the crew saw them first and managed to flatline the guards before they could get off a shot. But the crackling of the team's weapons had unavoidably alerted the other guards.
"Ah shit! You got company coming your way, hurry up!" Rosebud informed them.
The crew made for their exit point at a full sprint, but were again frustrated as Azrael tuned into the comms channel. "Don't bother going to the exfil point, the Coalition's got the whole surrounding airspace under high alert. I'm sorry, but you guys are gonna have to go with plan B."
"Dammit! You can't just leave us!" Ashe shouted.
"Sorry, there's nothing I can do. This is out of my hands. Just get out of there alive, I'll try and loop around and get you once you're out of the sewers," Azrael responded. Ashe just frustratingly shook her head hearing the bad news. Seeing a guard peeking around the corner, Ashe drew her gun and sent several bullets in that direction, forcing the guard to duck back into cover. "We got hostiles at section Omega, we need immediate assistance!" Ashe heard the guard shout from around the corner.
"Shit, we need to go!" Ashe insisted.
As the crew attempted to withdraw, the guards poked their weapons around the corner, unleashing a hail of bullets. Fortunately, the accuracy of the guards was hampered by their having to fire around the corner of the structure that was protecting them. Keanu immediately laid down covering fire for their retreat. This enabled the crew to begin running again, but a hail of weapons fire was now incoming from all directions. The crew was forced to run and gun, shooting at anything that moved. Meanwhile, Rosebud began to pick off Coalition guards left and right, which afforded them enough cover to retreat back to the edge of the facility, then down the series of stairs and catwalks that overlooked the utility canal. But as they reached the open platform that provided access to the catwalks that led to the coolant drain and their exit point, they were forced to hold up again. They had virtually no cover from above: guards were already positioned at various high points that overlooked the platform they needed to traverse to reach the drain.
"You still have that battery left on your camo device?" Keanu asked.
"Negative," Jericho replied.
Ashe looked down at her utility belt and saw a bullet hole had pierced her device through and through. "Shit, mine got shot..." she revealed.
"Heh, mine is out of battery, too..." Keanu added. "Well, shit. Rosebud, can you cover us until we reach the catwalk?"
"Yeah sure. But you guys will need to be quick about it. They're too many for me to handle, and I think they are zeroing in on my position in the building. I might need to bug out soon." she replied.
"You guys need to go NOW! They're activating the Spectre Drones," Spider informed them. "Shit, oh no no no no! I think I've been made! AUUUGGG-." Spider's comms shut off.
"Shit! Spider!" Ashe shouted.
"I think she's gone, you guys need to move now!" Rosebud ordered.
"Alright! Let's do this!" Keanu shouted, cocking his weapon.
Running out into the open, the crew opened fire on the guards sitting above them, flatlining a few of them immediately. Rosebud managed to cover them until they reached a small section of the platform that had some cargo crates they could use for cover. They'd covered half the distance to the catwalk.
But then, to the crew's dismay, the nearby containers holding the Spectre Drones began to open. Once open, the Drones began deploying from their racks. Before they could draw their weapons, Keanu opened fire on a set of Drones that were still activating, but to no effect. They seemed impervious to his bullets. Now fully emerged from their containers with weapons operational, the Drones rained a barrage of bullets in the crew's direction. In mere moments, the crew would be pinned down by a deadly crossfire.
"Well, it's time to use this!" Keanu shouted. Grabbing a thermal grenade from his belt, he tossed it at a group of Drones marching towards them. As he dodged back into cover, a huge explosion ripped across the entire several-floor space above the coolant drain. Peeking over their cover, Ashe saw that the Drones were effectively disabled, but a few were still crawling towards them on partially-disabled limbs.
Rosebud picked a few Drones off by targeting the weak points in their necks. But they just kept coming. The crew were pinned down from almost every direction. The crackling exchange of gunfire between the heist crew and the security forces rippled through the night sky.
"Shit, I'm on my last couple of mags!" Ashe shouted.
"God dammit! I'm running out of explosives and ammo, we need to get moving!" Keanu added, reloading his rifle.
"Warning, QRF is almost here. We need to move," Jericho informed the two.
Glancing over their cover, Ashe saw a fuel tank sitting just in the corner of the main building. This gave her an idea. "Rosebud, do you see that fuel tank?" she asked.
"Uh, yeah," Rosebud replied, sounding extremely harried.
"Shoot it on my mark, it should give us enough cover to get to the catwalk," Ashe ordered.
"Copy," Rosebud replied, tersely.
Ashe informed the crew of her plan. Everyone quickly nodded. Immediately after she gave the word to Rosebud, a huge explosion shook the whole space around and above the coolant drain, momentarily silencing the weapons fire from the Coalition for just long enough for the crew to make their getaway. But as they ran across the last space, a QRF drop ship appeared in the canal airspace at the same level as the space they needed to dash across. As it hovered alongside them, the side door slid open and troopers began opening fire on them. Ashe was seeing the insurrectionist gunfight play out all over again, with her crew in the role of victims.
Keanu and Ashe managed to avoid the bullets as they sprinted for the final catwalk, but Jericho was unfortunately hit in the legs, rendering him unable to walk. "Shit, Jericho!" Ashe shouted, trying to run back to help him. But before she could reach him, Jericho plucked the hard drive off his utility belt and tossed it to her. Reacting on instinct, Ashe snatched the drive out of the air.
"GO," he ordered in a now glitchy voice, before shooting up at the dropship, taking out a couple of troopers.
Ashe still hesitated, but Keanu grabbed her arm and dragged her towards the catwalk. Realizing there was nothing she could do, she shook her head and allowed the big man to propel her forward. As they made it to the stairs that led to the coolant drain, she glanced back one more time to see several QRF troopers and Spectre Drones surrounding Jericho, before their gunfire ventilated him from all sides.
As they ran down the catwalk, they were met with weapons fire from the dropship which continued to track their every move. Keanu managed to draw their fire and then force the ship to back off, using the explosive rounds from his heavy rifle. But more security forces were swiftly catching up to them on foot.
Just before they made it down to the level of the coolant drain, Ashe unfastened her detonator from her belt and activated the thermal charge she'd hidden on the sewer side of the wall. A plume of smoke and debris spewed out of the massive hole she'd blown in the back wall of the coolant chamber. Making it down to that level of the drain, Ashe ran into the still-dispersing cloud from the blast and leaped through the hole in the wall. She'd made it into the sewer system!
Meanwhile Keanu was laying down covering fire as he backed down the last set of stairs. Fire from the guards, the drones, and the QRF drop ship was converging on him from the upper levels and the side of the chamber that was open to the canal, where the drop ship still hovered. Ashe couldn't understand how Keanu was still moving and fighting. Shit, heavy cover from Rosebud's was supposed to have assisted them across this last area! But Rosebud's fire was rapidly falling off...



"Come on, follow me!" Ashe shouted at Keanu, turning on her headlamp and shining it through the blast cloud. He nodded and hurdled through the hole into the sewers just behind her. Taking out her tac pad, she input their escape route and turned to follow it.
"Rosebud, we're in the tunnels, you can bug out now," Ashe called out in the comms channel.
"Yeah, copy. Heading out now. Shit...." Rosebud replied.
"What's happening?!" Ashe asked, as she ran.
"They found me! They got me surro-" she said before her comms went silent.
"Rosebud? Are you there? Dammit!" Ashe exclaimed.
"I think she's gone," Keanu wheezed in pain. Hearing the edge in his voice, Ashe immediately turned back toward him.
She saw him leaning against the sewer wall, holding onto his stomach, bleeding profusely. "God, are you okay?!" she asked, running over him, trying to put his arm over her shoulder.
"Heh, I think I got hit or something," Keanu chuckled. Ashe tried to carry him for a few lurching steps, but the oversized warrior was simply too heavy; the footsteps of Coalition soldiers were echoing down the tunnel, just around the corner behind them.
"Come on, Keanu, we have to keep moving!" Ashe urged, as she struggled fruitlessly to bear his weight.
"Get on out of here, Ashe. I got your back..." Keanu said, coughing up some blood to accompany his last words. Ashe didn't know what to do. She wanted to help Keanu but he was just too heavy for her. And the Coalition troopers were only seconds behind them. "Arrhhh," Ashe groaned in frustration. Her crew members were being shot to pieces one by one, all around her!
"GO, I'll buy you some time. Get that package to Gemini. You can have my cut of the money. Well, I guess you can have all ours, heh heh," he said, chuckling more, with more blood spewing from his mouth.
Ashe stood there, trying to come up with any way to get Keanu to safety and medical help. But before she could come up with anything at all, she heard a soldier shouting from just down the tunnel. "I think they went this way! Over here!" She exchanged a last agonized glance with Keanu, but he looked like he had come to terms with his fate.
"Dammit! I'm sorry, Keanu," she said, reluctantly releasing his arm.
He just gave her a wink and reloaded his gun. Mustering the last of his strength, he turned to face the incoming threats. "NOW, GO!" he shouted, his final words. Ashe nodded and ran for it. As she raced at top speed, she heard the sounds of gunfire ripping through the walls of the sewers. She couldn't bear to turn around and see what was happening. She felt incredibly guilty at having to leave him. The gunfire stuttered on for a bit before it abruptly stopped and she knew Keanu was no more.
As she ran on, following the escape route shown on her tac screen, Ashe's mind raced. Every member of her heist crew was dead, with the possible exception of Azrael, the getaway driver, and they had been closing in on him the last she'd heard. She was now a felon on the run from the full might of the Coalition, including a merciless efficient QRF unit, in possession of extremely valuable, extremely 'hot' Naval Intelligence data. She was all on her own now, up against serious heat of the most hellacious kind. How had this little 'adventure' ever seemed like a good idea? Hearing the shouts of the soldiers rapidly gaining on her, Ashe fought hard not to panic. She didn't have enough ammo to fight them off and she definitely didn't want to get caught knowing what the Coalition's interrogators would have in store for her.
Turning a corner, she saw the beams of flashlights criss-crossing the darkness of the tunnels just ahead of her. Whoever was wielding the flashlights, they were blocking the direct path of her escape route, cutting her off from her only known way out of here. if she tried to deviate from her path, she was bound to get lost. She started to turn back around, before remembering that the soldiers from the facility were right behind her. For one of the only times in her life, Ashe had no idea what to do. Her crewmates had died to get her to this point. She was alive, uninjured, uncaptured, in possession of the undisclosed loot. She had to do something to make it all worth something, mean something to somebody, but her body was frozen in panic.
As she struggled to get her brain to think of something, any shred of a plan at all that might get her out of here, she gasped as her arm was grabbed and she was jerked into a small side corridor hidden in the darkness. Even as she was pulled deeper into the darkness, Ashe glanced frantically around, trying to see what was happening to her and who had grabbed her. Blinking, she made out a familiar short figure guiding her along. "Glu- Glux?!" she queried. She gulped as she grasped at the fact that he was the only one who dwelled down in these sewers.
"Shush, they will hear. Turn off light," Glux whispered. Having no other option but to trust him, Ashe switched off her headlamp.
The pesky little alien took her to a small hidden corner. The two of them crouched silently, covered by the darkness as the hunting soldiers hurried past them down the main tunnel. "Where the hell did they go?!" a soldier asked, as the two forces that had almost trapped Ashe converged on each other. "Shit, they must have slipped around us. We're gonna need the mobile task force to help keep an eye out for the perpetrators trying to escape from here!" Another voice then ordered, "Get MTF on the line and tell them to conduct patrols around all the nearby exit points of the sewers."
Ashe held her breath as she hugged the wall as tightly as she could, not wanting to be heard but feeling like her heart was thumping too loud to be missed. She shuddered in total fear as the countless footsteps thundered back and forth in the tunnels and the sounds of rattling military equipment reverberated off the sewer walls. As obscure as it was, this small side branch of the sewer network was barely out of sight of the larger tunnel where the search was concentrated. After what felt like hours of holding her breath and cowering in fear, the sounds of the Coalition soldiers slowly drifted further and further away from them, finally fading away entirely.
Glux, sensing it was safe to move again, gave another tug on Ashe's arm and led her deeper into the sewers. "What are you doing down here? And where are you taking me?" Ashe asked, totally mystified at how Glux could have so unexpectedly turned into her savior, just as she'd given up all hope.
"Glux was just wandering around down here and heard the commotion and saw Ashe. And you looked like you needed help," he said, framing a somewhat believable lie. "Metalheads will be looking for you. Glux will take you somewhere safe to lie low."
Ashe was suspicious of where he was taking her but she had no other choice. She had some serious heat on her; given his extensive knowledge of the sewers, Glux was her best and only option to avoid being captured by the authorities.
Oh, well, thanks... I guess," Ashe replied. "Have any idea where to lie low at?" Her question caused Glux to smile deviously in the darkness.
"Yes, yes. Glux knows a place. Just follow me," Glux answered, rubbing his belly excitedly as his scheme came together just the way he had planned it.
Now that the pursuit had lost their trail, Glux led her directly down the secret path to his lair. Arriving at the door, he pressed the console to open in. "Hide in here," Glux said, pointing into the room. Ashe tilted her head wondering why a random room had been so conveniently built this deep in the sewers. But lacking any other choice, she just sighed and walked inside.
Following right behind her, Glux let out another devious smile, before closing the door behind them and locking it...
Ashe scanned the small room lit up by a flickering ceiling light. She observed the dirty mattress, sink, toilet, shelf, and shower. "Cozy," she muttered sarcastically. Turning around, she faced Glux. She didn't know what else to say. They just awkwardly stared at each other.
"Hungry?" Glux said, breaking their silence. He pointed to the shelf of boxes of MRE's.
Seeing that they were military MRE's, Ashe raised her eyebrow and asked, "Where did you get these?"
"Found them," Glux replied. Ashe rolled her eyes knowing that was a complete lie. But she decided that she didn't want to delve into it at this moment. She needed to process the failure of the mission and the loss of all her crewmates.
Going over to the wall, she leaned her back against it and slowly slid down into a sitting position. Now that she was in a somewhat safe place, her mind was free to relive everything that had just happened. Bringing up the hard drive to examine it, she started to breathe heavily knowing that her crew was dead. She wasn't new to losing team members, but she had kinda liked working with her new acquaintances. Perhaps given time they could have all become good friends. Ashe also wondered what Gemini was doing right now. She was probably shitting herself that everything had gone so wrong and was laying as low low as she could. Or getting the heck out of the system entirely. But she had to put all that behind her. It had happened, and there was nothing she could do about it right now. The best thing she could do right now was to lay low her own self and focus on surviving. They'd have to hide out here for some minimal time, anyway. That would give her time to process, try to figure out what had gone so suddenly wrong: one minute, the heist had seemed to be going according to plan, as slick as could be; the next moment, the whole thing had gone to hell.
She'd have time to think later about how good a look the guards and Coalition troopers had gotten at her: did they have detailed video? Would she ever be able to sneak back to her jumpship; or would they have her landing pad under surveillance?
"Ashe okay?" Glux asked, sitting himself on the mattress.
"Uh yeah... I'm fine," Ashe responded in a low voice.
Glux sensed that she wasn't in the mood to do anything, so he decided to hold off on his devious plans for now. Sitting on the mattress, Glux gave Ashe a good looking over as she sat against the wall with her hands wrapped around her knees. She didn't look injured. He had only heard the last few moments of the final firefight and two big explosions that preceded it. But none of her teammates had made it out with her. And she'd had a hella lot of guards and soldiers converging on her. Glux briefly considered whether his scheme might have put her in too much danger. But his obsession had been driving him: it was worth any risk to get her in his power at last.
Now, she just sat there in silence, processing her way through what had just happened. But Glux was jumpy and excited inside. Whatever the risks, his plan had worked perfectly! And he was looking forward to reaping his reward! She was in his secret lair where no one would find them. On some level, she had to be grateful that he had "saved" her. And now they would be left alone to their own devices. Not wanting to squander his efforts, he decided to play it safe; he needed to avoid doing anything that might provoke Ashe into leaving.
After a little while, Ashe seemed to feel a bit better and she got back up. She glanced over to where her alien savior was fidgeting about on the mattress. "Um, thanks again... for helping me out..." she said, rubbing the back of her neck. Glux just nodded, knowing he needed to conceal how much he was gloating.
Being in Glux's presence conjured up memories of the intense fucking they had shared not too long ago. There was nothing like a close brush with death to emphasize the benefits available to the living. Feeling a sudden warmth rising in her core, Ashe got nervous: she needed to get out of his vicinity, knowing what was all too likely to happen again the longer they stayed in close proximity to one another. But now they were in a small room, alone together. As much as Ashe told herself she wanted to leave, she knew the authorities must be rousting the whole city in the hunt for her. They may have flatlined her whole team, that some kind of naval intelligence data had gotten out of their control. For now she had no choice but to stay put. Here. With the insatiable Glux. She felt another jolt of heat from that warm core inside herself.
Sensing that this might be a good time to initiate something, Glux stood up and walked over to Ashe. Wrapping his four arms around her, she was taken aback by his sudden actions. "Glux! What are you doing?!" she exclaimed.
"Glux missed you," he replied, hugging her tighter. Ashe felt a bit weirded out, but not as disgusted as before. In fact, she felt a little flattered. "You miss Glux?" he asked.
Ashe's eyes widened at his question. Strangely, she did kinda miss him: but perhaps that was only her body missing how he made her feel. "Er, maybe a little?" she said, a little unsure. Hearing even this qualified admission, Glux smiled.
Then Ashe felt a poke in her crotch. "Eep!" she squealed. She immediately knew what was poking her. "What the hell, Glux?! I told you, we can't be doing such things anymore." Glux ignored her and kept poking his bulge into her crotch. Ashe's body started to heat up feeling his cock against her again. It reminded her of how good it had made her feel.
Feeling his grubby hands squeezing her cheeks, she gasped. "Glux, stop that!" she ordered again. But as he kept kneading, poking, and squeezing her, she began to get horny.
"Ugh, enough of this!" She tried to stop him, but to no avail.
"Ashe needs to relax again," he said. Ashe raised her eyebrow at this reiteration of his familiar reasoning.
"This can- ah shit. Can't happen again," Ashe groaned, trying to pry Glux off of her. "I have places to be," she gave some half-assed excuse, knowing fully well that she had nowhere to go.
"You have nowhere to be right now. The metalheads are looking for you. It's best if you stay here and distract yourself for a little while," Glux reasoned. As much as she might like to deny it, his reasoning rang true. She didn't have anywhere to be right now, and she did probably need to distract herself after everything that had happened.
"Come on. You need to relax after all you went through," he prodded. Ashe tried to give some semblance of actual thought to what he was saying, but his groping was already undermining her inhibitions. More memories of how good he made her feel flooded into her mind.
Closing her eyes, Ashe sighed and said, "Fine..." Glux was elated to hear her falling under his spell once again.
Wasting no time, he quickly began to remove Ashe's armor. She gasped at how eager he was to get her out of her gear. "Woah, Glux! Slow down!" she urged. But he just calmly continued to remove her armor and equipment. Placing the hard drive on the shelf next to her, she began to help get herself out of her garments. She didn't know why, but she loved the thrill of doing this once again, no matter how depraved it was.
Removing her gear and tossing it over onto a growing pile of her stuff, Ashe began to breathe heavily, growing aroused at the prospect of doing dirty things again. Taking off her helmet and placing it on the shelf, she went to kick her boots off, leaving her in just her undersuit. Glux drooled at how tightly the black suit hugged her sexy body. He immediately pulled the zipper down to her navel. Slipping her arms out of her sleeves, Ashe skimmed her suit along with her underwear all the way down to her feet and stepped out of it, before kicking it over to the pile of her stuff.
She was now completely naked in front of Glux again. She couldn't believe that she had gone from being in an intense combat situation to being about to do nasty things with a perverted alien. Maybe she needed to embrace the intensity of the life force after the black hole of death had come so close to sucking her up. Taking her hand, Glux led her to the mattress and pushed her down onto it. She made an 'umph' sound as she landed on the stained mattress.
"Oh my," Ashe said, biting her lip. Her heart seemed to be skipping beats: however conflicted her mind was, her body was already anticipating what Glux had in store for her.
Wanting to be naked with her, Glux dropped his cloak and trousers, revealing his purple-unsheathed-slimy-raging-hard cock. Ashe gasped at the sight of his alien penis thrusting up for her once again. Her eyes were drawn to the viscous fluid that was perceptibly dripping from his tip. The musky aroma of his cock was quickly permeating the poorly ventilated room. And just that quickly, her mind was hazing over with lust. Joining her in bed, Glux knelt down and tackled her onto her back, before shoving his tongue deep into her mouth.
"MHHMMFF," Ashe squealed, feeling her alien lover lick the insides of her mouth. With all four of his hands, he touched and groped all over Ashe's naked body, causing her to moan breathily up into his mouth.
Glux couldn't believe that his plan had worked almost perfectly. He had managed to get Ashe back into his clutches, though he felt a little guilty that he had technically wiped out her entire group in the process. Ashe must never know what he had done. But he didn't really care; all that mattered to him was this opportunity that he had engineered, his chance to breed Ashe once and for all. As Glux slipped his tongue out her mouth, Ashe gasped for air. "You really did miss me!" she exclaimed, panting.
Pulling back, Glux splayed her long legs out and wedged himself in between them. Grabbing the base of his cock, he began to smear his fluids all over Ashe's navel then down to her crotch, marking her with his essence. Biting her finger, she felt her pussy leaking, her liquid output matching the donations of precum his wet hot cock was dribbling all over the skin of her loins. Her green eyes dilated as she took in more of his pheromones with every inhalation through her nostrils.
"Ugh, Glux, what are you doing?" Ashe asked, growing irritated that he was just rubbing himself all over her.
"Marking you with Glux's scent..." he stated. Her heart skipped as she understood that he was taking possession of her in the most basic of ways. Something primal was triggered inside of her. Her pussy dripped profusely, signaling the undeniable depths of her arousal. She needed to get fucked by this alien!
"Glux, could we just get on with it and fuck already?" Hearing Ashe begging him to mate with her, Glux's cock twitched and became even harder. The tip of his cock was flinging drops of precum onto her belly with every throb. This was it, after all the mating in which they were about to engage, Ashe would be well bred with his babies.
Giving her a hungry nod, Glux moved his hips back and positioned his cock at the puffy portals to her sopping pussy. Slipping himself all the way inside her with one powerful thrust, Glux groaned in extreme pleasure as he was swallowed up in the warmth of Ashe's love canal.
"ULLLLOOYYYY!" he croaked.
"Aahh, ahhhhh, mmmffucck!" Ashe moaned as she felt every alien detail of his cock dip and dive ever deeper into her pulsating pussy.
As Glux pistoned his hips into her, Ashe's eyes rolled back as she fell immediately into the patterns of pleasure that he had relentlessly inculcated in her during their previous encounters. She was helpless in the grip of her lust for Glux, the intense fuck-lust that she had been secretly missing ever since their earlier entanglement. Gripping onto the mattress with white-knuckled fingers, she moaned in rhythm with Glux's irresistible thrusts. Her exposed breasts swung up and down with the motions of their mating, enticing Glux to bend down and enfold her mammaries in the three-fingered clutch of his main pair of hands. Giving her succulent boobs a healthy squeeze, he drooled at the prospect of them filling with milk as his babies grew inside her.



"Ah, yes, yes! You like touching my boobs, Glux? You pervert," Ashe moaned. Glux was living in Ulgoidian heaven! Here he was, voraciously mating with his sex fantasy in the flesh. It had taken him a ton of work, of sneaking and spying and physically forcing himself on her to reach this point, but it was all worth it in the end. And Ashe was glorying in it, too!
As Glux fucked her harder into the mattress, Ashe grabbed on to his forearms, locking onto him for dear life. Every time his cock slapped into the depths of her warm walls, she fell deeper and deeper into a lustful daze. The engorged tissues of her vagina were absorbing more of his musky pheromones, his precum mixing with her lubricants with every renewed plunge of his alluringly shaped alien cock. She was already letting go of the furious intensity of the violent heist she had been involved in just moments ago. As shocking as it was too transition so swiftly from fighting to fucking, it was just what her overstrained nerves needed right now: Ashe was fully enveloped in this intense fuck session, engangled again with this pervy alien who fucked her harder and more skillfully than any human male.
Glux released his hold on her boobs so he could grab her wrists and pin them together over her head. "Oh, my!" Ashe groaned. Glux then replaced his fingers with his lips, licking and sucking her boobs, preparing them for the suckling they would need to endure once Ashe bore his babies. "Ah, fuck. Yes! Suck my tits, Glux. Uh, uh, yes. You are making me feel so fucking good right now, you insatiable perv!" she wailed.
Glux redoubled his efforts. Taking her full breast into his mouth, he applied an even more ferocious suction to her saliva-soaked nipple, even as he continued to plunge inexorably in and out her wet pussy. With each of his thrusts, Ashe's sex liquids frothed and splattered out around the base of his dick. Their inner thighs and lower torsos were slathered in Ulgoidian precum and human female fuck juice. Ashe's boobs were just as slimed with Glux's copious salivations. Sliding his face up her chest and through the notch of her clavicles, he began to lick and suck all over her neck, plying his mate with love bites, transferring still more pheromones through the insufficient barrier of her silky skin.
Ashe bit her lip as she rode the steepening wave of her arousal. Everything that was happening felt so erotic to her, somehow amplified to an even greater extreme in contrast to the terror and violence of her frenzied escape from the botched heist. Her crewmates had all died, sacrificing themselves so that she could survive. And here she was, miraculously alive, getting fucked within an inch of her life by a gross alien in a secret room deep in the sewers where no one could find her. Snatched from danger and near death by this same erotic alien with whom she was now engaging in the most primitive ritual of the life force itself. It was like she was the hot female lead of some obscene holo porno, the kind found only on the most extreme netstreams.
Feeling his cock head kissing her cervix, Ashe subconsciously wrapped her long legs around Glux's hips, using her crossed ankles to pull him deeper inside of her in involuntary submission to the alien domination he was inflicting upon her. For his part, Glux was elated by the way Ashe was forcing them into even tighter conjunction: Ashe's unwitting complicity in her own bondage to her alien mate was his favorite of all the sexy things she had done as he mated with her.
After a lengthy bout of intense fucking, their bodies were glistening with sweat. The sounds of their slapping flesh and slicking sexes filled the small room. Growing a bit tired, Glux released his grip from Ashe's wrists and wrapped his four arms around her body. With one strong pull, he rolled over backwards, pulling her on top.
"Uh, oh! You want me to ride you, I see," Ashe said in a husky voice. Glux just nodded in hungry desire: time for his mate to do some of the work! Leaning back above him, Ashe began to bounce herself up and down on his raging cock. Grabbing onto her shapely hips with his secondary arms, Glux helped guide her as she hopped and rolled herself into him. With his main pair of hands Glux reached out and latched onto Ashe's hands. Interweaving her five fingered hands with his three-fingered mitts, she used him as leverage to ride his alien cock with ever greater vigor.
Glux's beady eyes watched as his human mate rode him with such desire. Her eyes were glazed with lust and her tongue hung out of her mouth. "Uh, uh, uh, ah, ah, mmmfuck. You like that? You like how I ride up and down your thick alien cock?" she panted.
"Glux loves it! Guragaga," he grunted in response.
Ashe gave him a seductive smile, her mind now completely overcome with lust and desire. Squatting all the way down on the fat base of his cock, she began making circles with her hips, intensifying the pleasure for both of them. Glux's head fell back in sheer delight as his cock was tightly hugged, tugged, and snugged within her tight velvet walls.
The two panted heavily as Ashe rode Gllux's cock as skillfully as any equestrian. She loved how hot he felt inside of her. Everything - from the way his phallus was shaped to how well he filled her - combined to render her cock drunk. The illicit idea that someone like her would stoop low enough to fuck this filthy! alien! hobo! was unreasonably arousing in its own right. She grunted, splatting down on him as each dirty thought thrummed through her head.
As she bounced and slithered up and down his cock, her thighs rippled. The vision of her riding him with such fervor fed back into Glux's own whirlwind of arousal. He loved everything about Ashe's human body. It was just so sexy, so breedable, the ultimate in female form. He had to admit that for him, at least, humans were the most attractive species of all the galaxy's more widespread species: he was convinced that they held the key to the resurgence of his own near-extinct and marginalized kind. Or, more accurately, his cock and Ashe's fertile womb were the secret combination that would unleash his descendants to reclaim their rightful place.
Wanting to take control again, Glux pulled her body down to his. The incongruous lovers were now face to face, each inhaling the hot breath of the other, and before they knew it, they were frantically involved in a sloppy make out session. Locking his lips with hers, Glux inserted his prehensile tongue into her mouth. His tongue began dominating hers, as he twisted his pulsating length around her softer, more timid oral muscle. Then, rolling their bodies onto their sides, Glux began to roll his hips more strongly into her sexual center. They mixed and traded their saliva as he commenced a series of short fast strokes, ramming rhythmically into her dripping pussy. Ashe wrapped her limbs around his body, hugging him possessively as he power fucked her.
"Mhhmmm mhmm hmmmm," Ashe moaned into Glux's mouth, using her long legs to jounce him deeper into her love canal. The sounds of the sucking, smacking, and snogging of their lips rang in her ears.
After another indeterminate period of masterful fucking, Glux's orgasm was swiftly overtaking him. Ashe felt her own climax writhing and rising inside her convulsing core. "Glux is gonna vishu!" he announced, retracting his long tongue from her mouth.
Glux's words primed Ashe to receive the copious amounts of thick alien spunk that would soon be filling her womb. "Uh, yes! Vishu for me, Glux! Please Vishu inside of me! I'm about to cum!" she wailed in pleasure, her breaths huffing forcefully with her sprint to the finish. Glux was elated at how receptive she was to being seeded by him. He was about to make her his forever. He was going to mix his DNA with hers and produce a baby.
Wanting to announce his desires, he leaned over to her ear and whispered, "Give Glux baby..." Ashe's eyes widened at this statement. "Give him a baby?!" she thought to herself. A part of her was confused by what he'd said. Surely it was impossible for their species to interbreed with each other. But another part of her appreciated that, for Glux, this was the climax of the universal urge to mate. And that part of her thought his drive to impregnate her was indescribably hot.
"Wha- what?! We can't get me pre- pregnant," Ashe nervously exclaimed. The idea of being pregnant with his baby was almost horrifying, at the same time as it made her tremble with lust and submission.
Glux leaned back and locked eyes with her. "Oh, Glux's species can reproduce with others. Glux just needs to vishu inside you enough times to fully adapt to your body. Then we will be making babies. We started working on it the first time we mated. Glux is sure that this time will be it," Glux explained.
His explanation sent Ashe spiraling into shocked disbelief. She couldn't get pregnant, she was a badass bounty hunter! Never mind having a hybrid baby with this perverted alien weirdo. Trying her damnedest to shake off her hazy lust and regain her senses, Ashe attempted to push Glux off of her. But she was firmly trapped in his grasp. In fact, her own legs were still firmly wrapped around him, tugging him into her more firmly with his every thrust. And each of those thrusts plunged her further toward her own imminent explosion of pleasure.
"Get off! I can't get pregnant! Not with you!" Ashe shouted, as she fruitlessly tried to pry him off with her upper limbs and clung to him just as fiercely with her lower ones. Glux just ignored her and thrust unceasingly away. "NO! STOP!," she reiterated to no avail.
Glux rolled their bodies over so Ashe was now on her back with her alien love mate looming over her. With his second pair of arms he grabbed the backs of her knees and splayed her thighs apart. He used his own thighs to pin her pelvis down as he used his grip on her knees to bend her legs up towards her chest, folding her into a full on mating press: the optimal position for breeding. Ashe kicked her legs and flailed at him with her hands, still trying to dislodge him, but her body felt weak and her efforts were ineffective. His pheromones were busily suppressing her inhibitions, subduing her into compliance, readying her for her inevitable insemination. Grabbing her wrists with his main pair of hands, Glux pinned them into the mattress alongside her head, rendering her totally immobile.
"Glux! Please... I can't have your baby," Ashe pleaded, failing to notice the even more ominous plural of "babies" he'd used in his last utterance. But Glux wasn't having it. He'd orchestrated this entire plan just so he could breed her. He wasn't going to back out now.
As he thrust into her, over and over, deeper and deeper, Ashe's eyes rolled upward in their sockets as she fell back into the thrall of lustful daze. "Ah, uh uh, n- no, we ca- Ah, shit, that feels so fuckin' good," she mewled. His implacable dicking was flipping a primal switch in her, arousing instincts that she was helpless to overcome, no matter how hard she sought to reject them. "Ah, shit, yes. Wait' no-! My god, I'm about to cum!" she moaned.
"Glux is gonna vishu deep inside of you and you will take my seed," Glux stated. Drunk with lust yet again, Ashe nodded slightly in unknowing agreement. "Say it. Say that you want to be impregnated by Glux's seed," he ordered.
Ashe tried to shake her head to refute this insane proposition, but her impending orgasm and his indomitable thrusting were eroding the last of her inhibitions. "Ugh, n- no... Ah fuck, n- mhhmmm," she moaned, fighting against her own instincts. Something like this was simply impossible. She can't get pregnant with his baby, right? Bit feeling his pointy head piercing into her womb, Ashe's eyes widened as the switch in her brain she had fought so desperately to suppress flipped 'on' at last.
"Fuck! Please breed me, Glux! Vishu inside of me! I will bear your babies! Dump your virile seed inside my fertile womb! Please, Glux, vishu! Vishu inside of me!" Ashe groaned out her final capitulation. A grin that spanned from ear to floppy ear formed on Glux's face: his goddess had officially fallen under his spell.
"Ashe wanna stay down here and breed with Glux forever?" he grunted.
"FUCK! Yes! Yes, I will stay here with you forever and breed with you, Glux! I will bear your children over and over again! Just keep making me feel good!" Ashe screamed out her passion at the top of her lungs.
Ashe's acceptance of her fate as his breeding partner sent Glux over the edge. With one final lunge, Glux planted his cock head against the entrance to her exposed womb and burst inside of her. "ULLLLLLOOYYYYYYY!" Glux bellowed, as he came with untamed ferocity.
"AHHH YESSS! FUCKING MAKE ME PREGNANT!" Ashe wailed, as she crested over into her orgasm with a ferocity that matched her mate's. Her toes curled and her body shook violently as she came. Feeling heavy rope after rope of his virile seed painting the inside of her receptive womb, her eyes rolled all the way back. She loved the way his warmth filled her up. It felt so good!
"I can't believe you're gonna put a baby in me, you fucking intsatiable perv! Yeah, keep cumming deep inside of me like that! Fucking breed meeee!" Ashe moaned as Glux continued to pump her full of his seed.
Shooting his last few ropes inside of her, Glux collapsed on top of her body, releasing her limbs from his hold. They panted heavily, their hot breaths washing over each other as they tried to recover from their mind shattering orgasm. "Glux is happy..." he said, trailing off in pure ecstasy at the knowledge that he had very likely impregnated his human goddess. Though of course he had every intention of extending their breeding session as soon as they regained their strength. Not only did he want to be sure that Ashe was properly inseminated, but fucking her to one mutual orgasm after another was the highest form of fun available in this arm of the galaxy.
As Ashe lay there with Glux lying on top of her, she inhaled gulp after gulp of cool air, reviving herself as best she could as she attempted to process what had just happened. Running for her life while her teammates were being shot down all around her one minute, Glux appearing out of nowhere to engineer an impossible rescue the next, and then, seemingly only seconds later, rebounding from that narrow escape into this insane episode of allowing this gross sex god with his insatiable and irresistible cock to breed her full of his alien babies. Ever since her boredom and obsession with adventure had led her into the ridiculous plot to pull off a heist against the unbeatable Coalition, her life had been turned upside down and inside out. Ashe's body twitched to the throb of Glux's cock still deep inside of her; his warm cum still seeped and simmered in her womb, myriads of alien sperm were lashing their tails in their remorseless race toward her fertile eggs. Even as she relived them, her memories of the incredible series of events that had led to her insemination were beginning to fade away. Ashe could only focus on the intense fucking they had just completed. With his pheromones thickening the very air of the room that formed their refuge and breeding chamber, Ashe was immersed in a perpetual state of lust and desire. Even without the soothing sedation afforded by the pheromones, she didn't want to think back on the loss of her team and her fear for her life; she didn't want to think of anything at all but fucking and breeding with Glux. Maybe 'adventure' was overrated if it led to nothing but fear and death. Maybe motherhood wouldn't be so bad, after all.
As her thoughts circled bemusedly, Ashe's exhaustion began to catch up with her. The chaos of what happened at the data farm, combined with the intensity of their just concluded breeding fest, was tugging Ashe gradually toward sleep. Every effort she made to keep her eyes open, to comprehend something beyond her immediate situation, just made it harder to stay awake. Eventually Ashe passed out, with Glux still inside of her, his sperm still swimming away...
-
Having surrendered to sleep for some insensible time, Ashe was awoken by the increasingly familiar feeling of that fat alien cock thrusting away inside her again. She moaned and slowly opened her eyes to find that Glux was holding her legs over his shoulders, industriously mating with her again. "Ah, uh, uh. Glux, are you already going for another round? Without bothering to wake me up? You fucking pervy sex freak..." she said, biting her lip.
"Glux needs to make sure that Ashe is well bred," he replied. Hearing him unapologetically express his desire for her to be well bred ignited that deep core of her body once again. Her primal instincts immediately kicked back into action as the pointy head of his cock burrowed its way back into her cervix, kissing and caressing her already full womb.
"Ah, uh, mhmmm. Okay, let's get to breeding again," Ashe smirked, giving Glux a seductive smile.
Glux grinned happily and gave Ashe a series of long fast strokes. She gasped as his cock glided easily against her slick pussy walls. Gripping her thighs, Glux lifted her ass up from the mattress and began pounding her throbbing pussy. The loud sounds of their smacking skin filled the room.
"Aughh, shit! You're fucking me so hard Glux, oh my god!" Ashe screamed.
"Glux loves breeding with you!" he croaked, thrusting with abandon into her dripping tight pussy. Their hot and steamy breaths added to the humidity of the small room, making them sweat profusely.
"Uh, uh, yes! I love breeding with you, too. I love how you fill me up with that fucking cock of yours. Augh, oh my! Use my body to carry your babies, Glux!" Ashe said, moaning in pleasure.
Glux was loving this right now. Ashe's willingness to be impregnated by him was his ticket to Ulgoidian heaven! Feeling his grip slipping from her sweaty thighs, Glux released her legs. Ashe made a 'umph' sound as she plopped back onto the moist mattress.
Momentarily slipping himself out of Ashe, Glux grabbed onto her hips and flipped her onto her stomach. "Oh my," Ashe said in a breathy voice. She lay prone for Glux as he climbed over her legs and mounted her.
Grasping her cheeks, he spread them open, revealing her two holes: one still tightly furled and the other delightfully open and leaking their commingled fluids. Licking his lips, Glux took the base of his cock into one of his three-fingered hands and guided himself back into her begging pussy. They both moaned, feeling the pleasure of their sexes conjoining again. Gripping the fabric of the mattress, Ashe bit her lip as her alien lover delved into the velvet walls of her passage to paradise.
Glux fucked Ashe into the mattress with long deep strokes. "Uh uh uh, mmhhmm, ah ah, fuck! Keep doing that, Glux, keep fucking me like that!" Ashe squealed, shoving her face into the mattress. Accepting her plaintive pleas, Glux firmly grasped her hips with his secondary arms and pulled her further onto his formidable organ.
"Melanta, melanta, melanta!" he grunted in his language to the rhythm of his thrusts. As they fucked, a mixture of Ashe's juices and Glux's cum leaked down onto the fabric below.
Ashe's core swelled with pleasure, her breathing became labored. As a couple more of Glux's deep thrusts enabled his cock head to impress its kisses against the mouth of her cum filled womb, she went over the edge into ecstasy. "AUUGHH, SHIT!" Ashe screamed into the mattress. Her toes curled and she lifted one of her legs up into the air, where it trembled helplessly. Her orgasm ripped through her, coursing through her body and quivering down her legs. Not allowing her to recover from this latest set of violent tremors, Glux continued his assault on her pussy.



"Ugh, Glux. I ne- I need to rest, Glux. Please st- stop. Ah uh, oh my god!" Ashe tried to plead, but was hit with yet another mind shattering orgasm. Her body tensed up and she began to cream all over her alien breeding partner's cock. Ashe was losing her mind. She felt as if random bundles of her brain cells were shutting off, relegating her brain to running on her basic breeding instincts.
Once her mind melting sequence of orgasms had subsided, her leg fell back down and she went limp. Tears of pleasure leaked from her lust glazed eyes; her tongue hung out of her mouth, drooling onto the mattress. Seeing Ashe drunk with lust, insensate on the mattress beneath him, was inordinately appealing to the little alien. Especially because he was the one who had fucked her into insensibility. Glux felt full to bursting with Ulgoidian pride!
After a few minutes of Glux's unremitting violation of her limp body, Ashe began to regain her strength enough to start moaning again. "Uh uh, ah ah ah. Mhmmm." At the same time, Glux felt himself about to cum again.
"Glux is gonna vishu!" he announced.
Ashe turned her head far enough to see his face as he was fucking her from behind. Locking eyes with his goddess, Glux loved the sight of her vivid green eyes, dilated with lust and glazed with desire. "Yeah? Cum, vishu inside of me and breed me, you fucking alien bastard! Breed me! Flood my womb with your nasty cum and impregnate me!" she pleaded.
"ULLLLOOOYYYYY!" Glux croaked out loud. With one deep thrust, he ejected his thick seed into her already full womb. Ashe's toes clenched and her eyelids squeezed shut as she felt herself getting filled up once again.
"Auughhh! Yes!" she moaned, gripping the mattress as tightly as she could, as if it were a wave-tossed dinghy. Her eyes fluttered open again; they regained eye contact as he came voluminously. Her body quivered, feeling rope after rope spew inside of her. How did that grotesque little body manufacture so much of his potent cum? If it was actually possible for Glux to impregnate her, Ashe reflected, there was no doubt whatsoever that he had knocked her up by now. She had lost count of how many of his copious loads he had slammed into the very back of her love canal.
Giving her a few last pumps, Glux unsheathed his cock from pussy, which clung to his girth, as if reluctant to let him go. Ashe's body was still twitching from the after effects of their seemingly endless series of orgasms and inseminations; his withdrawal left her feeling disappointed, empty, oddly unfulfilled. An audible popping sound could be heard as the last of his length departed her pussy; his cum streamed heavily out of her slit, spilling out of her lips and pouring onto the much-abused mattress. Spreading her cheeks apart, Glux admired his view of her freshly inseminated pussy. He smiled with glee knowing that it was only a matter of time before she fell pregnant with his baby. Indeed, there was every chance that she had already conceived the first of his offspring.
Lifting himself up, Glux slid back off of her legs and sat on his butt. Gathering herself, Ashe turned to face him, kneeling before her improbable mate. They breathed heavily, lungs pumping like bellows as they struggled to catch their breath. They stared enraptured at each other. "Tha- that was something..." Ashe muttered, feeling a little awkward about how to verbalize her feelings in the aftermath of all that had transpired to bring them together in this hidden little room. Glancing down at her belly, Glux crawled closer to her and began rubbing it.
"Ashe will be pregnant soon. Glux knows it..." he stated. Ashe wasn't sure how she felt about the alien's confident claim. A small voice in her head tried to scream out, to alert her to how wrong this all was. But that voice was drowned out by her horned up brain, swimming in the chemical stew of his pheromones that swirled through the open air, laced her bloodstream, and was corrupting her mind with the conviction that she was destined to be Glux's breeding partner. The memories of all that had led up to this moment had at least temporarily faded away: now all she could think about was the imperative of breeding with her alien lust mate.
Rather than say anything further, Ashe just nodded and smiled shyly, knowing she could be bearing an Ulgoidian child in her womb. Looking intensely at Glux, she grabbed onto his cheeks and pulled him into a wet kiss, cementing the consummation of their erotic partnership.
Some Time Later
As Glux feasted away at those Gurlan cheese sausages he had first seen depicted on the MRE package when he had been liberating their food supply, he groaned in pleasure. Munching away, he glanced down to see his new breeding partner on her stomach between his short legs, slobbering on his slimy phallus. Ashe bobbed her head up and down, making audible slurping and glucking sounds. "Mhhmm hmm hmm," she moaned. The sounds coming from Ashe were like music to Glux's floppy ears.
As if Ashe's mind weren't thoroughly corrupted already, she was now tapping directly into the source of his potent pheromones. She swallowed the viscous fluids leaking from his slimy cock as avidly as Glux was munching his sausages; every slurp and swallow took her to deeper levels of cock drunkenness. She was hooked on Glux and his cock. Her desire to be inseminated by him, her craving for the orgasms only he could deliver, and her need to suck ceaselessly at his deliciously spewing organ, all of these had been indelibly imprinted into her brain by the carefully orchestrated and ever-escalating exposure to Glux's alluringly exotic cock and his insidiously irresistible pheromones.
The sounds of glucking continued as Glux devoted himself to devouring his meal. Grabbing the rest of the MRE package, he rummaged through its contents with one set of his hands. With the other set, he grabbed Ashe's maroon hair and pulled her deeper onto him, forcing her to fully throat his cock. Ashe's green eyes watered as she accepted all of his slimy phallus into the slippery sleeve of her throat.
Using his hands, he guided Ashe up and down. A mixture of his fluids and her saliva dribbled from her mouth, down her chin and onto his cock and his heavy baby-making balls. "Glllckk, gllllckk, mmmhmm," Ashe choked out the sounds of her subservience. Feeling the immense pleasure Ashe was giving him with her wet mouth, Glux was losing interest in whatever else the MRE package might offer. Unable to concentrate, he abandoned the food pack in favor of focusing all his attention on his human mate and the way her throat was contracting around his cock.
As he glanced down at her, Ashe and Glux locked eyes. He loved her slavering over his cock with her adorable mouth. She smirked a little bit as she saw how good she was making her mate feel. Glux warmly returned her smile. They were weirdly connected now emotionally: that may have mostly been due to his pheromones working away to rewire her brain. But maybe her own pregnancy hormones were already facilitating her bond with her alien baby daddy. As her tongue glided up and down against the bottom of his purple shaft, Glux rolled his beady eyes back.
Ashe now added a twist of her head each time she bobbed down to impale herself on his cock, compelling Glux to croak out in pleasure, "Guraga!" Hearing the effect she was having, Ashe moaned and hummed, sending vibrations through his throbbing phallus, maximizing the pleasure she was imparting. All this stimulation inevitably grew too much for Glux to handle. Grabbing her head with all four arms, he pushed Ashe all the way down to the base of his cock and held her there, helpless and unable to breathe. Without warning, he ejected his load straight down her throat into her open esophagus and into her stomach.
"UULLLLLOOYYYY!" Glux bellowed.
"MHHMMFFFF!" Ashe groaned and gagged, unable to pull up for air until Glux was done feeding her a stomach full of cum. Every time his cock and balls contracted, a rope of cum would spew out of his pointy tip and add to the load already pooling in her tummy. As he shot his final loads, Glux released Ashe from his cock at last. She gasped for air and coughed. Her eyes were teary and she had her saliva mixed with his fluids slathered all over her chin.
"Ho- how was tha- that?" Ashe asked, smiling proudly even as she coughed to clear her airway.
"Glux loves your mouth. Does Ashe like the taste of Glux?" he replied, grinning happily.
"Yes, I love the way you taste. I could suck your cock for the rest of my life," she said in a husky voice, smiling wider. Glux just nodded as if her compliment was his due.
Picking up the MRE package, he asked, "Hungry?"
Ashe shook her head no and said, "No, after all that cum I swallowed, I've got all the nourishment I can handle."
Giving her a nod, Glux began rummaging through the bag, extracting a self-heating packet of that Moa soup he'd read about. Massaging the packet with his hands to activate the heat effect, he waited impatiently for the few seconds it took for the soup to come up to temperature and then he tore the packet open along the line inscribed across its top. Raising the opening to his mouth, he eagerly gulped away at the tasty liquid, billows of savory steam wreathing his head. While her alien mate slurped his soup, Ashe stood up and went over to the sink. Turning the faucet, she was surprised to see that the water still worked. Looking up at the mirror, she saw that her face was a mess. Her eyes were still glazed and her face was crusted with Ulgoidian cock fluids.
Splashing her face a few times as she leaned over the sink, Ashe happened to glance to her left. Seeing her stuff sitting in a large pile brought the memories of what had happened earlier flooding back into her mind. Mercifully, the images of desperate action and violent death didn't jolt her back into the trauma she had gone through; nor was she regretting all that she had gone through or the strange circumstances in which she now found herself. Somehow she was able to set aside the worst of the memories as occupying a different compartment of her existence. She refused to dwell on all the troubles she had gone through, even if the upshot was that she was a felon badly wanted by the Coalition. Ashe was determined to delight instead in the new-found pleasures of fucking Glux, to distract herself from any and all problems of the reality outside this hidden room by mating with him as much as she could. He made her feel good; he helped her forget about the problems waiting for her in the outside world. As he put it, he was her 'release,' her surcease. This idyllic retreat probably couldn't last forever but, for the present, Ashe was content to stay here indefinitely.
A tug on her hips broke Ashe out of her ruminations; she turned her head to see that Glux had grabbed her from behind. "Hi, there," she greeted, giving him a smile. Glux just grinned and pulled her closer to him. "Oh my!" Ashe gasped. Then feeling a poking against her slit, she bit her lip. Ashe knew what that was.
"Oh, already?" she smirked in arousal. Glux nodded. "Hmm, okay. Let's get to breeding again, then, shall we? We gotta make sure you put a baby in my belly."
Ashe still wasn't sure that the 'breeding' of which Glux was so enamored was even entirely possible, but between the pheromones flowing through her body and brain and her own motivation to keep the rest of the world at bay with an orgy of lust, she was happy to play along with the whole impregnation theme. Though, considering Glux's confidence about getting her pregnant, she was mostly persuaded that it would happen. Which she found to be a kinda hot thought to entertain herself with, in this warped reality in which she was now enmeshed. Without a word, Glux pushed himself forward and slipped his cock deep into her slit. Ashe hung her head low as she took his love pole deep between her wet folds once again. Before she knew it, Glux's delightful delving began to give way to short fast strokes of straight Ulgoidian humping. The clapping of his loins against her cheeks rang in her ears. She gripped onto the sides of the sink, holding on for dear life.
"Ah ah ah, uh uh uh, yes! Mmmffuck! Keep fucking me like that!" Ashe said in a throaty purr. "Augh shit! You're gonna break me!" Her elbows began to buckle and her body bent forward into the bowl of the sink. Following her forward motion with his own, Glux pinned her harder against the sink and pounded away at her pussy. The slapping of their flesh intensified.
Her excitatory neurons now firing on all cylinders, Ashe rolled her eyes back and began to stand up on her tiptoes as sheer pleasure caught her in its flow. Glux slammed repeatedly against her cervix as Ashe felt her warm walls contract. "Augh! Shit!" she squealed as she came powerfully around his throbbing cock. Glux groaned to feel Ashe's silken sheath constricting in waves around his cock. He gritted his teeth, gripped by immense elation.
Before he knew it, he was on the precipice of coming as well. "Glux is gonna vishu!" he panted, thrusting in and out of Ashe at a rapid pace. Ashe turned her head at his words, locking her gaze with that of her breeding partner.
"Yes! Vishu inside of me again. Dump a baby into my belly! Cum, vishu, you fucking breeding monster! Breed me!" she begged in a breathy voice.
"UUULLLLLOOOYY!" Glux groaned out loud and spewed another heavy load into Ashe's fertile womb. She gasped and stood on fully extended toes as his warm load filled her up. Hanging her head down, she gripped the sink as hard as she could. Her mind was lost in lust and she was thrumming with pure ecstasy. A vagrant part of her mind hoped that the long-ago sewer workers had done their jobs well: otherwise, she was going to rip this sink right out of the wall...
Giving her a few more pumps, Glux released himself from her. Ashe's body was still quivering with aftershocks, even as his cock left her empty. Once his fat cock was no longer blocking her love canal, a prodigious stream of his seed immediately followed, burbling out between her engorged love lips. Glux watched with glee as his potent alien cum poured forth from the future mother of his children.
Pushing herself up and away from the fortunately sturdy sink, Ashe turned around to take in the sight of her alien lover. Their glances aligning again, communicating the odd but undeniable affection they felt for each other. They made each other feel so good. And Ashe was addicted to those hot happy emotions. Stepping toward Glux, she wrapped her arms around his head and leaned down to kiss him. As their mouths melded hungrily, Glux snaked his arms around her waist and ass. He gave her bottom cheeks a good squeeze, causing her to smile and giggle amid their kiss.
Their kissing intensified and soon enough they were making out fully and sloppily, swapping saliva, entwining tongues, and smacking lips. Ashe moaned into Glux, her body heating up again. Glux began tugging her back towards the bed and she mirrored movements until they made it back to the mattress. Spinning Ashe around, Glux pushed her down butt first, tackling her gently but irresistibly onto the bed. He grabbed her legs and shoved himself in between them. Seeing his naked lover lying there beneath him, his cock sprang erect above her once again. Ashe flushed with renewed arousal as her eyes took in the sight of his phallus straightening to salute her.
"Oh? Are you ready to get breeding again?" Ashe asked in a low sexy voice. Glux just nodded. "Okay, then. Hurry up, jam that fat cock up my cunt, and fuck some more babies into me!" Ashe commanded. Glux smiled and slipped himself in, eliciting an involuntary gasp from Ashe. So thick, so long, so naughtily pointy at the tip, so much cock for one female bounty hunter to have to deal with! The sounds of their slapping flesh resumed and their mutual moans expanded outward from their entangled bodies to fill the room...
Hours Later
Pinned with her back against the shower wall, Ashe grunted rhythmically as Glux held up one of her legs up and furiously fucked her. Their intense mating amid the rushing of the hot water down their writhing flesh and the spirals of mystically rising steam wreathed them in sensuous sensations. Ashe was again taken aback that the shower even worked, much less unleashed endless amounts of hot water. She would admit that this long forgotten little room had proven to be quite the home for both of them. They could definitely survive down here for a long time in a modicum of comfort. She gave another mental nod to the distant generation of utility workers that had constructed this little hideaway so tidily. Never suspecting the lascivious uses to which she and Glux would put it.
"Ah ah, uh uh, mhmmm. Keep breeding me like that, Glux! Keep doing that!" Ashe moaned, feeling his alien cock drive up her love canal. Their skin was slick with water and her hair was matted to her head. The steam from the shower filled the small room, limiting their visibility in a way that was somehow softly romantic. But they didn't need to see how closely they were confined by their tiny refuge. All they needed to see was each other.
Wrapping her hands around his wide neck, she held onto him as he fucked her brains out. A mixture of their slippery fluids sluiced from their combined sexes onto the shower floor and curled down into the small drain beneath their feet. They were in a lust-filled deadlock, just gazing into each other's eyes. They weren't just fucking, they were making love.
Growing tired, Glux slipped out of her sopping pussy and lay down on his back on the shower floor. He didn't need to say anything to Ashe. Their choreography was fine tuned by this point and she knew innately what to do. Placing a foot on either side of Glux's awaiting body, she lowered herself down until she was crouching over him on bended knees. Resting her ankles on his thighs and planting her hands on his chest, she began to lift herself up and down his slimy cock.
"Oohhh, mhmmm, yes," she mewled. The warm water spewing from the shower head drummed down upon her back as she passionately rode her alien mate. As his eyes met with hers, Glux saw the total lust with which she returned his look. Nibbling on her plush lower lip, Ash rotated her hips around Glux's fat shaft each time she dropped her pussy down to squelch around his base.
Wanting her to go deeper still, Glux grabbed onto her shapely hips and pulled her down as far as she could, grinding her clit and lips into his pubic bone. "Ohhhhh, my. You must really want to put a baby in me," she cooed. His pointy cock head poked into the constricted entrance of her womb, causing her eyes to roll back and her eyelids to twitch. They were living in heaven right now. However assiduously it was being pursued, the Coalition's search must long ago have passed them by. No one had any reason to believe she was still down here, so very close to the hole she had blown through the wall that she and Glux had discovered. And no one had any reason at all to suspect Glux's involvement in her escape. They were forgotten by the world above, entirely wrapped up in their taboo transgressions of the galaxy's norms. The whole setting was so erotic. Everything from their steamy shower fucking, to their intentions to make a baby deep beneath the city where no one would expect them to be. They were loving every second of this.
Glux and Ashe panted heavily as they passionately fucked one another within the shower's steamy embrace. Shifting his hands from her hips, Glux grabbed her ass cheeks and began to eagerly grope them. Ashe compressed her lips as her lover playfully mauled her shapely butt. As she rode him, his cock shifted in and out of view. A glistening mixture of their fluids was visibly accumulating on his bloated shaft. Though Glux had thoroughly used Ashe over and over again, he couldn't believe how unbelievably tight and supple her pussy remained. He could breed with her for the rest of his life, she just felt so good!



"Glux is gonna vishu!" he announced.
Ashe cast an adoring look down at her endlessly virile lover. "Ah mhmm, you know what to do..." she purred invitingly.
Nodding, Glux slammed Ashe all the way down onto his cock. "UUULLLOOOYYY!" he bellowed as his orgasm triggered the eruption of his seed. She gasped, her eyes rolling with her own release as she felt her womb reverberating with another hefty injection of his potent cum wads. Making circles with her hips, she wrung as much sperm out of his cock as she possibly could. She was amazed at how much cum Glux was still able to summon forth from his Ulgoidian testicles after the number and intensity of all their previous bouts of lust. It was like he was just built for sex, built for breeding fertile human females like her.
After he finished pumping her full of yet another huge load of cum, she collapsed onto his chest. They gulped air like they'd just run a marathon, or rather that they'd just done some intense fucking. Once they'd taken a moment to rest, they mustered their strength to move off of each other. Standing shakily back up, Ashe quivered a little as his plump and slimy cock slurped wetly out of her still pulsating pussy, leaving her empty of all but his overflowing infusion of cum. Although an ample outpouring of his seed began immediately leaking down between her inner thighs and plopping onto the shower floor, she knew plenty more of his swimmers were already heading the other way, toward her receptive ovaries.
Collecting a pool of some of his cum in her palm, she brought it up to her face so she could inspect it at close range. Her green eyes widened at how thick and viscous it looked. And it smelled so strong and musky. Even this small serving of his cum felt heavy in her hand, dense with the weight of the hundreds of thousands of little swimmers that she imagined it must contain. And load after load much larger than this had been delivered to her womb in deluge after deluge, as she had convulsed in orgasm time after time, fuck after lovely fuck, drowning in Glux's unending outpouring of Ulgoidian baby juice. Her tubes must be full to bursting with Glux's swimmers, desperately wriggling upstream to infiltrate her vulnerable eggs and entangle his Ulgoidian genes with her human genetic strain.
Ashe was about to rinse the little pool of cum off of her hand, when Glux stopped her. "No, eat," he ordered, still lying on his back. Ashe raised her brow, but just nodded obediently to her alien mate. Raising her hand up to her mouth, she licked and lapped up the cum with her tongue. Though she had at first been repulsed by his salty bitter taste, she had quickly become addicted to it due to the intense pheromones it gave off.
"How does Glux taste?" he queried, smirking a bit.
"Mhhhmm, you taste so fucking good," she hummed, licking up the last remnants of his seed from the palm of her hand. Watching the scene play out above him, Glux smiled happily at how far Ashe had fallen under his spell. He had her wholly in his grasp. She was now his forever. Glancing down to her tautly curving stomach, his two hearts raced with excitement, knowing that it was only a matter of time before a baby bump would start to form.
"Come on, Glux, let's finish cleaning up so we can get back to putting a baby in me," Ashe winked, snapping him out of his daze. Standing back up, they began to sensually clean each other off before heading back to the mattress to continue their breeding.
-
After another a full cycle of intense fucking, Ashe slowly woke up from a refreshing sleep full of erotic dreams. Feeling four arms hugging her from behind, she looked over her shoulder at her alien lover: he was snoring heavily, deep in slumber. The last thing she remembered from their previous round of sex was the two of them cumming intensely at the same time, then everything going black. Licking her parched lips, Ashe realized how thirsty she was. Carefully disentangling herself from Glux's four arms, she got up and went over to the sink.
Looking in the mirror, she once again saw what a hot mess that last bout of baby making had left her in: her hair was disheveled, her eyes had that post sex look about them, and her lips and chin were encrusted with Glux's cum. Her emotions slowly reeling from what she had just done with Glux, Ashe sighed, knowing that she had loved every second of it. She knew what she was doing was so wrong and depraved on so many levels. But Ashe no longer cared, Glux had her addicted to him and his cock and cum. He had fully corrupted her, mind and body, into his perfect breeding partner. And she was fully okay with it. She was even thinking about abandoning her career as a bounty hunter and just pairing up with Glux permanently. But that was a bridge she could cross later.
Shaking her head to bring herself back into focus, Ashe turned on the faucet. Cupping her hands together she gathered the water pouring over her palms. Examining the water, she wasn't sure if it was safe to drink, but seeing how surprisingly clear it was and recalling how well both the sink and shower ran with refreshingly cold and steamingly hot water, she shrugged and drank away. After getting her fill, she splashed her face a few times to wake herself up, which also helped to dissolve the accumulated cum crusts from her face.
Once finished, she felt a little hungry for something that wasn't Glux's cum. During their marathon fucking, Glux had insisted on feeding her his seed and that's all that she had wanted. But now she was inspired to scrounge around in the shelf full of MRE boxes. But as she began exploring one of the already opened boxes, Ashe felt her stomach lurch, as if she was mildly nauseous. She didn't feel like throwing up, but she definitely felt uncomfortable.
Ashe groaned, wondering what was wrong with her. The water she had just drunk had tasted and smelled fine. And she must have been getting stray sips of it every time they had used the shower. Thinking her symptoms over a little more carefully, her eyes widened as she realized what might well be the cause. Running over to her pile of things, she dug through it until she located her satchel. Finding her bioscanner inside of it, she took it out and turned it on. Tapping through the menu on the small screen, she searched for the pregnancy test application. Finding it, she tapped to activate it and pressed confirm. She raised the device in front of her belly. The bioscanner emitted a laser beam, which swept across her skin several times from her navel to her bare pubic mound. Once it was done, the device read 'please wait' on its screen while it processed the data it had collected.
Ashe nervously bit her thumb as she waited. She wasn't sure what she was feeling; she just wanted to know the test result. After what felt like ages, the small screen popped green and the results came into view. The glowing letters unmistakably read 'Positive pregnancy.'
"Oh my god," she gasped, covering her mouth with her hand. Ashe had no idea how she should feel about her confirmed pregnancy with Glux's baby. A small part of her consciousness attempted to tell her that their interspecies pregnancy must be wrong and unethical; interbreeding with this weird member of an alien couldn't possibly be acceptable. But then her maternal instincts kicked in, immediately drowning out the forlorn voice of reason. It was a very big galaxy: who could really claim that one rule should serve for all the sentient species that had evolved across the myriad systems of stars. Packaging that quick rationalization together with the thoroughness with which Glux's pheromones had overwritten her brain with the concept that he was her foreordained mate, was all it took to leave Ashe smiling with motherly joy. She was so happy that she was pregnant with her alien lover's baby. Ashe had never envisioned herself as a mother, but her strength as a bounty hunter had been the nimbleness with which she could adapt her plans to changing circumstances. And her circumstances had certainly changed!
With her brief bout of nausea forgotten, Ashe tucked her bioscanner away, then rushed over to tell Glux the good news. Kneeling down on the mattress, she poked Glux's snoring face. "Glux," she whispered, but to no response. "Glux!" she said again a bit louder, smacking him on the shoulder. Snapping out of his slumber, Glux gasped awake.
"Grah!" he grunted as he jolted to full alertness. Had the Coalition somehow found them?! But, no: as he rubbed his beady eyes, he realized that Ashe was kneeling beside him, with an excited look on her gloriously smiling face.
"What is it?" he groaned, his mouth yawning wide. Ashe hesitated, looking a bit nervous about what she wanted to tell him. "What?" he reiterated, tilting his head with curiosity.
"I'm pregnant..." Ashe revealed. Glux's eyes widened, elated at hearing the good news. Smiling from ear to floppy ear, he sat up and lunged towards Ashe, pulling her in for a big embrace. Hugging her tightly, he was so happy that he had achieved his goal of impregnating his living fantasy. He pinched himself to make sure this wasn't some dream. To his delight, this was indeed his reality!
"GOOD, GOOD!" he exclaimed happily. Ashe smiled, returning his hug. "Glux is so happy! Is Ashe happy?"
"Yes, I am! I can't believe that I'm going to be a mother!" Ashe replied excitedly. They embraced each other even more tightly.
Pulling a little back from their hug, Glux caressed Ashe's stomach with one of his three-fingered hands and began rubbing it with paternal pride. Ashe tilted her head down and watched as Glux enthusiastically palmed her tummy. "Can't believe you knocked me up, you dirty perv..." she muttered fondly. Glux just nodded at his handiwork, beaming from ear to ear.
"We are now 'Reetna,'" Glux announced, saying something in his foreign language.
"What is Reetna," Ashe queried, tilting her head.
"Bonded for life," Glux revealed. Ashe's eyes widened at his words. She didn't know what to say. She had never thought that she would be mated for life with this weird sex god of an alien. But she had accepted her fate as his breeding mate. He had made her feel so good that she didn't care about anything else.
"Huh, I kinda like that sound of that. Rolls off the tongue really well," Ashe said, implicitly agreeing to being bonded with Glux.
Giving her soon to be full tummy a few more affectionate pats, he sat back up. "We should celebrate," Glux suggested.
Slightly tilting her head to the side, she already knew what their 'celebration' would consist of. "And what exactly would we do?" she asked in a suggestive voice.
Giving her a devious grin, Glux tackled her onto the mattress and leaned down to her ear. "More breeding...' he whispered. Leaning back up to face him, Ashe just smiled, nibbling seductively on her lip.
"Well then, shall we get started?" she said, reaching down to his already hard cock and positioning it against her wet slit. Glux bent down to lock his lips with hers: he pushed himself firmly inside her, eliciting another of her tantalizing moans...
-
As time went on, Glux and Ashe fucked as untiringly as the ubiquitous skitters. All they had in their minds was the unending urge to breed. In only a couple of cycles a baby bump began to reshape Ashe's abdomen and her breasts began to swell with milk. Ashe was surprised at how rapidly her pregnancy was progressing. She had eventually learned from Glux that Ulgoidian offspring had a relatively short gestation period of only five days to a week. Ashe was nervous and excited to learn that her first baby would be putting in its appearance so soon.
As her belly swelled up, Ashe had to deal with the usual problems a pregnant woman experienced. The mood swings, weird dietary cravings, and low back problems. At least she didn't have much in the way of other responsibilities: she wasn't really going out and doing things, since they were still in hiding from the Coalition and her main form of exercise and entertainment was having sex with Glux. But the way her breasts began to fill with milk was somewhat arousing to her.
Perhaps unsurprisingly, the ever lascivious Glux loved her milk filled breasts. He'd been fantasizing about her boobs filling up with life's essence. Seeing her engorged breasts materializing before his beady eyes was very exciting for him. He quickly developed a taste for her milk, as well. During their many fuck sessions, Ashe would have to strictly ration the milk she allowed Glux to suck for fear that he wouldn't leave enough for their baby. Of course he wanted his offspring to have all the nutrients needed for healthy growth, but he always tried to sneak a few extra gulps of her precious milk when he could.
-
"Ahh, shit. Glux, be careful. You might hurt the baby," Ashe warned as she sat on his lap, reverse cowgirl style. Resting his chest against her back, Glux reached around and rubbed her full belly. It had been about four cycles since Ashe had announced her pregnancy.
"Glux sorry," he apologized, caressing her belly with greater care.
"Just be more careful, please," Ashe said, giving him a kiss on his snout. Glux happily nodded, dialing back his horny eagerness.
Holding onto his thighs, Ashe carefully lifted herself up and down his cock. "Ah, uh, are you excited, ah mhhmm, to be a papa, Glux?" she asked, in between moans.
"Glux is happy!" he announced, rubbing her belly enthusiastically, if still gently. Ashe just smirked. She couldn't believe that she was starting a family. Let alone with an alien.
Then, feeling her body shifting over, Glux carefully guided her down onto her side, lowering himself with her so that they were spooning. Grabbing under her knee, Glux lifted Ashe's leg up and began thrusting into her. "Ah ah uh uh uh, mhhmmm," she moaned, feeling his cock drive into her puss. He made sure to do long slow strokes in an effort not to hurt their baby.
Wrapping his four arms around her torso, he held Ashe firmly in his grasp as he mated with her. Pressing his muzzle into her neck, Glux began to lick and sniff her fervently. He loved the sweetness of her skin and her feminine smell. "Oh? Mhhmmm," Ashe hummed, feeling her alien lover enthusiastically molest her neck. Reaching around, she held onto his cheek as he ravaged her with little love nips. Her eyes were closed and her mouth hung agape as he thrust steadily into her depths.
After a lengthy passage of passionate mating, Glux announced the imminence of his orgasm once again, "Glux is gonna vishu!"
Ashe bit her lip and said, "Mmhhm, vishu for me, Glux. Cum inside me." With one final thrust, he went balls deep, injecting her love canal with his baby batter. "Ah hmm," she murmured, thrilling to the warmth of his seed filling her up again. Ashe was unashamedly addicted to the feeling of him filling her to the brim with his virile sperm.
Giving her a few last pumps, Glux fully relaxed, leaving his cock inside of her to soak and simmer in her own sweet juices. As the two recovered from their amorous exertions, they cuddled together snugly on the well-used mattress. The amount of fucking they had been doing was catching up with them and it was starting to take a toll on their exhausted bodies. Eventually they drifted into a deep slumber, holding each other in a tight embrace...
-
After a couple more cycles, Ashe had given birth to their first child. She was surprised to see that their baby was basically an exact replica of Glux. With the same brown skin, four arms and all. For some reason she had been expecting some sort of hybrid between a human and Ulgoidian. But Ashe guessed that she still didn't understand Ulgoidian biology.
Sitting on the mattress with her back against the wall, Ashe watched intently as her baby suckled vigorously on her breast. It was a boy and he was rather cute in her opinion. Glux insisted that they name him Glux Jr. Ashe didn't mind. She even thought it was rather fitting. To her surprise, however, there was one feature that the baby shared with his mother. He had her same vividly green eyes.
Using her finger to play with his little snout, Ashe smiled and cooed with him. Glux Jr. had just closed his eyes as he settled into suckling her rich warm milk from her enlarged globular breast. Ashe still couldn't believe she was a mom. She had no idea how to raise a baby, let alone an alien one. But Glux had informed her that Ulgoidian offspring grew pretty fast and reached independence (at least in terms of total reliance on their mother) rather quickly. She was relieved to learn that her responsibilities would not be as all-encompassing as they would be for raising a human baby. But she did bask in the maternal bonding she and her baby were experiencing while it lasted.
-
Their mating has stopped for a couple cycles to allow Ashe to recover from labor and to devote all her energies to nursing their baby. Though Glux knew this time off was necessary, he grew insatiably horny in the intermission, and was desperate to resume their breeding activities again. He had grown accustomed to having his way with Ashe as much as he wanted. Seeing Ashe's stomach return to its flat, sexy, well-toned form made him want to put another baby in her all the more. He was surprised at how quickly she recovered, but he concluded that it had to do with the less demanding Ulgodian style of birthing that, combined with the smaller size of Ulgoidian babies once they left the womb, allowed for a faster recovery time than for other species.
Ashe reclined on the mattress with Glux Jr. sleeping on her chest sucking away at her breast. As she fed him, hugging him closely, she relaxed with her eyes closed. Meanwhile, Glux sat in the other end of the room eating away at some Abron Jerky from another one of the MRE packages. As he munched on the dried meat, he stared hungrily at Ashe's sexy body. His eyes swept from her long legs up to her pretty face. But his eyes kept going back to her now flat stomach. Though he loved seeing her full with his baby, he also loved how slim and sexy she looked as their baby drank her pregnancy weight off of her.
He had grown increasingly pent up and frustrated with Ashe's refusal to mate with him while she was focused on nursing their baby. But now that she seemed to be fully recovered, he saw no reason to wait any longer to start their breeding again! Swallowing the last fibers of his jerky, he got up and went over to her. Kneeling down, he grabbed her legs and spread them open, before promptly crawling between them with his cock throbbing and dripping. Ashe gasped as she felt her legs being jerked unceremoniously apart. Her eyes snapped open to see Glux looming over her, drooling with renewed lust.
Something warm and wet was dripping onto her crotch; as she looked down she saw Glux's cock unsheathed from his covering and at full erection, leaking his profuse fluids onto the folds of her sex. His cock was jerking fiercely, flinging drops of precum all over her inner thighs, like a beast straining at the leash. "Glux, can't you see that I'm still nursing Junior?" Ashe whispered, pointing to their baby on her chest, hoping not to disturb him.
"Glux can't take it anymore. We need to mate again," he urged, barely holding his frustration at bay. Seeing how eager and rampant his cock was, Ashe's own libido jolted out of dormancy. She knew all too well how good that stiff quivering shaft would feel buried inside her. She had been so focused on her baby that she had totally forgotten the ecstasy of mating with Glux. Her pussy was exuding its silken lubricants at the mere thought of sheathing that magnificent tumescence.
But mating with Glux again would invariably lead to yet another pregnancy. But the remembered pleasures of their breeding had already activated that itch inside her body, relighting that glow within her core. It was like an addiction. And she needed to satiate that itch.



Letting out a quiet sigh, she said, "Ugh, come on. Put it inside me. Let's get to mating again. But please be quiet about it, the baby is sleeping." Glux eagerly nodded and slipped himself inside her for the first time since Junior's birth. They both moaned softly as their sexes came back into combination with one another.
Grabbing Ashe beneath her knees with his secondary arms, Glux canted them outwards so he could press himself more firmly into her, coming as close as he could to a full mating press without disturbing the baby. "Ah, hmm, I forgot how good this felt..." she mewled as he eagerly thrust into her. As his pointy cock head insinuated itself into the entrance of her womb, Ashe gasped and began to moan progressively louder. The slapping of their flesh filled the room.
"Ah ah, uh uh, GLux, I can't believe that you're already trying to get me pregnant again. I just had your baby," Ashe said, puffing and panting in time to the rocking of their bodies.
"Glux will breed you over and over again. We will keep making babies forever," Glux stated, giving her faster strokes.
"Augh, shit!," Ashe squealed, but quickly covered her mouth with her hand in an effort not to wake Junior. Her eyes rolled upward as his slimy cock drove deeper into her love canal. Wanting to draw him in deeper still, Ashe kicked her legs free from Glux's grasp and wrapped them around his waist instead.
"Come here," she commanded, taking her hand away from her mouth as she pulled him deeper inside herself. "Ah yes, just like that. Fuck me, Glux." As he obligingly fucked Ashe into the mattress, his eyes locked onto her available breast. Salivating to taste her milk again, he leaned over and down, locking his lips around her nipple. He sucked aggressively, steadily partaking of her life essence, barely leaving room for Junior upon her other breast.
"Oh my!" Ashe gasped as Glux latched onto her breast. "Hey! That's for the babe- oh, ohhhh," she tried to say but was unable to finish her thought as his aggressive sucking stimulated the network of erogenous nerve endings that entwined within her nipple.
Glux groaned as he got his fill of Ashe's milk. "Ugh, ah ah uh," she moaned, not even mounting a pretense of resistance because she knew it was futile to fight her own increasing excitement. But their baby was now getting sandwiched between them, and with a resurgence of her maternal instincts, Ashe pushed on Glux's chest to shove him off their baby. But he wouldn't budge.
Now that their mating was threatening their baby, Ashe levered Glux away from her breast with all her strength, finally forcing his mouth to pop off her nipple. No longer able to imbibe Ashe's sweet milk, Glux snarled in annoyance. "Here, put Glux Jr. somewhere safe so we can do some unrestricted breeding," Ashe insisted, giving a seductive smile to allay his feelings.
Glux rubbed his belly in excitement at such an easy solution. Slipping himself momentarily out of Ashe's sensual sheath, he took the baby from her hands and swaddled him in a handy pile of thick cloth. Then he secured the bundled up infant in a nest of pillows next to the mattress. Ashe felt kinda bad that she had cut Junior's feeding a bit short, but she figured that he had already gotten his fill.
Now that their baby was safely out of harm's way, Ashe raised her arms invitingly to Glux and said in her most sultry tones, "Come over here and breed another baby into me." Glux immediately pounced on his human mating partner.
Grabbing her wrists, he pinned them above her head and heaved his slab of alien meat between her wet folds once again. Ashe gasped and smiled at his eagerness to breed her. Encircling his waist with her long legs, she gladly helped Glux to drive his cock deeper into the soft surroundings of her pussy.
"Guraga!" Glux grunted. It had felt like forever since they'd had sex. But he was satiating his pent up needs at last. As Ashe lay pinned beneath him, his gaze fell back upon her exposed breasts, still speckled with drops of milk from his interrupted suckling. He lost no time in latching onto her engorged right breast and sipping strongly away at her precious milk.
"Hey! No, that's enough for you! Leave the rest for the baby!" Ashe tried to tell him, but to no avail. He just growled and nuzzled even more voraciously. Ashe sighed, just letting him go at it.
An interlude of intense fucking and sucking followed, until Glux had his fill of milk and released Ashe's sore nipple from his lips. "Hmmmm," he hummed in satisfaction. Ashe just rolled her eyes.
Wanting to switch things up, Glux released Ashe's wrists. He grabbed her hips, attempting to roll her over. Ashe caught onto what he was trying to do and relaxed her ankle lock on his hips. Now that he was able to flip her over onto her stomach, Ashe gasped in excitement. "Oh my! You dirty perv," she said huskily.
As she stuck her ass up, Glux licked his lips as her back arched perfectly for him. Wasting no time, he slipped his thick bollard back inside her, causing them to moan in joyful unison. Clasping her hips with his lower set of hands, he gave Ashe's pussy fast and deep strokes. His cock dipped deep into her very core, causing her to leak profusely from her slit.As her orgasm rose within her, Ashe gripped the mattress and braced herself.
"Augh, shit!" Ashe squealed, muffling her face in the mattress to try not to wake the baby. Her body stiffened; her velvet walls contracted tightly around Glux's shaft. She shook violently, but Glux managed to hold her still. But he didn't allow her any rest. His thrusts intensified; Ashe had no choice but to scream into the bed.
But hearing the baby grunting softly in annoyance, Glux shushed his thrashing mate even as he kept pummeling himself into her. Ashe somehow ceased her wails. But her breathing trembled heavily as she endured Glux's final onslaught of long-suppressed fuck fever. Glancing down, Glux saw her cream clotting on his shaft. Ashe fell helplessly into yet another mind shattering orgasm. Her eyes rolled aimlessly like she was suffering a seizure; her tongue lolled out of her mouth, frothing a foam of saliva like a rabies victim. When she finally fell limp beneath him, Glux grabbed her arms and pinned them together behind her back.
"Ah ah ah, uh uh uh," Ashe moaned, waves of unutterable ecstasy shaking her as if she were being electrocuted. She drooled onto the mattress as her pussy got pounded from behind. A string of their fluids leaked from the juncture of their loins and puddled up beneath them.
"Guragaga," Glux croaked, feeling his cock swelling up like an overstuffed sausage. He hadn't ejaculated since the baby had been born; he'd been saving up all his potent seed to impregnate Ashe again.
"Glux is gonna vishu!" he pronounced.
Ashe regathered her strength enough to slur a last appeal. "Yes, vishu inside me again! Put another baby in my belly, Glux. Give Junior a sibling! Do it! Cum in me! Impregnate me! BREED ME!" she pleaded. Driving himself to her utmost depths, Glux worked his pointy cock head into the tight portal to her fertile womb and unleashed his virile seed.
"UUULLLOOOOYYY!" he bellowed as he ejaculated. Neither was capable of holding back any longer for the sake of their sleeping baby. Glux's congested balls contracted as they injected her womb with powerful jets of his sticky cum. At the same time, Ashe reached yet another unbelievable orgasm as she felt her insides being plastered with successive waves of his warm splurges. Her walls contracted around him again, milking Glux of everything he had in store.
As he thoroughly inseminated Ashe, Glux followed his swimmers in his mind's eyes as they found her eggs and competed to implant themselves within them, mixing his genes together with hers, entwining in the spiraling lattice that would give rise to new life. Giving her a few last good pumps, Glux pulled out of her overfilled pussy. The inevitable outflow of his cum ran out of her, like channels of a river braiding across a fertile delta to the sea.
"Oh my god..." Ashe sputtered, in between gasps for breath.
"Pregnant soon," Glux predicted, releasing her arms from her back.
"Yeah, you definitely knocked me up again. I guess Glux Jr. will be having a sibling to play with..." Ashe concurred. Glux smiled knowing that his brood was already growing.
Slowly stirring up from the mattress that was once again soaked in their commingled fluids, Ashe crawled over to check on their baby. Picking him up, she was glad to see that he still slept soundly. Maybe that was his way of voting for a sibling. Kneeling on the dry edge of the mattress, she carefully cuddled Glux Jr. in her arms. She smiled as she enfolded her healthy baby. In his turn, Glux wrapped both sets of his arms around them both. Ashe turned to face her alien mate.
As his hands drifted down her torso and settled themselves around her navel, he rubbed her gently, saying softly, "It's time to breed again." Ashe's green eyes widened at this declaration that her stud was once again raring to go. She was far from sure that she was ready for another fuck since she had just endured three mind melting orgasms in a row. She still felt a little lightheaded. But feeling his cock rear against her back, lurching back to hardness yet again, she sighed.
"Fine..." she accepted. Gently laying their baby back in its improvised bed, they pounced on each other and began to wrestle erotically on their soggy mattress. The sounds of their slapping flesh soon resumed, resounding inside their secret love nest, deep in the darkest reaches of the city's sewers...
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Feeling rays of light peeking through the blinds and piecing his eyelids, Lewis slowly opened his eyes. He grumbled in annoyance at being awoken from his slumber. But now that Lewis was awake, he couldn't get back to sleep. So he decided to just get up. He tried to move his arms, but couldn't: it felt like they were trapped under something.
Glancing to his left, he saw Hannah sleeping with her body resting on his. He had to blink a few times to make sure that what he was seeing was real, but she was. He gazed at her very pretty facial features as she slept soundly. Then, feeling someone snuggling deeper into the right side of his body, he turned his head to find Laena sleeping next to him as well. Memories of what had happened yesterday flooded through his mind. He couldn't believe that he'd had sex with his lesbian neighbors. His face got hot recalling all the lewd activities they'd indulged in together. He shook his head, again making sure this wasn't some sort of vivid wet dream. But to his delight, it wasn't. This was real.
The last two days had been a slippery slope for Lewis. He always knew that Hannah and Laena were oddly fond of him, and that they always got a kick from making him feel flustered. He could never get a good read on them. Everything from how they acted around him, how they talked to him, and the intimate touching they shared together had sent him very mixed signals.
But the day that Hannah had come over to his apartment and given him a blowjob and the day after that, when Laena had come over - which led to even more salacious things - had changed his whole relationship with them. Just as the girls were very fond of him, Lewis was very fond of them, too. He couldn't explain why, but he just wanted to spend time with them. Hannah and Laena lit up his world in ways he couldn't imagine. So learning that they had feelings for him emotionally and sexually had made Lewis a very happy man. His chest felt warm and tingly: something he hadn't felt in a while.
Casting these contented thoughts aside, Lewis tried to carefully slip his arms out from under Hannah and Laena's bodies so he could get up. But as he did, Laena subconsciously hissed at him, causing him to stop immediately to avoid disturbing her slumber. But Hannah seemed to be more relaxed, as if she were less bothered by his movements. Managing to move his left arm out from under Hannah, Lewis now focused on the task of extricating his right arm from beneath Laena.
Working very slowly, inch by gradual inch, Lewis carefully and methodically slipped his arm out from under Laena's. Sliding free, Lewis rose carefully up out of his bed and began stretching his numb arms. "Jesus christ, I'm sore," he groaned. Glancing back over at his sleeping beauties, he chuckled to see a big wet mark on the pillow Laena was using; she was drooling profusely. "I'm definitely gonna clean all my sheets later," Lewis thought.
Lewis then noticed that Laena was subconsciously reaching out to his now empty spot on the bed. She grunted frustratedly, somehow sensing that Lewis's warm body was no longer next to hers. Laena continued to squirm around, searching for someone to snuggle with. Encountering Hannah's body, she quickly scooted her sleeping body over next to her lover's. Both of the beauties immediately embraced each other without ever opening their eyes: it seemed natural. Lewis smirked at how cute they looked holding each other as they slept.
Despite the closeness they had achieved, Lewis saw that their bodies were slightly shivering. Lewis draped his blanket over their bodies and they purred comfortably in response. Having taken care of his girls' immediate needs, Lewis was then able to remember something else he needed to do before it was too late. Hannah and Laena needed those Plan B's, the ones he kept meaning to buy but had constantly postponed!
"Shit, I need to go now!" Lewis said to himself, worrying that he could have gotten Hannah and Laena knocked up. He wasn't ready to be a father yet! And possibly having babies with two different women would be way more than he wanted to handle right now.
He ran into the bathroom and took another shower since his body was sticky from sweat and other nefarious fluids from their sexual activities throughout the night. Lewis had lost count of how many times they'd fucked. But he certainly knew that he had deposited healthy amounts of cum in both of them enough times that pregnancy was almost certain if he didn't get those Plan B's.
Lewis finished his quick shower and hastily brushed his teeth before heading back into his room to change. A glance assured him that his female lovers were still sleeping soundly. He picked some joggers and a hoodie out of his closet. Once he was fully clothed, he quietly tip-toed out of the bedroom, hoping not to wake his sleeping beauties.
He exited his apartment and fast-walked to the parking lot. Entering his car, he drove to the nearest pharmacy. Upon arriving, Lewis walked through the sliding doors and scanned the overhanging signs, trying to see where he could buy those Plan B's. He lacked familiarity with buying contraceptives any more complicated than the condoms he was always careful to use if his female counterpart wasn't on the pill. Seeing a 'Family Planning' sign, he made his way towards that aisle.
Lewis eyed the shelves as he walked down the aisle. Spotting the Plan B's, he grabbed one, tilting his head to see that it was encased in some kind of plastic security packaging. "What the heck is this?" Lewis said to himself, examining the box. Looking up at the price tag on the shelf, his eyes widened to see that each package cost fifty dollars.
"Why is this so expensive!" he exclaimed, now understanding why they were security locked. "Please tell me they at least have more than one pill." But reading the box told him that each package only contained a single dose.
Lewis took a deep breath and sighed. Now he would have to buy two of these things. But given that they were for Hannah and Laena, of course he needed to go ahead and spend the money. And plus he felt responsible for putting them at risk of pregnancy. Grabbing a second box, he remembered Laena saying that she never wanted to use condoms ever again. The verbiage on the boxes indicated that the effects last a decent amount of time. But, not wanting to take any chances, Lewis went ahead and grabbed another two boxes. Although Lewis could afford them, spending this much money still kinda stung.
"I'm going to need to have a talk with Hannah and Laena about going on contraceptive pills if they want to keep going raw. I can't keep buying these things!" Lewis thought to himself.
"Lewis? Is that you?" a voice called out to him.
Turning his head quickly, Lewis saw Ashley, the receptionist from his work. Although, in light of all the other things she did for the company, she was more like the official secretary. "Uh, hey, Ashley," he greeted.
"What are you doing at the pharmacy?" Ashley asked. His lovely blonde co-worker was just engaging in idle conversation but, as she glanced down at the bunch of boxes Lewis was holding, her pretty blue eyes widened to see that they were Plan B's. And not just one Plan B, but multiple packages that she knew weren't exactly inexpensive...
Seeing that she had noticed the boxes he was holding, Lewis's face got hot. He didn't quite know how to explain to his good friend from work why he was buying these things. "I- uh, was just buying some things..." he said, trying to belatedly roll his well-muscled forearms to hide the boxes.
Ashley felt flustered at having seen him with all those Plan B's. "Oh my goodness," she thought. She had known Lewis since he had first joined the company and he had told her about his bad breakup with his ex, so she was well aware that he never really participated in dating. Seeing him with all these Plan B's at least suggested that his sex life was rearing back up.
"Uh, I guess you had a lucky night," Ashley joked, chuckling uneasily. She had a really good relationship with him, so she felt she could afford to make what otherwise might have been a potentially awkward joke.
Lewis was embarrassed about this whole predicament. But he'd always been able to confide in Ashley about things of a personal nature. Not wanting to lie, but also not wanting to delve into the details of his radically-changed relationship with Hannah and Laena, he might as well give Ashley part of the truth.
"I, uh, yeah. I guess you could say I got lucky. But don't go around and tell everyone about this. I don't want any gossip," he replied.
"So who's the lucky girl?" Ashley asked, feeling a small tinge of jealousy. Although she was really good friends with Lewis, she was already dating someone, so she had never had to deal with any romantic feelings towards him. But she had recently broken up with her ex, so she had found herself paying more attention to Lewis. Learning that he had now gotten sexually involved with some other girl made her feel things that she didn't want to reveal.
"And why do you need that many Plan B's? You know, Lewis, one pill works just fine," she added, tilting her head out of curiosity.
Lewis's heart pounded as he again felt unsure how to explain the excessive amounts of contraceptives he was cradling in his arms. Thinking quickly, however, he replied, "Uh, this is just in case! I just want to exercise caution. Don't want any accidents, heh heh."
"Huh? Why don't you just buy condoms? It's a whole lot cheaper," Ashley suggested. Again, Lewis didn't feel comfortable disclosing his female lover's specific desire not to ever use condoms again.
"Uh, sorry, Ashley. But that's personal stuff..." Lewis said, trying to deflect her line of questioning without sounding like he was upset with her personally.
"Oh! Uh- I didn't mean to intrude into your personal stuff. Sorry!" Ashley apologized, feeling her face glowing with embarrassment.
"No, no, you're fine, Ashley," Lewis reassured. "It's just that things are pretty complicated right now. I don't want to reveal too much," he added, not knowing what else to say.
"Complicated? What does he mean by that?" Ashley wondered. "What do you mean by complicated?" she asked.
"Uh, it's nothing, Ashley. I've probably said too much already," Lewis answered promptly, aware that every additional piece of information was just making her more curious. And, knowing Ashley, she was particularly keen on certain things and could figure things out pretty quickly, given the right pieces of information.
But before Lewis could say anything else, his phone rang. Jumbling all four boxes into the curve of his left arm, he pulled his phone out of his pocket to see who was calling. It was Laena. "I have to take this call real quick," he told Ashley. She just nodded as he proceeded to answer the call.
"Hey, what's up?" Lewis said, turning his back towards Ashley, not wanting her to pick up on his conversation.
"Um, where are you, Lewis?" Laena got right to the point.
"I'm at the pharmacy right now buying those Plan B's, remember?" Lewis answered.
"Oh, yeah... But that's not the point, Mister. You just up and left us without even saying anything. What's up with that?" Laena replied.
"You two were sleeping so soundly, I didn't want to bother you guys. But don't worry, I'll be back soon, Laena," Lewis answered.
"Awww, you didn't want to wake us. You're so sweet, Lewis. Hey, Hannah, did you hear that? Lewis said he didn't want to wake us up." Lewis heard Laena's phone being handed to someone else.
"Hiii, Lewis," Hannah's voice came on the phone.
"Hey, Hannah," Lewis greeted.
"Thanks for buying us those Plan B's. We really appreciate it," Hannah said.
"It's no problem. I would do anything for you two," Lewis replied. His chest was starting to feel warm and tingly.
"Ugh, don't say such things, you're gonna make me pass out with how sweet you are!" Hannah gushed. "Now hurry up and get back here. Laena is getting needy again, she really wants you right now. She's getting ravenous." Lewis felt excited hearing that he was about to get some more action from his lesbian lovers.
Meanwhile, Ashley stood there awkwardly while Lewis was talking on the phone. She wanted to be respectful and not listen in on his conversation. But he had made her feel very curious and she couldn't help wanting to know more about his personal activities. So, quietly taking a few steps towards him, she began to eavesdrop on his little conversation.
As Ashley listened, she could tell that he was talking to a girl. "Is this the lucky girl?" she wondered. Growing even more flustered and jealous, she leaned in closer so she could hear even better. Her eyes widened as she realized that Lewis was conversing with two separate girls. Based on what little she could hear of the way they were talking to Lewis, their conversation was still painting a pretty clear picture for her. "Oh my god," Ashley thought as she figured out why he was buying so many Plan B's. "It wasn't just one lucky girl, it was two!" she concluded. Ashley blushed, she hadn't known that her good friend from work could be such a stud!
"Of course. I'll stop by and get you guys some breakfast on my way back. Alright now, later," Lewis said into the phone. Hearing these concluding words, Ashley quickly returned to her previous position and tried to play it cool.
Lewis turned back around to face Ashley. "Sorry about that," he said, tucking his phone back into his pocket. Ashley just nodded, trying to hide her blushing face.
"Anyways, so why are you at the pharmacy?" Lewis asked, trying to direct the conversation away from his intimate life.
Shaking her head to bring herself back into focus, Ashley replied, "Oh, I was just going to pick up some medicine for my allergies. Nothing much," she answered. "I just saw you wander in here, so I thought I would say hi." Lewis just smiled and nodded in response. Ashley's stomach fluttered in response to his warm smile: he really was an attractive guy, on top of apparently being such a stud.
"Sorry to cut things short, Ashley, but I have to get going. It's been nice talking to you, and I'll be seeing you at work," Lewis said, walking over to her and giving her a side hug. Ashley blushed to feel the solidity of his strong body against hers.
"Oh, okay. I'll see you later then," she replied softly, before pulling away from their hug.
Giving her one last wave, Lewis made his way to the register, paid for those expensive pills, and made his way out of the pharmacy so that he could buy some breakfast for Hannah and Laena on his way back home.
-
Lying there in Lewis's bed, Hannah and Laena gushed about their recent sexual endeavors. They still couldn't believe that they had hot steamy sex with their neighbor almost all night long. They snickered at the thought that they could have gone for even longer, but poor Lewis had been pooped by their fifth round.
"Is Lewis home yet?" Hannah asked, kicking her legs in the air out of boredom.
"He just texted me that he'll be back in a few minutes," Laena replied, playing with her phone. "Ugh, I can't wait any longer," she whined.
"Laena, he's only been gone for an hour, can't you just wait?" Hannah said, dropping her legs onto the mattress and looking over at her. Hannah still couldn't get accustomed to her girlfriend's strange neediness towards Lewis. She grew a little jealous that Laena didn't behave that same way towards her.
"Babe, relax. He's coming back to us. But your girlfriend's still right here for you. I wished you acted like this for me..." Hannah said, squinting her eyes.
Putting her phone down, Laena saw Hannah's look of jealousy. Realizing what she was doing to Hannah's feelings, Laena scooted over to her girlfriend and snuggled into her body. "I- I'm sorry. I'm getting ahead of myself..." Laena said softly. "It's just that I feel really attached to Lewis. I have no idea why."
Turning her body to face Laena, Hannah replied, "Ugh, you are something else, you know that?" Laena looked a little sad, like she was giving Hannah puppy eyes.
"Stop that! That's my thing!" Hannah exclaimed, pushing Laena's face with her hand. They just chuckled at their playfulness.
"But, anyways," Hannah forced herself back into her jealous mood. "I wish you were this needy for me..." Laena just rolled her eyes.
"Yeah? You want me to be needy for you?" Laena said, sitting up from the bed. "You want me to pout and miss my lovely girlfriend?" Hannah's eyes widened in delight.
Seeing Hannah starting to smile, Laena intensified her act. "You know when I was here alone with Lewis, all I could think about was you. I missed you so much, babe. Everything we did together, I really wished you were there to see it." Although it sounded like an act, everything Laena was saying was all so true.
"Aww, really?" Hannah blushed.
"Mhm. And I also want to thank you for bringing up this entire fantasy. This whole thing has been so fun to experience with you. If it wasn't for you, none of this would have ever been possible. This whole thing with Lewis and us has never made me more happy!" Laena said, smiling happily.
Hannah's eyes started to water, seeing how happy Laena was. Hannah was also very happy about how this whole fantasy had unfolded for them. Yes, they had made a new sex partner, but he was way more than that. The way he cared for them and made love to them was making Hannah and Laena's lives so much more fulfilling. Although she was well aware of the cliche that 'a woman doesn't need a man to be happy,' Hannah strongly disagreed. Lewis made them feel safe and comfortable. And, plus, she loved being pampered and taken care of, who wouldn't?
"Hannah, are you gonna cry," Laena queried.
"Yes," Hannah nodded, as her eyes watered even more.
Laena just shook her head and smiled, before pulling her into a deep kiss. "I love you," Hannah said between their lips.
"I love you, too," Laena replied, falling deeper into the intimacy of their kiss.
Their soft kissing quickly turned into a full on make out session. Wrapping their arms around each other's bodies, Hannah and Laena pulled each other deeper into their kissing. "Mmmhh, mhm, hmmm," they moaned.
But hearing the shake of the bedroom door handle, they pulled apart from their kiss and looked excitedly towards the door. Hannah and Laena's heart skipped as their male lover entered the bedroom bearing a glass of water and two Plan B boxes.
"Hiii, Lewis," the girls greeted in unison.
"Hey," Lewis greeted back, walking over to the side of the bed.
Hannah and Laena watched him as he set the glass of water down on the bedside table and began to unbox the pills from their packages. "If you guys want to keep doing it raw, you two need to go on the pill. 'Cause I can't keep buying these things, they are so expensive!" Lewis said, popping the pills into his palm from their plastic containers.
"Uh, yeah. We can go on the pill," Hannah replied immediately.
"You guys don't want to talk about it with each other?" Lewis asked, surprised by her quick response.
"No, we love fucking you raw. I'm not going back to those stupid condoms. I'll definitely go on the pill," Laena jumped in.
"Huh, that was a quick conversation," Lewis said in relief. "Here, take this." Lewis took one of the pills and placed it into Laena's palm. She promptly popped the pill into her mouth. Grabbing the glass of water, Lewis raised it to her mouth and she drank it out of his hand. Lewis was relieved to see her gulping down the pill.
Turning to Hannah, Lewis put his hand out to give her the Plan B. Hannah just stared at his hand and did nothing. "Uh, Hannah? Take it," Lewis said, sounding a bit confused about her inaction.



"No," Hannah, giggled.
"Huh?!" Laena and Lewis exclaimed.
"Here, take it," Lewis insisted, further pushing his hand out to her.
Hannah just shook her head in defiance. "No, uh uh," she reiterated.
Laena and Lewis were starting to wonder what Hannah was playing at. "Hannah, just take the damn pill. You wanna get pregnant?!" Laena urged, getting a bit panicked.
"What if I do want to get pregnant with Lewis's baby?" Hannah playfully asked. Hearing this, Lewis's heart raced. He wasn't ready to be a dad!
"Hannah, stop that. Take it," Lewis said, getting frustrated. Hannah just shook her head again.
Having had enough of Hannah's antics, he crawled onto the bed past Laena and knee-walked towards Hannah. "Hey! What are you doing?!" Hannah squealed, as Lewis grabbed her body. She was surprised, feeling his immense strength as he locked her in place.
Using his hand, he squished Hannah's cheeks, applying gentle but relentless pressure. "Open your mouth," he ordered. Hannah's heart raced to hear how serious and assertive he was being. She felt scared and aroused at the same time. Hannah kept her lips shut as she tried to break free from Lewis's hold.
Watching Hannah causing problems for Lewis, Laena shook her head and went in to help him out. Grabbing Hannah's nipple, she gave it a nice twist. "OWWW," Hannah squealed, opening her mouth.
Lewis seized this window of opportunity to pop the pill into her mouth, then forced it shut. "MHHMMFF!" Hannah squealed again.
"Laena, could you hand me that glass of water?" Lewis kindly asked his more compliant lover. Laena nodded and handed him the glass.
"Drink," Lewis ordered, bringing the glass up to Hannah's mouth. She defiantly shook her head no.
"Hannah, drink it," Laena prodded. Hannah remained uncooperative.
Doing some quick thinking, Laena grabbed onto Lewis's arm and said, "Fine, since you're being such a naughty girl, you'll get no sex from me or Lewis. Now come here, babe, let Hannah watch us fuck." Understanding what Laena was doing, he put down the glass, and moved in to make out with her.
Hannah's eyes widened, and she tried to join them, but she was met by a push from Laena. "Uh uh uh, you just watch. This is your punishment for being such a bad girl," Laena said, her lips moving against Lewis's.
Hannah sat there disconsolately, forced to watch her lovers as they passionately kissed without her. Finally having enough of her little playful moment, she grabbed the glass of water and gulped down the pill. "I did it, I took the pill. Happy?" she announced.
Breaking away from their kiss, Laena said, "Good girl. But you still have to watch us for causing trouble for our man." Hannah's mouth dropped.
"Bu-," Hannah tried to say.
"No, you watch," Laena snickered.
Noticing that Hannah was sadly sulking, Lewis crawled over to her and pulled her in for a kiss. "Hey! She was being a bad girl. She needs to be punished!" Laena exclaimed.
"No, she took the pill, so what's there to punish? And I don't want to leave her out of anything," Lewis said to Laena. Hannah's heart melted as she heard Lewis's willingness to spare her. Grabbing his face, she rewarded his leniency by planting kisses all over him.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you!," Hannah said in between kisses. Lewis just chuckled, sopping up all her affection.
"But Lewis..." Laena whined. Before she could say anything else, Lewis grabbed her arm and pulled both Hannah and her into a warm embrace.
The girls purred, embraced in Lewis's warmth. His chest started to feel warm and tingle again. Lewis felt just as happy in the presence of Hannah and Laena as they did in his. After a few minutes of cuddling, Lewis pulled away from them and began to get up from his bed.
"Hey!" Laena hissed. "Where are you going?"
"I bought you guys breakfast, well, technically it's brunch now," Lewis said, checking the time on his phone. "Come on." Hannah and Laena nodded somewhat reluctantly, but got up out of the bed.
Slipping on his t-shirts, they followed him out of the bedroom to see that Lewis had already laid some breakfast platters out on the kitchen table. "Thanks, Lewis," the girls chorused, taking seats at the table. Although they felt bad about Lewis spending all this money on them, they did secretly love the way he was pampering them.
Lewis went into the kitchen and began to prepare some coffee for them. He watched as they eagerly stuffed food in their mouths. After the night they'd had, they must have been starving. "How do you guys like your coffee?" Lewis asked.
"I like it black," Laena replied, with food in her mouth.
"Just a little bit of cream for me," Hannah added.
Lewis nodded and prepared the coffees to their order. Placing their mugs in front of them, Lewis sat down across the table from them. He watched Hannah and Laena intently as they ate. Noticing his gaze, the girls started to blush and slow down their eating.
"Stop staring, Lewis. We're eating," Hannah playfully said to him.
Lewis snapped out of his gaze and apologized, "Sorry, you two are just so pretty."
Hannah and Laena turned to look at each other. They were both a mess. Their hair was all jumbled up, their eyes were still kinda droopy from sleep, and they had that post sex look on their faces. His honest appreciation for them even in their state of messiness made their hearts flutter. "You're too kind, Lewis. And you're looking quite handsome, as well," Laena replied, wanting to return the endearment.
"Yeah, you are very handsome, Lewis," Hannah added.
Lewis smirked hearing them compliment him. It wasn't every day that he received such compliments, so getting them really lifted his spirits, and it was especially good to hear it from his two beautiful lovers. "Thanks, you two," Lewis smiled. The girls returned warm smiles of their own and went back to eating.
Once Hannah and Laena had finished their meals, they looked over at Lewis. He was currently busy doing something on his phone. Laena felt really bad about Lewis going out and buying all these things for them, and she was sure that Hannah did, too. So wanting to give him a reward for being so good to them, Laena slowly sank off of her seat and crawled under the table.
"Laena, what are you doing?" Hannah whispered.
"I'm giving Lewis a reward for doing all this for us. Now come on down and help me," Laena replied, motioning her to come under the table with her. Hannah looked over at Lewis to see if he'd noticed their unusual movements. Seeing that he was dead focused on his phone, she crawled under the table with Laena.
Slowly crawling up to Lewis's legs, they locked their pretty eyes on his crotch. Once close enough, they placed their hands on his legs and began to snake them up to the waistband of his joggers. "What the-," Lewis said, as his attention was pulled away from his phone.
Scooting his chair back at the sudden attention to his legs, Lewis tilted his head down and his eyes widened to see Hannah and Laena kneeling before him. "What are you two doing down there?" he asked.
"Giving you your reward for treating us so well," Laena answered, smiling deviously. "Hannah, help me get his pants down."
Grabbing hold of the top hem of his joggers, the two lovely lesbians jerked them down to his ankles. Lewis made no objection to these salacious goings-on. He was enjoying himself. Feeling his cock over his underwear, Hannah and Laena bit their lips as they felt it beginning to bulk up and gain mass.
"Mhhhmm, you're getting so hard for us, baby," Laena said in a sexy low voice.
"Let's get this pesky underwear out of the way. I wanna see your big cock again, daddy," Hannah jumped in.
Fishing his cock out of his underwear, their eyes widened to see their male lover's magnificent pleasure pole. It throbbed heavily in their soft hands; Hannah and Laena rubbed their loins together in a simultaneous instinctive response to his tool readying itself for them. Pulling his underwear all the way down his legs, the girls scooted closer to Lewis's crotch. His cock loomed large over their pretty faces.
"You ready for your reward, babe? We're gonna make you feel so good for treating us right," Laena said, grabbing the base of his cock.
"Mhm, we love how you make sure to take care of our needs," Hannah said, licking her supple lips. "If you keep treating us like this, we're gonna end up falling in love with you." Lewis's heart skipped at Hannah's affectionate words. The warmth in his chest grew into a raging fire of passion and affection.
Lewis just stared down at them in a horny daze. He was under Hannah and Laena's lustful spell. Without further word, the girls moved in and began kissing and licking up and down Lewis's veiny shaft. "Mhm, hmm, mmhmm," they moaned as they pleasured Lewis. He just sat there, grinning and groaning at how good they were making him feel.
Hannah and Laena moved in tandem, slathering his shaft with their sweet saliva. Their wet tongues made Lewis twitch and convulse. He was loving every second of his reward. "Ah, shit," he groaned, grabbing the backs of the heads of his two female lovers.
Wanting to up the ante, Hannah took the initiative and swallowed his cock. Laena promptly drifted down and began taking his balls into her mouth. His cock slipped inside Hannah's mouth with ease. The feeling of her warm wet mouth around his cock combined with Laena's enveloping of his balls was sending Lewis into heaven. The sounds of glucking, slurping, and sucking filled the main room of Lewis's apartment.
Hannah skillfully bobbed her head, making twisting motions to maximize the level of her male lover's pleasure. At the same time, Laena alternated between each of his precious baby factories. Their hums and moans vibrated against his throbbing phallus; Lewis's head fell back out of sheer pleasure.
After a few minutes of this, Hannah and Laena withdrew their mouths from Lewis's male parts and switched places. "Mhhmmm," Laena hummed, taking his phallus into her mouth. She was enjoying the taste of Hannah's saliva and Lewis's precum on his cock. The combination of both her lover's fluids made Laena's body tingle with pleasure.
As Laena took his cock deeper down her throat, Lewis moaned out in pleasure. "Ah, jesus. You girls are going to kill me!" he exclaimed. Hannah and Laena hummed and giggled in satisfaction with their performance, further enhancing the pleasure Lewis was feeling.
As they intensified their sucking, Lewis started to quiver and convulse. Hannah and Laena's mouths were slathered with their own messy saliva. It dribbled down their necks as they sucked away without a care in the world. "Ah, I'm getting close," Lewis announced, grabbing the seat of his chair.
Hearing this, Hannah and Laena moaned even louder and further stimulated him by wiggling their tongues on his cock and balls, sending him over the edge. "Augh, shit!" Lewis groaned gutterally. Feeling his sex organs contract in their mouths, he came intensely.
Laena pushed herself all the way to the base of his cock. Her eyes widened as he shot his load directly into her throat. Her eyes watered, feeling ropes of his thick cum pumping into her. But, wanting to taste him, she pulled her mouth back, allowing his cum to splash all over her waiting taste buds.
The additional stimulation from Hannah sucking his balls ensured that he would cum even more. The girls eagerly made sure to milk him for everything he had. Laena was surprised at how much he was still able to cum after they had already spent the whole night milking him dry.
As soon as she was sure that Lewis had shot his last rope of cum, Laena withdrew her mouth from his cock. She opened her jaw wide and showed him his pooled cum. Wanting to see for herself, Hannah popped his balls from her mouth and raised her head till she could also get a good look at Laena's cum filled mouth.
"Let me have some," Hannah said, biting the corner of her lip. Grabbing the sides of Laena's head, Hannah locked her lips with Laena's, slipping her tongue into her girlfriend's mouth. Swirling her tongue with Laena's, the two girls began to share Lewis's cum back and forth between them. They moaned in pleasure, tasting a mixture of their saliva and his tasty seed. They locked their lips tightly to make sure none of his essence leaked from their mouths.
"Hmm, hmm, hmmm," the girls moaned as their tongues danced together. His warm seed saturated their taste buds, causing them to flutter with arousal and satisfaction. While this was happening, Lewis was in awe watching his two lovers making out with his cum in their mouths. He couldn't believe the total fantasy he was living. What guys would do to see such a thing. Lewis smirked, feeling so lucky to be given this opportunity.
After a few minutes of cum filled kissing, Hannah and Laena pulled their mouths apart, each retaining an even amount of his cum. Turning to Lewis, they opened their mouths to show him. Then shutting their mouths, they gulped his seed into their stomachs.
"Enjoy the show?" Laena asked, licking her lips.
"Ah, holy shit. You two were amazing," Lewis said, sighing in relief.
As he recovered, Hannah and Laena climbed up from under the table and sat on his lap. Hannah took a seat on his left thigh, while Laena took his right. Leaning forward, they planted a kiss on each of his cheeks. Pulling away, they giggled and smiled at Lewis as he sat there in total ecstasy. As his two lovely lovers sat on his lap, Lewis felt that warm feeling in his chest again. He had this overwhelming sense of happiness and fulfillment with Hannah and Laena.
"Can we go out on a date?" he blurted out. The girls were taken aback by his sudden suggestion. Looking at each other, they smiled excitedly before turning back to Lewis.
"Yes, we would love that!" Hannah replied happily.
"What do you want to do?" Laena asked. "I was thinking that we would just stay at your apartment and fuck all day. But when I think about it, we've been spending a lot of time here. I think it's a good idea to get out of the apartment for a little while," she added.
Lewis took a few moments to think about Laena's request. He didn't want to go out and have lunch since they had already eaten. To be honest, Lewis didn't really care what they did, as long as it was with Hannah and Laena.
"We could go to the mall or something," he randomly suggested. The girls thought about his suggestion for a moment before quickly nodding in agreement.
"Yeah, that would be fun!" Hannah replied.
"I agree, let's do it!" Laena said happily.
Lewis just nodded nonchalantly, although internally he was screaming in excitement and nervousness. "How is this going to work?" Lewis asked himself. He had never been on a date with two girls at the same time. As the girls climbed off of his lap, Lewis was free to reach down and pull up his clothes.
Hannah and Laena immediately went to gather their things, as well. Searching around his apartment, they collected their clothes from their various scattered locations. "Uh, Lewis?" Hannah nervously asked.
"What's up?" he replied.
"Could I keep your shirt? I really like it..." she said softly. Hannah was a little embarrassed to ask him this since he had already done so much for them.
To her delight, Lewis just nodded and said, "Yeah, sure. Of course you can have it."
Upon hearing this, Laena grew a little jealous that he was giving Hannah his shirt. Before she could say anything, Lewis noticed her look of jealousy and said, "You can, too." Laena blushed. She felt flustered at how quickly he took notice of her feelings; but that only made her fall for him even harder.
"Thanks, babe..." Laena replied softly, trying to hide her happiness.
Jumbling their stuff into their arms, Hannah and Laena slipped on their footwear and made their way to the front door. "We'll be right back. We need to get ready for our date," Hannah winked.
"Why don't you come over and wait for us while we get ready?" Laena asked. Lewis had never been inside their apartment, so his curiosity was piqued by Laena's suggestion.
"Yeah, sure. I wouldn't mind that. But I have to get ready myself. So I'll be over as soon as I'm ready to go," Lewis answered.
Laena nodded, and said, "No problem. I'll just leave my keys for you here." She placed her keys on the counter next to the door. "Just let yourself in."
Giving him one last warm smile, Hannah and Laena exited his apartment and returned home.
-
Closing their door behind them, Hannah and Laena's hearts pounded in excitement. They loved how Lewis wanted to go out on a date with him. Although they were happy, they were also kinda nervous about it. They didn't know how this was gonna work with the three of them. But they concluded that it was something they would have to figure out together.
Although they had only spent one night over at Lewis's, it felt to Hannah and Laena like it had been an eternity since they'd been home. Walking into their bedroom, they threw their clothes into their laundry baskets. Slipping Lewis's t-shirts off of their bodies, they neatly folded them and placed them on top of their bed.
"I guess I have a new favorite pajama to wear," Hannah chuckled.
"Mhm, me, too," Laena agreed.
"Hurry up, we need to take a shower for our hot date with Lewis!" Hannah exclaimed, before rushing into the bathroom. But before Laena followed her, she picked up Lewis's shirt one more time and brought it up to her nose. Stuffing her face in the fabric, she sniffed and inhaled Lewis's scent. She didn't know what detergent he used, but she loved it.
"Laena! Where are you?!" Hannah called out to her. Snapping out of her daze, Laena quickly put down his shirt, and went into the bathroom.
Once the girls finished cleaning themselves up, they proceeded to prepare themselves for their hot date. Finding some pretty clothes to wear, Hannah chose to wear a cute black sundress. Slipping it on, she went to Laena and asked, "Do you think he'll like it?"
Laena stopped what she was doing in their closet and glanced over to her. "Mhm, you look so pretty, babe. Lewis will love it!"
Returning her attention to the closet, Laena couldn't decide what to wear. She usually just wanted to wear some tight jeans and some nice sweater, but her decisions were being dictated by wanting to please her male lover.
"Having trouble?" Hannah asked.
"Uh, yeah... I don't know what to wear," Laena replied.
Hannah took a moment to think about what Laena should wear. Thinking of something that she would love to see her girlfriend wear, she went over to the closet with her. "Hey, what are you doing?" Laena asked, making room for Hannah.
Grabbing something from within the closet, she handed it to Laena. "Wear that," she suggested. Laena held it up to see what it was. It was a white long sleeve romper shorts with flower patterns on it that tastefully showed some cleavage. Her face reddened seeing the clothing item before her. She wasn't used to wearing such kinds of clothes. Especially ones that showed off a lot of her legs out in public. It wasn't because she didn't like it. It was mostly because she didn't like the eyes that would be drawn to her. Laena was well aware of her attractiveness, and she didn't like to deal with guys checking her out.
"Uh, I don't know, Hannah..." Laena apprehensively said.
"Come on, babe. I bought that for you and you haven't worn it even once. Pleasssee?" Hannah begged. Laena was still unsure. "Just think of what Lewis would think. He loves how pretty we look. We should wear this just for him for treating us so well." Her words rang true in Laena's ears. She loved how Lewis gave her constant praise for how hot she looked. It gave her dopamine rushes that she was addicted to.
"But I hate how other guys look at me. I don't understand how you can tolerate such things," Laena said, feeling a little embarrassed.



"Screw what other guys do. When they see that we are with our man, they'll surely keep their eyes off of us," Hannah reassured. Laena began to relax a bit more after hearing that. Knowing that Lewis was there to protect them from any obnoxious onlookers made her feel more secure.
"Uh, okay," Laena concluded. "I'll wear it." Hannah smiled with glee.
"Eeek! You're gonna look so pretty!" Hannah gushed. Laena rolled her pretty green eyes and proceeded to put on the white romper.
Once it was on, Laena inspected her body to see how it looked. "How do I look, babe?" Laena asked Hannah.
"God, you're gonna make my nose bleed. You look so hot, babe!" she replied excitedly. Laena felt flustered by her compliments, she always loved hearing her girlfriend praise how she looked.
"Thanks, babe," Laena said, walking over to Hannah and giving her a peck on the lips. "We need to finish getting ready. Let's go." Grabbing her hand Laena led her back into the bathroom so they could put their makeup on.
Adding some light makeup to their already attractive faces, they also made sure to hide the copious amounts of hickies that Lewis had littered on their necks. As they finished up, they jumped a little at hearing someone calling out for them in their apartment.
"Hannah, Laena?!" Lewis inquired. The girls' hearts raced at the timbre of his familiar voice. Quickly finishing up what they were doing, they exited their room and went into the main area of their apartment.
As they came into his view, Lewis's eyes immediately met with theirs. Glancing up and down their bodies, he began to feel his face grow warm. He was in awe of how pretty they looked. "Uh, you two look amazing," he said, rubbing the back of his neck. The girls blushed hearing Lewis compliment them.
"Thanks, Lewis," Hannah and Laena chorused.
Eyeing up their man, they saw he was wearing some nice khaki summer shorts and a white polo with a fanny pack wrapped around his shoulder. "And you look so handsome," Laena said, biting her lip.
"Mhm, I love your outfit babe, you look so good!" Hannah gushed, running up to him to give him a kiss on the lips. Wanting some love, too, Laena followed Hannah and gave Lewis a kiss as well.
Pulling away from their kiss, Laena got a view just behind Lewis's neck and saw the hickies that she had given him. Her face got hot seeing how exposed to view her love bites were. It appeared that he hadn't noticed they were there, tucked away as they were near the back of his neck. Laena was surprised that she hadn't caught their appearance earlier. But, then, Lewis had kept her pretty busy!
"Uh, Lewis? You have hickies on your neck..." Laena told him. Lewis immediately felt the back of his neck; noting a pang of soreness, he winced in slight discomfort.
"What?! Let me see!" Hannah exclaimed. As she got a better view of the crime scene, her mouth fell agape at the extent of the damage. "I don't remember giving you these." She looked over at Laena and deduced that she was the culprit. Laena could only smile uneasily out of embarrassment.
"Tsk tsk tsk. You naughty girl, Laena," Hannah shook her head with a smirk. "Lewis could you come with me to our bedroom, we can't have you going out like this."
Taking his hand, she led him into their bedroom, with Laena trooping closely along behind them. Lewis's heart palpitated at being in Hannah and Laena's bedroom for the first time. As they entered the room, Hannah instructed him to sit on the bed and wait while she got some makeup from the bathroom.
As he sat there waiting, Laena leaned on the jamb of the door to their room and watched Lewis scanning his surroundings. "You like our room?" she asked, drawing his attention to her.
"I- er, yeah... You two have a very nice room..." Lewis nervously replied. Laena just smiled at him: he looked like a child seeing something amazing for the first time.
She walked over to him, sat herself down on his lap, and leaned down to whisper in his ear. "Are you thinking about fucking us in our bed?" Lewis was taken aback by her salacious question. He didn't say anything, but Laena knew exactly what he was thinking. Moving over to his face, she leaned in and planted her supple lips against his. Their kiss quickly escalated into a make out session.
As they made out, Laena grabbed Lewis's hands and guided them onto her soft hind cheeks. "Mhmm," she moaned as he took firm control of her ass with his strong hands. Grabbing his face, she kissed him, their tongues twirling and twining together. Lewis hungrily licked the inside of Laena's mouth, trying to taste as much of her sweet saliva as possible. The two quickly became aroused. As things heated up, Laena moaned, feeling his crotch growing in mass and poking up into hers. As a result, Laena's pussy began to dampen her panties.
Lewis and Laena were on the verge of giving in to their lust, ripping their clothes off, and just fucking. But before they could, they were interrupted by Hannah. "HEY! I was only gone for two seconds and you two are already trying to fuck each other. You two are horny monsters."
"Uh, sorry, babe..." Laena said, pulling away from Lewis's lips and hopping off his lap. Hannah just shook her head and sat herself down next to Lewis with some makeup supplies in hand.
Taking a brush with concealer on it, she brought it up to his neck. But before she applied it to his skin she stopped. "You know what, Laena, you do it. I wanna have a turn making out with Lewis," she said, handing the makeup to Laena.
Laena was taken aback at her girlfriend's sudden orders and could only watch as Hannah planted herself on Lewis's lap. "Oh, hard are we?" she playfully queried, feeling his already hardened crotch against her. Smiling seductively, she leaned forward and planted her lips against Lewis's.
As they passionately made out, Laena rolled her eyes and went to work on Lewis's bruised neck. Taking the brush, she ran it along the skin of the back of his neck, applying the concealer. But the constant jerking and moving of Hannah and Lewis as they were making out was interfering with Laena's work. "Hey! Could you two cool it down a bit, you're making it hard for me over here," Laena complained.
"Mmmff, sorry, babe," Hannah replied, momentarily separating her lips from Lewis's before connecting back with him more sedately.
Now that they were a bit more relaxed, Laena was able to proceed with her duties. Once finished, she leaned back to get a better look at her handiwork. Seeing that his hickies were now invisible to the naked eye, she pridefully smirked. "All done, Lewis," she announced, giving him a kiss on the cheek.
Reclaiming his lips from Hannah, he leaned over and gave Laena a kiss on the lips. "Thanks," he said with a warm smile. Laena's stomach fluttered and she blushed.
"Of course! Now, could you two stop what you're doing, we have a date to go on," Laena urged, pushing on Lewis's broad shoulder to get up.
Rolling her pretty brown eyes, Hannah got up from Lewis's lap and began to gather her things. As she did that, Laena got up as well. Stretching out a hand to help Lewis up; he smiled and grabbed on. Laena gasped as his strength and weight pulled against her. But gritting her teeth, she managed to haul him up.
The two hot looking ladies snagged their purses, then went over to the door and began to put on their footwear. Hannah decided to slip on some black ankle strap wedge sandals. Meanwhile, Laena was still thinking about what she was going to wear. She couldn't decide what would work best with her romper, so she dithered, biting her thumb and staring blankly at the shoe rack.
"How about these?" Hannah suggested, indicating a pair of black high heel stilettos. Laena's eyes widened at her suggestion.
"I'm not wearing those! We're going to be walking a lot at the mall. My feet will be killing me!" Laena exclaimed. Hannah just sighed, effectively admitting that Laena was right.
Sighing with frustration, Laena glanced over at Lewis, who was now standing next to her. She saw that he was examining the shoe rack with care. Seeing how his eyes were roving over their array of footwear, she smiled and decided to let their new lover help decide.
"What do you think I should wear, Lewis?" Laena asked.
Snapping out of his stare, Lewis shook his head and faced Laena, "Er- I really shouldn't choose for you. Just pick whatever you want. I'm sure you'll look as stunning as always." Laena blushed at his reassurance. But she still wanted him to decide.
"No, you pick," she insisted. Before Lewis could counter with anything, Laena shot him a scary glare. She wasn't taking no for an answer.
Sighing, he capitulated and crouched down to the shoe rack. Though he kept his preferences to himself, he did have a thing for how women dressed. Especially in light of his changed relationship with Hannah and Laena. He just loved how feminine and pretty Hannah looked in her dress and how Laena filled out that sexy romper.
After a bit of rummaging through the shoe rack, his eyes widened as he saw something that he thought would work perfectly for Laena's outfit. Grabbing it from the shoe rack, he went over to Laena and presented her with a pair of brown tie leg gladiator sandals.
"Oh? You want me to wear those?" Laena queried. Lewis abashedly nodded. "I never knew you had such good taste in women's styling," she smirked.
"Yeah, that's actually a really good choice, Lewis. How did you know those would work?" Hannah added.
"Er- I just thought Laena would look nice in them, that's all..." he trailed off.
"Hmm, these will work," Laena agreed. "But could you be a sweetheart and help me put them on? These things are kinda annoying to get on." Nodding, Lewis began helping her with the sandals.
Grasping her left ankle, he gently lifted her foot up and slipped her sandal on just like she was a princess. Laena could only blush as her stomach fluttered with affection for how caring her male lover was. Pulling the sandal's string up her ankle, he zipped up the back and proceeded to do the same with her other foot.
Once finished, Lewis stood back up and got a good look at Laena. "Wow, you look so good, babe," Hannah said, biting her lip. Laena just giggled and smiled happily. Then looking over at Lewis, he saw that he was entranced with her appearance.
Rolling her eyes, she went over to him and leaned up to give him a quick peck on the lips, snapping him out of his trance. "Thanks for the suggestion. I'm really digging this style. Now let's get out of here." Everyone nodded and proceeded out of the apartment.
-
Getting into Lewis's car, the girls sat in the back together, while he occupied the driver's seat alone in the front. Hannah and Laena knew that otherwise they would be fighting for whoever got the shotgun seat, so sitting together was the best compromise. Once buckled in, Lewis pulled off and drove to the mall.
As soon as they were parked in that mall's expansive lot, they got out to make their way into the large shopping center. Hannah and Laena held each other's hands and skipped happily just ahead of Lewis. Lewis could only smirk at how giddy they were. As they entered the building through the sliding doors, the bustling sounds of people filled their ears.
Turning around to face Lewis, Hannah and Laena asked what he would enjoy doing. But, as always, he didn't really care, as long as it was with them. "Let's go buy you some clothes! I wanna dress you up," Hannah suggested to Lewis.
"I already have enough clothes," Lewis countered. He wasn't really sure how he felt about being dressed up by someone else. He had a particular style he tended to stick with.
"Come on, Lewis," Hannah prodded, but Lewis still looked iffy about it. Then, stepping up to him, she gave him a full blast of her notorious cute puppy eyes. "Pleeaaasseeee," she begged.
Her cuteness was overwhelming for Lewis. And his doubts were being overwritten by what he had said to himself that he didn't really care what they did, as long as it was with Hannah and Laena. With the slightest of sighs, he said, "Uh- okay."
"Yes!" Hannah cheered. Grabbing onto his hand, she dragged him to the nearest clothes store. Rolling her pretty emerald eyes, Laena followed them along.
As they walked, Hannah was moving so fast that Laena started to trail behind them. As she tried to catch up, she began feeling nervous about how people were looking at her. Laena still wasn't comfortable wearing an outfit like this out in public. It's not that her clothing was even slightly slutty. But it was somewhat exotic and stylish. And many eyes were starting to be drawn her way. Especially the eyes of other men. Attempting to tug the shorts of her romper further down her legs, she hastily caught up with Lewis and grabbed his free arm.
Feeling the sudden tug on his arm, Lewis held up, causing Hannah to be yanked backwards in turn. Swiveling around to face Laena, she saw her girlfriend's distressed look. Her eyes were shaky and cast down to the floor. "You okay?" Lewis asked.
Raising her eyes up to meet his, she replied, "I- uh-, just feel like people are constantly looking at me. Especially the men..." Hearing this, Lewis glanced up and scanned their surroundings. He didn't see many people eyeing her up. But he did notice the occasional glance from passing on goers.
Thinking of a solution to her anxiety, he said, "Come here and hold onto me. I'll keep you safe." Laena's pretty green eyes lit up at his suggestion. Stepping toward him, she quickly latched onto his muscular arm. Wrapping her right arm around his left, she hugged him tightly and placed her free hand on his forearm. Laena immediately started to relax in Lewis's safe aura. Now that she was clearly associated with his imposing male figure, she was sure that other men would avert their eyes from her, realizing that she was off limits. Though she knew that some people would still look regardless.
"Hey! I want to hold onto Lewis, too!" Hannah exclaimed, giving Laena and Lewis a jealous squint. Stepping up next to him, she mirrored Laena, and began holding onto his right arm. She hummed happily as she basked in the presence of her strong male lover.
"Come on, let's go!" Hannah ordered, leading the way forward again.
But as they walked, they were still drawing more attention than Laena liked. People kept glancing at the two stunning young women, each affectionately holding on to the same handsome man. Laena couldn't understand how comfortable Hannah seemed to be with all these people looking at her. She just appeared so confident about her appearance, which was kinda ironic since Laena was usually the more composed one in their relationship. But being in the safe aura of Lewis was helping Laena to relax a lot more. As long as she was under his wing, she felt safe. As they continued to make their way through the mall, Laena slowly but surely got more comfortable with the outfit she was wearing. Eventually her anxiety subsided and she was able to proceed as normal.
Arriving at one of their favorite places to shop for clothes, the girls dragged him around the store to the men's section and picked out a plethora of clothes for him to try on. "How's this one?" Hannah said, bringing a shirt with Japanese symbols up to her chest.
"Yeah, I like this one, it's pretty nice," Lewis responded.
"I think you'll look pretty handsome in this," Laena jumped in, presenting a nice black hoodie. "Yep, you'll look good in this," she answered herself.
Lewis couldn't even get a word out. Hannah and Laena just kept nodding to themselves that he would look nice in the clothes they picked out. Lewis just smirked at the amount of fun the girls were having. Holding a bunch of clothes they'd picked out just for him in their arms, they led him over to the fitting rooms. Taking the stacks of clothes from them, he stepped inside the small fitting room. As much as the girls wanted to go in with him, they knew it was against the store's rules to have more than one person in a room at a time. So they forced themselves to wait patiently outside.
As Lewis opened the changing room door, Hannah and Laena's pretty eyes widened to see him wearing the set of clothes Hannah had picked out for him. "Eeek! You look so cute!" Hannah gushed. He was wearing some khaki shorts and a blue collared button up shirt. Lewis smirked, trying to hide his reddening face. It was weird for him, being complimented like this all the time. Looking down at himself, though, he had to admit that he kinda liked how Hannah had dressed him up. There was no doubt that she had good taste in clothes.
"Mhm, you do look very cute, Lewis. I'm really digging that look," Laena added, biting her lip.
"Thanks, girls," Lewis smiled. Hannah and Laena gave warm smiles in return.
"Now try on the clothes I got for you," Laena excitedly instructed. Lewis nodded and went back into the changing room.
Coming back out, Laena smiled to see that he also looked very good in the clothes she'd picked out for him. He wore a white hoodie with a black overcoat and some navy blue jeans. "Oh my goodness..." Laena trailed off, taking in his appearance. "You're gonna make my nose bleed!" she gushed, covering her blushing face.
"Ugh, you are so hot!" Hannah reiterated. Lewis found that he really liked the clothes they'd selected for him to wear. Although he didn't really care all that much about clothes, the girls' enthusiasm was starting to rub off on him.
Then, Hannah and Laena couldn't take it. They strode up to him and pulled him down within reach of the affectionate kisses they commenced to shower on his cheeks. "God, you're making me so wet for you, daddy..." Hannah whispered into his left ear.
"Mhm, you are so hot. I just wanna fuck you so bad. Why don't we do a quicky in the changing room?" Laena whispered into his right ear, tickling her fingers along the fabric covering his crotch. Lewis was taken aback by her sudden forwardness. Laena wasn't really serious, but she just couldn't help herself from teasing him.
Lewis felt his crotch straining inside his pants as her feminine fingers closed around his junk. Laena gasped as she felt him growing hard. "Oh? Hard are we?" she queried in a seductive tone
Hearing this, Hannah immediately placed her hand on his crotch as well. "Oh my... You're so hard for us, daddy," she whispered. Lewis grew even more erect in his pants at his lovers' dirty talk.
As much as he was enjoying their naughty little moment, he was also aware that they were still in a public space, and he was nervous that someone could walk in and see them. "We'll have plenty of time to do that when we get back home," he winked, grabbing their hands and prying their fingers away from his crotch. The girls blushed and their cores heated up at his promise of sexy fun when they got home.
"Lewis! You dirty boy!" Laena said, pushing on his shoulder. Hannah just giggled and covered her blushing face.
"What? You started it," Lewis snapped back. Laena just rolled her pretty emerald eyes.
"Go put on those other clothes we gave you," Laena ordered, wanting to change the subject before they did something stupid.
Trying on the last outfit that Hannah had given him, he neatly stacked all the clothes the girls had selected for him to try on, then brought the whole pile out of the changing room. "So, which ones do you want?" Hannah asked.
"Well, I like them all. But I'm probably going to stick with a few of these shirts and hoodies," Lewis replied.
"Hmm, you like them all?" Laena asked. Lewis just nodded.
"Okay, let's buy them all then!" Hannah concluded. Lewis's eyes widened.
"No, it's okay. I'm just gonna go ahead and pay for the ones I want for myself," Lewis tried to explain.
"No," Laena said sternly. "We're going to buy these for you whether you like it or not. You deserve it for all that money you've been spending on us. Momma's gonna spoil you. I don't want to hear you try and refute it."



Bu-" he tried to say.
"No," Laena cut him off.
"I-"
"Uh, uh, shush it," she said, walking over to him and grabbing the clothes from his hands. As she headed over to the front counter, Lewis and Hannah just stood there, kinda intimidated by Laena.
"It's best that you just listen to Laena," Hannah suggested, giving him a peck on the lips. "Come on, Lewis. Let's go," she said, taking his hand and leading him over to Laena.
After she paid for all his clothes, Laena gathered up the shopping bags and handed them to Lewis. "Uh, thanks, Laena," he said as he took the bags.
"Of course!," Laena smiled happily.
Walking out of the store, Hannah and Laena resumed holding onto his arms. They then proceeded to go shopping for Lewis at several other stores, the girls continuing to spoil their new lover. Lewis felt weird about the way they were spending money on him. He usually bought everything on his own. But he certainly didn't mind it. Seeing how willing they were to spend all this money for him made his chest swell warmly with affection.
As they were passing by the movie theater in the mall, Hannah stopped to see what was currently playing. "You guys wanna watch a movie?" she asked.
"Yeah, that would be nice," Laena nodded. "Lewis?"
"Sure," he replied.
"Okay! Let's watch this romance movie then!" Hannah suggested. Lewis and Laena just nodded in agreement.
After paying for their tickets, the three bought some popcorn and drinks at the concession stand, and then entered their assigned theater. They found seats towards the back of the theater, Lewis allowing the girls to sit first. Since they were sitting next to each other, he shifted over to sit to one side of the two of them. But seeing this, Laena stood up and sat next to him on his right. Noticing Laena shift over a seat, Hannah scooted to the next seat over and now sat on Lewis's left. Lewis raised his eyebrow at all this seat switching. He was trying to be nice and allow them to sit next to each other. But he didn't mind this arrangement. It was their choice anyways.
With Lewis now sitting between Hannah and Laena, the two girls both leaned over and rested their heads on his shoulders as they watched the ads and previews begin to play out on the giant screen. Lewis felt his chest warming up again. He could be like this with them until the end of time. Being so close to them, just hanging out with them in general, was all he really needed. As the lights dimmed, the movie began to play.
Privately, Laena was of the opinion that this romance movie they were watching was pretty corny. But glancing out of the corner of her eye, she saw that Lewis was eating popcorn, being his lovable unfazed self, as normal. Leaning a bit forward so she could see Hannah just past Lewis, Laena saw that her more girly girlfriend was totally entranced with the movie.
Hannah loved this kind of romantic movie. She loved all sorts of rom coms and romance movies alike. Though Laena would constantly brag about her taste in movies, she didn't really care. There was one thing that Laena did like about romance movies though. After the movie, Hannah would usually be super horned up and they would have mind blowing sex afterwards. And Hannah knew it, which was probably one of the reasons why she loved romance movies.
Mid-way through the movie, Hannah and Laena's eyes widened as they watched a sex scene playing out before them. Though the movie was corny, Laena had to admit that the sex scene was pretty hot. Meanwhile, Hannah's core really started to heat up. Rubbing her loins, she felt her panties moistening. As the scene got hotter, Hannah subconsciously grabbed onto Lewis's arm. As her breathing got heavier, she unknowingly inched his arm closer to her body, until his hand was now resting on her soft right thigh.
Feeling this, Lewis glanced over and saw that she was totally wrapped up in the sex scene they were watching. She was biting her lip and her eyes were filled with lust. She shifted his hand closer to her crotch. Lewis was tempted to say something, but seeing how focused Hannah was on the movie, he didn't want to bother her.
Little by little, Hannah drew Lewis's masculine hand closer and closer to her moistening crotch. Lewis didn't really know what to do, he certainly didn't want to deny her, so he just let her indulge herself. Hannah gasped as she felt his touch on her inner thigh. Looking down, her stomach fluttered and she blushed realizing that she had unknowingly guided Lewis to her sensitive area. Then, looking up and over at him, her eyes widened to see he was watching her out of the corner of his eye.
She wanted to apologize to him but before she could, Lewis grasped her inner thigh and gave her a good squeeze over her dress. Hannah gasped in pleasure, his grip was so strong and solid. He had her firmly at his mercy. Hannah's inner thigh area was especially sensitive, so the strength with which he was holding her there made her core heat up even more.
Lewis playfully kneaded and squeezed her soft inner thigh, making her quietly mewl. He wouldn't usually do something like this. But he had to agree that the naughty activities they had been engaging in in public were pretty fun. Lewis continued to squeeze away at his female lover.
Hannah's breathing was becoming heavier and more erratic. Luckily, they were in the back of the theater and there weren't any other people in their row, so she could afford to be less cautious. But she couldn't help but think about what she was doing with Lewis, right out in public. Her chest heated up. They were just being so naughty, so taboo.
Wanting to feel his hand on her bare thigh, she grabbed his arm and shifted it down to the hem of her skirt. Reaching just past her skirt, she tugged his hand back up her thigh and under the fabric. Hannah bit her lip and leaned against his broad shoulder. Catching on to what Hannah wanted, he resumed control of his arm and slid his hand up her thigh on his own. Inch by inch, he got closer to the heat her crotch was emitting. His hand reached the junction of her thighs and he could feel how humid and hot it was up there. Hannah was sopping wet at this point. Watching the hot sex scene playing out on the screen, together with Lewis's fondling of her sensitive area, was making her so horny.
As his hand grazed her wet pussy over her panties, Hannah moaned out in pleasure and grasped his forearm tighter. Then feeling his hand start to pull away from her pussy, she tugged it back into place. "Lewis... keep doing that... " she whispered to him in a breathy voice. Giving her what she wanted, he curled his fingers around the curve of her panty covered pussy. His eyes widened as he felt how wet she was. Her panties were practically soaked!
As Lewis began to rub her over her pussy, Hannah silently quivered and moaned. She tried to keep watching the movie in front of her, but the pleasure was simply too intense. Hugging onto Lewis's arm, she held on for her dear life as he pressed and rubbed his fingers against her clit and lips. Tremors of pleasure pulsed through her body as her male lover pleasured her.
Hearing some light moaning and commotion to her left, Laena glanced over to see what it was. At first glance, she just saw Hannah cuddling with Lewis, which she didn't really mind at all since Laena was holding hands with him herself. He had interlocked fingers with her during some point of the movie, she couldn't really recall when, but she had been enjoying the intimacy nevertheless.
But as Laena scrutinized the activities on the other side of Lewis, she saw that Hannah wasn't even watching the movie anymore. Her head hung down and her chest was heaving. Leaning forward a bit more to get a better view of what was happening, Laena saw that Lewis had his hand under Hannah's skirt all the way up to her crotch. Her heart thumped at the sight of what was happening before her. "What the hell?! You horny freaks!" Laena thought.
Raising her hand to Lewis's head, she lightly flicked him on his temple. Flinching, he quickly glanced over to her. "What the hell are you two doing?!" Laena quietly hissed.
"Sorry, it's Hannah. She just became all riled up out of nowhere. She just grabbed my arm," Lewis explained. Laena rolled her eyes, knowing exactly why Hannah was getting all horny.
"Ugh, Hannah gets like this when she watches romance movies. Especially during sex scenes like this. It's one thing to do things like this at home, but in public?! You dirty boy! You can't just grab my girlfriend's pussy in public like this," Laena exclaimed, a hint of jealousy in her voice.
"Uh- sorry, Laena. I just didn't want to deny Hannah," Lewis replied. Hearing this, Laena's heart fluttered. What he was doing was so considerate, but also so dirty. Despite what she had just said, the idea of them doing something like this in public was very arousing to her. Yes, they were out of view from other people, but there were still a handful of people in their close vicinity.
Even as Laena glared at Lewis, her core was quickly heating up as the thought of conducting these explicit activities in public simmered away in her brain. Meanwhile, Lewis was subconsciously still rubbing and pleasuring Hannah to his left. He multitasked his attention to his two lovely women with such skill and attentiveness. Laena just sat there, locked in an intense stare with Lewis.
Seeing her usual glint of jealousy, Lewis leaned over to her ear and whispered, "Do you want me to touch you, too?" Laena was immediately taken aback by his offer. Her face blushed in the darkness of the theater and her ears burned with arousal.
"Wha- what?! Uh, no- umm, uh-," Laena stuttered. She didn't know what to say. He was so straightforward. It was as if he knew what she wanted before she was fully able to face up to it herself! As much as Laena would like to pretend that she wasn't jealous that Lewis was salaciously touching her girlfriend and not her, she would just be lying to herself. She didn't want to be left out. At the same time, Lewis's attentiveness to always try to include both of his lovelies made her heart melt. He was so caring! Laena loved it.
Sensing that she wanted the same treatment as Hannah, but that she couldn't quite bring herself to say it, Lewis took the initiative and placed his hand on Laena's left inner thigh. She gasped and quickly covered her mouth with her right hand. Looking back up to Lewis, they locked eyes once again. But instead of a glare, he was met with Laena's look of lust and arousal. Rubbing Laena's inner thigh, Lewis quickly drifted his hand up to her crotch so he could match the same motions he was using with Hannah.
"Mmmhhmmff," Laena moaned into her hand, feeling Lewis trail his fingers directly over her fabric covered pussy. Wasting no time, he pressed his fingers against her covered lips and began rubbing them firmly and sensually. Feeling a pang of pleasure pierce through her body, Laena leaned her head against Lewis's shoulder. Grabbing onto his forearm, she pushed him deeper into her crotch to try and extract as much pleasure from him as possible.
Her attention to the movie was at an end. All she could focus on was Lewis's sturdy fingers pressing against her sensitive clit and lips. As he pressed deeper into her, Laena's panties became increasingly moist. Then, as if Lewis had struck a nerve, her hand left her mouth to grip his arm. "Ah, shit!" Laena quietly squealed. She had just succumbed to a mini orgasm.
Hearing Laena's faint squeal of pleasure, Hannah's eyes shot open. Lifting her head from Lewis's shoulder, she leaned forward and saw that Laena was leaning against Lewis as well. Glancing down, Hannah saw that his other hand was also snaked into her crotch. Hannah smiled in arousal at the sight. "Ugh, we're such dirty girls," she thought.
As another sharp pang of pleasure propagated through her body, Hannah gasped and mewled again. Hearing this, Laena glanced to her left and saw Hannah watching her. As the two stared directly into each other's eyes, Laena nervously smiled at Hannah. Hannah returned the favor and smiled back. They knew how dirty they were being. Receiving pleasure from their strong man right out in public. They loved it.
Wanting more, Hannah leaned up to Lewis's ear and whispered, "Finger me..." Lewis's eyes rounded at this request. "Finger me, please, daddy..." Hannah softly begged. Acquiescing to her pleas, he grabbed the thin strip of fabric covering her moist pussy and moved it aside. Hannah gasped as his fingers grazed across her exposed lips. Then, Lewis promptly slipped two of his sturdy fingers into her tight wet hole.
As he began to dig his way deeper into her warm crevice, Hannah crossed her legs, trapping his hand in her crotch. "Ah ah, yes yes..." she mewled. Her neurons flickered with fire. Lewis explored her pussy, digging, wriggling, and pumping his manly fingers inside her sensitive love hole. Hannah leaked her love juice profusely, coating his fingers and getting them even slipperier.
Hearing a sudden spike in Hannah's moans, Laena glanced over and saw that Hannah's legs were crossed and shaking with intense little shocks . Her eyes were closed and she quivered violently. Tilting her head further forward to try to gain a better view, Laena grimaced in pleasure as Lewis rubbed her pussy. Upon closer inspection, she discerned a familiar flex in the muscles of his forearm. Only one thing could be associated with that flexing.
"Ar- are you fingering, ah, uh, huh, Han- Hannah?" Laena whispered in between moans. Lewis just gave her a slight nod. Her eyes opened wider as she absorbed this knowledge. She didn't know what to say! What they were doing was so naughty, so dirty. "I- wha-. I can't believe you two. How cou-," she tried to say.
"You want me to finger you, too?" Lewis interrupted. Laena's face heated up and her stomach fluttered. She couldn't get over how he always seemed to know exactly what she wanted. He was like some sort of mind reader or something. But as much as she wanted him to stroke her warm inner surfaces with his dexterous digits, she was wearing a romper. Access would not be easy. If she wanted to do this, she would have to pull her romper all the way down her waist, completely exposing her upper body. And she wasn't wearing a bra so it would be doubly dangerous. She didn't want to expose her bare breasts to the view of potential voyeurs! But Laena was so horny and so jealous that Hannah was getting fingered by their man. She didn't want to be left out.
"Uh, yes..." Laena quietly mewled. Lewis glanced over at her and wondered how they were going to do this since what she was wearing wasn't going to be simple to circumvent. Laena, cautiously scanning her surroundings, deemed that she might be able to pull this off. Although there was no one in their row and in their immediate vicinity, she was still wary that someone could stand up and get an eyeful of her bountiful boobs.
But as Lewis's kneading fingers caused yet another jolt of pleasure to shiver through her, Laena couldn't take it anymore. Grabbing onto her sleeves, she began to cautiously tug her romper down. She couldn't believe what she was doing. It was so naughty. Stripping partway out of her clothing, baring her bumptious treasures to the moviegoing public! She would have never dreamed she would do something like this. But her horny mind was so wrapped up in Lewis. And that little bit extra that he was giving Hannah that she wasn't getting. Ever since they had begun doing such dirty things with Lewis, Hannah and Laena were turning into unrepentantly competitive sex freaks.
Folding her romper down to her waist, Laena blushed heavily, restlessly checking their surroundings. Even though she covered her supple boobs with her arms, her skin still pebbled up with goosebumps from the cold air of the theater. She felt so embarrassed and yet so naughty. As he directed his gaze back toward her, Lewis's eyes expanded as he saw Laena's chest sheltered from public view only by her arms. Although he was a connoisseur of Laena's nude body, Lewis had never before considered allowing her to engage in such risky public exhibitionism.
For the sake of her modesty, he leaned over and whispered in Laena's ear, "Grab that overcoat we bought and cover that over yourself." Laena looked up at him and quickly nodded. Bending down to reach the shopping bags they had tucked beneath the seats, she found the large overcoat and took it out. Shaking it out, she sheathed it over her shoulders. Laena let out a sigh of relief now that she was less exposed. Although the coat's center opening still left her inner side boobs somewhat exposed, showing off her deep cleavage. So a certain degree of naughtiness still remained.
"Better?" Lewis whispered.
"Better," Laena quietly replied. Her heart was melting at how considerate and attentive he was. "Ugh, I love this man with every inch of my body!" she gushed to herself. "Wait, love?"
Her thoughts were interrupted by his hand drifting under the overcoast, exploring the area around her navel and then dipping under the material of her romper. Her body quivered as his hand worked its way down to her crotch and under the top band of her panties. Laena bit her lip, stifling a moan as she felt his fingers curl themselves into the folds of her moist pussy. Then, feeling him slip two of his sturdy digits inside of her, she immediately crossed her legs and trapped his hand in her crotch as well.
Synchronizing the movements of his two hands, Lewis began to wriggle and pump his fingers inside of Laena's wet crevice just as he was already doing with Hannah. Gripping his forearm, Laena held on for dear life. Waves of pleasure expanded through her body and she felt her warm walls wrap and contort around his fingers. Glancing over at Hannah, she saw that she was keenly watching her.
As the two lovely ladies looked at each other, Hannah's glance roved up and down Laena's body. Hannah nibbled on her own lower lip as she was overcome by a strong sense of how naughtily exposed they both were. Seeing her girlfriend half nude under Lewis's new overcoat, Laena could only blush in embarrassed arousal.
Hannah mouthed to her girlfriend, "You look so hot right now." Laena gave her a naughty smile and nodded. Then, the girls both looked up at Lewis and flashed him their most seductive smiles. He just smirked in response and fingered them even more industriously, causing their heads to droop down and their mouths to pant heavily.
"Ah ah, uh uh, mhmmm," they quietly moaned in unison. Their moans were like music to Lewis's ears. He drew satisfaction from pleasing his lovely lovers.
Hannah and Laena slathered Lewis's hands with their love nectar. They were losing their minds as he continued his onslaught upon their helplessly pulsating pussies. They couldn't believe they were doing this in a public place. The illicit nature of their actions made them feel so aroused and horny. They were each of a mind to just pounce on Lewis and fuck him right there in the theater. But with a shred of remaining sanity, they realized that would be pushing things too far. They would be forced to wait until they got home. This whole expedition was turning into one long drawn-out tease.
After he'd been fingering Hannah and Laena for some time, Lewis's hands were beginning to ache. Needing to hurry things along and finish them off, he curled his fingers more firmly up into their g-spots. The girls immediately let out simultaneous quiet moans and hugged his arms even tighter. As he stimulated their special love loci, their bodies quivered and spasmed. Their chests were heaving with uneven breaths: he sensed their orgasms were within easy reach.
Then, with one final curl, Hannah and Laena's walls contracted tightly around his fingers and they both shook violently, nonsense noises huffing from their open lips. They tightened their grips on Lewis's taut forearms, braced themselves against their own convulsions as their orgasms ripped through their bodies. "Mmmmfffhhmm," they moaned, biting their supple lips.



After a few short moments of violent shaking, Lewis felt them beginning to relax into his arms. They purred with satisfaction and rubbed their heads affectionately against him like cats. Lewis smiled at how well he had satisfied his ladies. Slipping his fingers out of them, he felt their bodies twitch slightly as he left them empty. Raising his hands into view, he saw how wet they were. "Damn, these girls are something else," he thought, grabbing some napkins left over from their earlier snacks and wiping himself off.
Surveying Hannah and Laena, he saw that they were both now napping quietly on his shoulders. Their lips were slightly parted and their eyes were peacefully closed. His chest burned up again at how pretty they looked. He couldn't get over how lucky he was to have these two in his life. But not wanting to bother them, he just let them sleep and continued to watch the movie.
Once the credits started to roll, Lewis glanced back down at his sleeping beauties. "Guys," he softly called out to them, giving them some light nudges with his arms. Giving out some small groans, Hannah and Laena slowly opened their eyes and shrugged and stretched themselves back into consciousness within the semicircles made by Lewis's strong arms.
"Ugh... What happened?" Laena groaned, rubbing her eyes.
"You two fell asleep after, um, you know..." Lewis explained. Laena's eyes immediately shot open as she remembered what had happened. Looking down, she saw her partially exposed upper body snuggled under Lewis's large overcoat. Quickly sealing the opening of the coat, her ears started to burn with embarrassment.
"Ah, what?! I missed the end of the movie?" Hannah exclaimed, yawning a bit. Her deep brown eyes fluttered as the lights of the theater came back up.
With her cover of darkness vanishing, Laena panicked and began to urgently pull her romper back up. But in her attempts to do so, the overcoat protecting her upper body kept slipping off her shoulders. She soon found herself stuck in a repeating cycle of trying to cover herself with the coat while trying to put on her romper at the same time.
Seeing her struggles, Lewis leaned over and held the coat up for Laena. Glancing up at him she gave him a grateful smile and promptly pulled her romper up, before slipping her arms back through her sleeves. "Thanks, babe," Laena said, giving him a kiss on the cheek. Taking the overcoat back from Lewis, she neatly folded it and tucked it back into the shopping bag.
"Er- thanks for, um, ... helping us, Lewis..." Hannah said abashedly. "You made us feel so good. But I'm sorry if you weren't comfortable with what I made you do..."
"Oh, it was no problem. I would do anything for you two," Lewis assured her. Hanna and Laena's hearts fluttered at this expression of his devotion. "I actually thought that was sort of... fun..." he quietly added. The girls smiled deviously.
"Yeah? You thought it was fun fingering your hot lesbian neighbors out in public in a movie theater? You dirty stud," Laena teased.
"Well, these horny lesbians love the way you make us feel. And we had a ton of fun, too. What we did was so dirty, so naughty. We're going to need to change out of our panties, cause you got us so wet," Hannah said in a seductive voice. Lewis felt his crotch start to swell. Strangely enough, Lewis was getting harder from their dirty talk than he had from bringing them off with his fingers.
Placing their hands on his thighs, Hannah and Laena started to inch their feminine hands towards his junk. Glancing back and forth between them, Lewis saw that they had that familiar glint of lust in their eyes. He knew they were about to do something very naughty. But before they could reach his bulge, he grabbed their wrists, abruptly ending their advances. "Come on, girls. Look, everyone is leaving, the lights are up, the clean-up crew will be here any second. We need to get a move on," he told them, beginning to stand up. Hannah and Laena looked visibly disappointed, but they knew that he had their best interests in mind. They had been about to start something really risky, now that the bright lights were shining down on their antics.
Holding their hands, Lewis helped them up like the gentleman he was. "Thank you," they said, smiling sweetly. Lewis returned their smiles with one of his own. Gathering up their bags of previous purchases, they shuffled out of their row and exited the movie theater.
As they arrived back out in the wide covered walkway of the large mall, the girls raised their arms up and stretched, laughingly lifting their shopping bags like they were curling dumbbells. "How was the movie, Lewis?" Hannah asked, since she had fallen asleep in post orgasmic bliss.
"It was aight, I guess. Not really a huge fan of romance movies," Lewis replied, bringing up his phone and checking on it.
"What?! Why not?" Hannah asked, tilting her head at him in mock outrage.
As Lewis and Hannah continued to discuss their taste in movies, Laena rubbed her thighs together, her crotch now feeling uncomfortably moist and sticky. She cautiously checked to see whether she had leaked through her rompers. Lightly patting her crotch, she was relieved to find that it was still dry. Though she was still riding her post orgasmic bliss, she was getting the urge for something more than fingers. She needed cock. And Lewis definitely had her all hot and riled up.
As Lewis felt her tugging on his arm, he turned from Hannah to face her. "So what now?" Laena asked.
Checking his phone again, Lewis said, "It's about four o'clock right now. So it's still pretty early in the afternoon. So we can do whatever. We could grab something to eat before we head back home. Or we could do some more shopping if you guys wanna. I'm okay with whatever."
"Hmmm, I could eat!" Hannah answered. "Laena, you hungry?" She nodded agreeably, even though what she really wanted was to head straight back home so Lewis could bury his cock deep in her pussy again.
"Where do you wanna eat?" Laena asked.
"I'm pretty hungry for some sushi, to be honest. If you two don't mind," Lewis smiled. Hannah and Laena also liked sushi, so his choice would ordinarily suit both their tastes just fine. But today Laena had different ideas.
"Do you want to eat steak or oysters, by any chance?," Laena muttered quietly, thinking of the effects these foods had on a person's sex drive.
"What was that? Steak, oysters? Why?" Lewis queried.
"Er- no reason! Just a thought..." Laena abashedly replied. Sensing what Laena was playing at, Hannah just chuckled and rolled her eyes.
"She wants your libido to be through the roof, that's why, Lewis. So when we get home, you can fuck our brains out. 'Cause steak and oysters... You know..." Hannah spilled the beans. Laena's face reddened at being snitched out by her girlfriend to their man.
"Ugh, Hannah!" Laena exclaimed, covering her blushing face. "I just... Ugh. But this is all your fault, Lewis. You've got me all horned up. Just be a good boy and eat some steak and oysters for me so you can fuck us all night long."
"Laena! Stop that, he wants sushi. And we go where he wants to eat!" Hannah snapped back. "Though that does sound pretty hot," she added.
"That might not be a bad idea, Laena," Lewis acknowledged. Laena's pretty green eyes lit up at his willingness to change his plans for her nefarious purposes.
"I'm also kinda itching to, you know," he winked at them. Hannah and Laena's hearts skipped and their cores started to heat up again.
"Come on, then, I know a place," Laena ordered the two, grabbing their hands and dragging them in the direction of a restaurant that served exactly the fare she had in mind.
-
Later, walking out of the restaurant Laena had suggested, the three were full of tasty food. The girls had made sure they had stuffed Lewis as full of sex boosting food as possible. They'd indulged themselves in quite a few oysters as well. The girls were now excited to get back home. They knew for sure that another night filled with nasty fun was in store.
As they walked together holding on to Lewis's arms through the mall to get back to their car, they passed by a Victoria's Secret outlet. The risqué store immediately caught the girls' eyes. Glancing up at Lewis, Hannah saw that his eyes were also darting sneaky glances toward the store's enticing window displays. A devious smile grew on her face.
Hannah stopped in her tracks directly in front of the entrance to the store, jerking Lewis and Laena to an abrupt halt. "I wanna buy something for Lewis here," Hannah stated. Before either of the others could object, she disentangled herself from Lewis's arm and grabbed her girlfriend's hand.
"Come on, babe, we're going to buy something that Lewis will love to see us in," Hannah winked. "You stay here. We'll treat you to a surprise," she told Lewis.
Seeing them bolt off, Lewis stood there processing what had just taken place. Everything had happened so quickly. He hadn't been able to get out even a word. Although he preferred his women fully in the nude, he certainly didn't have anything against an occasional display of risqué attire. But they had just left him standing there in the middle of the walkway with crowds of people passing by him. He felt a little lonely now that he had been deprived of their company. Shaking off these stray feelings, he looked around until he'd found a bench conveniently situated in front of the store. He sat down to wait as patiently as he could for his two lovers.
While he waited, he played on his phone to pass the time. It seemed like hours were crawling by but, in reality, it was mere minutes, as his frequent glances at the time on his phone confirmed. Just as his head was beginning to droop with boredom, he felt a poke on the top of it. Hoping the girls were back and they could leave, he began looking up; he hated having to just sit around and wait for indefinite periods of time.
To his surprise, however, he saw that the person who had poked his head wasn't either Hannah or Laena, but his work friend, Ashley. "Hey, Lewis," his blonde coworker greeted him with her warm smile. Giving her appearance a quick once-over, Lewis saw that she had on white ankle boots set off by contrasting black heels and that she was wearing nicely fitted denim overall shorts with a white string strapped tank top.
"Oh- uh, hey, Ashley," Lewis replied, quickly standing up to give her a hug. Ashley's heart thumped, at the feel of his solid body pressing into hers again. "Crazy that we keep running into each other. What are the odds?" he said as they pulled away from their hug.
"It is crazy. I guess I'm just lucky, then," Ashley winked and chuckled. Lewis just smirked and laughed along with his good friend.
"So, what brings you to the mall?" Lewis asked.
"Oh, I had a hair salon appointment today, how do you like it?" she replied, turning her head this way and that to present her pretty long blonde hair which was done up in a half top knot. Lewis just nodded in approval. "I also did some shopping for some clothes, since I was already here."
Glancing down, Ashley saw the cluster of shopping bags that were bunched around Lewis's legs. "So, what are you doing here? I've never thought of you for a person who took the time to go clothes shopping at the mall. Don't you usually prefer to order things online?" Lewis's eyes enlarged as he remembered how he had acquired all these shopping bags.
"Er-, yeah. Decided to try something different for a change," he chuckled uneasily, uncomfortable about revealing to Ashley that he was out on a date with two women.
"Huh, you seem to be changing up a whole lot of things lately. Or, just from what I've seen," Ashley said, tilting her head to the side. First she'd run into Lewis buying those Plan B's and overheard him talking to two girls at the same time, and now he was on this uncharacteristic shopping trip to the mall. Ashley was growing more and more curious about what was going on in Lewis's personal life.
"Uh, you could say something like that," he said, rubbing the back of his neck. Ashley squinted her pretty blue eyes at him, sensing that he was holding something back. Lewis continued to look around in his discomfort, trying to avoid eye contact with her. At the same time, she was his friend and he didn't want to come across as too dismissive of her company.
"Huh, well. I'd be interested in seeing some more of this new you you're turning into," Ashley said in a playfully suggestive tone. Since they were good friends, Lewis was ordinarily okay with being one of the recipients of Ashley's light style of flirting. Hell, he would even drop the occasional flirty remark himself every now and then. But in light of his deepening commitment to Hannah and Laena, flirting with another woman felt a little inappropriate all of a sudden. If things had been different, though, he would have to admit that he did feel some degree of attraction to his blonde workmate.
"Hmm, I never said that this was a permanent change, Ashley. You know me. I'm not the type of person to go out all the time and fool around. Unlike someone I know, cough, cough," he said, trying to redirect her attention to her own proclivities.
Ashley's eyes expanded as she detected the hint of teasing in his remark. "Hey! I don't go out and fool around all the time. I'm a good Christian woman. I'm not some slut who goes out clubbing nonstop like those basic ass girls."
Lewis chuckled and rolled his eyes. "Sure, sure. Your social media stories would tell me otherwise."
"Ugh, that's a low blow, Lewis! I told you already, that was just a one-time thing. It was my friend's birthday and I recall very well that it was you who picked me up and got me safely home right afterwards. So it's not like I wound up sleeping with any random ass guys I met there," Ashley reminded him. Lewis smirked and laughed, pleased with himself for having managed to turn the tables on Ashley. He was beginning to understand why Hannah and Laena got such a kick out of teasing someone.
"Hey! Don't laugh! You know it's true. I'm not a liar, stop that!" Ashley exclaimed, punching Lewis in the arm.
"Hey, hey, I'm just joking. I know the truth, you are a good Christian girl. I know," he reassured Ashley, seeing that she was starting to genuinely get mad at him.
Sighing, Ashley looked up at Lewis and said, "Say you're sorry."
"What? I was joking," he chuckled.
"Say it, please."
Rolling his eyes, Lewis followed her request. "I'm sorry, Ashley."
Feeling that it wasn't enough, she repeated her request again, "Say that I'm not just some club slut. 'Cause I'm not!"
"I'm sorry, Ashley, you are not just some party going club slut," Lewis reiterated.
Ashley sighed, having regained most of her composure after extracting this apology. "Thank you. Can I also get a sorry hug, too?" Ordinarily, Lewis would have found this a reasonable request, but in his current circumstances, he was taken somewhat aback. Ashley and he had been talking for some time now, and he had a vague feeling that Hannah and Laena could be returning at any point. And he knew very well how they were likely to react if they saw him hugging another woman. Half the time, they were even jealous of each other. But Ashley's request seemed so sincere that he couldn't think of a good reason not to accept.
Lewis scanned around cautiously for Hannah and Laena, but it didn't seem like they had finished up in the store, so it felt safe to proceed. "Okay, come here," Lewis answered. Ashley excitedly nodded and stepped quickly up to him for a nice hug. Her heart pounded with emotion as she felt his long muscular arms wrap around her shapely torso. Meanwhile, Lewis's heart was pounding for other reasons. His eyes kept restlessly roving around for Hannah and Laena; he didn't want to be caught red handed hugging some pretty woman, however harmless it was meant to be.
Wrapping her arms around his larger frame, Ashley hummed in glee and wriggled a little against Lewis's strong torso as they continued to share a hug that from her point of view was growing increasingly intimate. After a few short moments, Lewis tried to pull away from her overeager embrace, but Ashley refused to let go. She burrowed still deeper into the depth of his warm masculine presence. "Er, okay, Ashley, I think that's enough for now," Lewis urged, feeling that they had now been hugging for too long.
"Just a little longer," Ashley hummed. Lewis sighed and continued to hug her for a few more moments. Feeling that she'd had her fill, she let him go at last. "Thank you, I guess I really needed that," she said, blushing a bit.
"Oh, it's nothing," Lewis replied, giving her a nice warm smile, as he released himself from her as well. As she locked her blue eyes with his dark globes, Ashley's face began heating up. She couldn't explain to herself what she was feeling, but she was certainly digging Lewis at the moment. Before she could say anything further, though, they were interrupted.
"Lewis, we're bac-," Hannah and Laena started calling out to him in unison. But as they saw that their male lover was standing suspiciously close to another woman, they suddenly cut themselves off in the middle of a word. Lewis immediately turned to face them. His heart pounded, knowing just how they would react.
"What the hell?!" Laena exclaimed, pacing over to him with Hannah following right on her heels. Locking eyes with the blonde girl standing near him, Laena glared at her with intensity. "Who is this??" she asked Lewis with some venom in her tone.
"Yeah, who is this?" Hannah added, beginning to glare at the unknown woman as well.
Ashley just stood there nervously glancing back and forth between the two pretty women who were giving her the death stare. Her mind raced trying to figure out what was going on. "Who are you two?" she nervously questioned.
"Who are we?! Who are you?!" Laena replied in an aggressive tone.
"Yeah, who are you, and what are you doing with Lewis?" Hannah jumped in. Ashley shuffled back in distress at their sudden aggression towards her. But before the girls could interrogate her further, Lewis got behind them and placed his hands on both their shoulders, giving them each a firm grip.
The girls flinched at how strong he was. "Girls, play nice," he said in a stern voice. Hannah and Laena immediately looked up at him. Their eyes opened in dismay at the way his dark globes were now glaring at the two of them. He was scrutinizing Laena's emerald eyes with extra vigor, since she had been instigating things more.
"But Lewi-" they tried to say.
"No, stop whatever this is right now. You're gonna cause a scene, for christ sake," Lewis ordered. Hannah and Laena broke eye contact with him and glanced around to see that people were beginning to take notice. Realizing the attention they were attracting, their faces reddened and they averted their eyes to the floor.
"Uh, Lewis?" Ashley apprehensively called out to him.
Snapping out of his glare, he looked up to face Ashley again. "Oh, yes. Um, Ashley, this is Hannah and Laena. Girls, this is Ashley. My friend from work," he said in introduction, placing additional emphasis on the 'friend' part.
"Oh," Ashley muttered. Things were starting to make sense now. Everything from the Plan B's Lewis had been buying earlier that morning and the phone call she had overheard of him speaking with two mysterious lucky girls. "Are these the two girls he was talking with?" she thought. Ashley didn't know how to feel. Jealous? Embarrassed? But there was one thing that definitely stood out about Lewis at that moment. He was a total stud.
"Uh, nice to meet you, Hannah and Laena," Ashley cautiously tried to greet them. But to her dismay, they refused to speak to her. They just kept their eyes on the floor.



Seeing that Hannah and Laena were being noncompliant, Lewis gave them a strong nudge forward. "She said hi to you two. Could you please show some decency?"
"And why should we do that?" Laena mumbled quietly with some attitude.
"Because I asked," Lewis uttered, with a stern tone.
"Er, hi, Ashley... Nice to meet you..." Hannah greeted, slowly looking up at Ashley. Though Hannah had shared Laena's concerns about Lewis being with another woman, she was relaxing a little after hearing that this 'Ashley' was just a work friend of his. But mostly she just wanted to get on her man's good side again. Lewis was usually so very caring and sweet that his sudden sternness had shocked her. So being a good girl, she followed his orders.
"Hannah!" Laena hissed at her, hearing how quick she was to capitulate.
"Uh, sorry... Lewis said..." Hannah replied. Shaking her head, Laena dug in, adamantly refusing to speak with this other girl. Her anger was irrational and she knew it. But Laena couldn't help it. Just the sight of their Lewis with some other woman stirred up feelings that she didn't like. She had serious issues with her lovers interacting with other people. But most of this was rooted in trauma she traced to that time in the bleachers when Zach had been so overbearing with Hannah. Her Hannah. And now there was someone coming onto her Lewis.
Sensing Laena's ongoing obstinance, Lewis leaned down to her right ear and whispered, "Laena, it's really okay. Ashley is just a friend. She's really nice and you can trust her. So could you please just do this for me?" Laena started to relax as well as she heard the sincerity in Lewis's voice. Taking a deep breath, she slowly began to rein in her temper.
"Sorry, babe... I just..." Laena softly apologized to Lewis.
"It's okay, babe. I'm not going to run off with anyone else. I'm here for you and Hannah," he said reassuringly, planting a soft kiss on her cheek. Feeling his warm lips against her skin, Laena relaxed fully.
"And thank you, Hannah, for being nice to my friend here," Lewis added, also giving her a kiss on her left cheek. Hannah just closed her eyes and hummed happily at being such a good girl for her man.
Meanwhile, Ashley just stood and watched how intimately Lewis was interacting with these two women. As she got a better look at the two girls he was with, her eyes widened to see how pretty they were. Their bodies, facial features, clothes, and hair were all absolutely stunning. Ashley felt a weird pride in Lewis. "Such a stud..." she thought to herself. But the more she saw of the three of them together, the more curious she was becoming about the dynamic of their relationship.
"They certainly don't look like some one night stand," Ashley thought. She couldn't wrap her head around what was going on with these three. But her thoughts were interrupted as someone started to speak to her.
"Um, hey, Ashley. Nice to meet you," Laena greeted, finally looking up to face her. "Sorry about that whole thing..." Hearing that Laena was not being as aggressive as before, Ashley smiled at her in relief.
"Nice to meet you! And don't worry about it. I can see that you are... close, with Lewis. So I'll make sure not to step on your toes," Ashley replied. "Oh, and you, too, Hannah." The two slowly began to relax more in the presence of the pretty blonde. They just nodded in response, then an awkward silence fell upon them. After a few short moments of this, Ashley decided to try and break the ice a bit more.
"I love both of your outfits by the way. You two look really good," Ashley said, trying to make some small talk to lighten the mood.
"Er, I like your outfit too, Ashley. You look very pretty in it," Hannah was the first to respond.
"Thanks!" Ashley happily replied, looking down at her clothes. "I got these at Shein."
"You shop there, too?" Hannah queried. She was really starting to feel more comfortable.
"Yeah! I love buying my clothes from there. I assume you got that dress you're wearing from there, too?" Ashley responded. Hannah excitedly nodded yes. "And, Laena, love your hair by the way. Where did you get the romper?"
Laena flinched at suddenly being spoken to. She was still a little embarrassed about her earlier little outburst. But recognizing the effort that Ashley was investing in making friendly conversation with them, she sighed and replied, "Thanks. Oh, this? To be honest, I don't know. Hannah bought this for me. I usually don't wear these types of clothes."
"I bought that from Forever 21, I believe," Hannah jumped in.
"Ah, mhm. Well, what kind of clothes do you usually like to wear?" Ashley continued, addressing Laena.
"Hmm, well, I mostly just wear tight jeans, trousers, sweaters, t-shirts, and that kind of stuff. To be honest, I just wear things that are comfortable. But I do like to look pretty, of course," Laena explained, as she grew more and more relaxed with Ashley as well.
Lewis just stood there, listening as the girls became more comfortable with each other. He wasn't tuning into the details so much as their tone. He smiled as he heard how increasingly pleasant their interaction was growing. Usually, Lewis didn't at all enjoy strong-arming his two lovers, but in this case he felt he had needed to lay down the law of the land. He was gaining a pretty good understanding of how his girls could get. So he sighed in relief that he had managed to temper their emotions before they got totally out of control. Especially Laena's, since her emotions tended toward the raw side and she could get very volatile at times.
"Well, since you guys are all getting along, I'm gonna go ahead and use the restroom. I'll be back," he informed the three pretty women. Now deeply involved in their mutual conversation, they just nodded and waved him off. Rolling his eyes, he made his way over to the nearby restrooms.
"So, how do you guys know Lewis?" Ashley asked, feeling that they had all gotten past their initial discomfort. Hannah and Laena glanced quickly at each other, a bit apprehensive about answering. But sensing Ashley's warmth and tolerance, now that they had set aside their instinctive jealous reaction, and that she was sincerely interested, they decided that enlightening her just a little wouldn't hurt.
"Oh, uh, we're just neighbors," Hannah revealed. "We've known Lewis for a few months now. We've only been getting closer to him recently..."
"Mhmm," Ashley curiously hummed. Her tentative speculations about the three were starting to gain clarity, become more concrete. "And you two are neighbors as well, I presume," she said. Hannah and Laena's eyes widened and they looked at each other nervously.
"Um, about that..." Laena answered. "Hannah and I are..." she started to say, but was still nervous to reveal everything. She wasn't sure how Ashley would react to the truth of their relationship. But since they were already on the threshold of the revelation, she might as well just tell her. Ashley's reaction would be revealing, one way or the other.
"Hannah and I actually live together..." Laena revealed.
"Oh, so you're roommates?" Ashley concluded.
"No... We're dating each other..." Hannah jumped in. Ashley's blue eyes widened in surprise. Now she didn't know exactly what to think about the nature of their relationship. She had been thinking that they were friends who just happened to share a guy. But learning that they were actually a lesbian couple! Ashley's mind spun in circles. This was throwing a sharp twist in all her calculations. "Lewis must be a real stud if he's managed to get lesbians to swing that way," she thought.
"Oh, um. Wow..." Ashley trailed off. There was now an awkward silence between the three of them. "Well, you two look like a lovely couple," Ashley smiled, breaking the silence.
"Aww, thanks, Ashley! Laena and I go all the way back to college," Hannah said, pressing her cheek against Laena's. Laena just blushed and smiled. Although Ashley was learning more about the two pretty women that Lewis was with, her curiosity about why all three of them seemed so close and intimate with him was now hitting a peak. She was dying to know the full extent of their relationship.
"So... Um, may I ask you guys something a bit... personal?" Ashley asked, sensing that they had been comfortable enough with her questions so far.
"Yeah, sure," the two replied, tilting their heads.
"So... um, what's your relationship with Lewis? I'm just curious," Ashley apprehensively asked. Hannah and Laena were feeling somewhat taken aback by the increasingly personal direction Ashley's questions were taking. A part of them wanted to keep that aspect of things a secret for now. But they also knew that their three way relationship would come out eventually. And it wasn't like they weren't proud of their relationship with each other, and now with Lewis. Since Ashley's interest still seemed sincere and she was asking with studied courtesy, Hannah decided that it would be okay to share some further information about their relationship with Lewis.
Looking over at Laena for approval, she nervously nodded in agreement. "Er, go ahead I guess," Laena muttered quietly.
Nodding, Hannah turned to Ashley and said, "We are, um, seeing each other." Ashley tilted her head.
"So, you two and him are, uh..." Ashley cautiously said, soliciting additional detail. She felt embarrassed at the idea of the two of them having a threesome with her friend. But at the same time, she also felt oddly aroused.
"Yes. We are. You have a problem with that?" Laena broke in. Then, realizing that her tone was coming across as unnecessarily aggressive, and keeping in mind how Lewis might feel if he returned to find them embroiled in another argument with his work friend, she reformulated her statement. "Um, sorry if that came off a bit defensive again. What I meant to say was, you're not weirded out by that are you?"
"Oh! No, no! I'm not weirded out at all," Ashley blushed. "I- It's just something that I've never personally come across before. When I think of lesbians, I usually think of girls who dislike men and stuff like that. Sorry if I'm generalizing."
"It's no problem," Hannah assured her. "I wouldn't say that we're full blown lesbians. We're bi more than anything. Well, obviously, since you're kinda getting the picture of what's going on here." Ashley nodded in understanding. "Without going into too much depth about how we got started with Lewis, we just really admired how handsome and caring he is. He always knew how to treat us right. And one thing led to another."
"And here we are," Laena finished Hannah's statement. "Lewis is a really caring guy. We... Let's say, we are very fond of him. But we're taking things slow for now. We're kinda still learning how this whole thing works out," she explained.
"Huh, mhm," Ashley hummed. "Well, I can definitely agree that he is all of what you said he was," she chuckled. Hannah and Laena tilted their heads at her statement.
"What do you mean by that?" Laena queried, trying with far from complete success to hold back her jealousy. Ashley's eyes widened seeing the tension between them slowly rising again.
"Er- well he is handsome and very caring... I'm sorry, I didn't mean anything by that. I've just known him for a while through work. And from personal experience, you are correct," Ashley nervously said, trying not to provoke Hannah and Laena any further.
Noticing that Laena was slowly beginning to glare at Ashley again, Hannah elbowed Laena's arm, signaling that she needed her to calm herself down again. Receiving this meaningful nudge, Laena immediately started working to wrestle her temper back under control. She had to keep in the front of her mind that she didn't want to make Lewis mad by causing another scene. Sighing, Laena replied. "It's okay. I appreciate your honesty. He is a great guy."
"Mhm," Ashley hummed in agreement. "You guys are really lucky to have him. He's a rare sort of guy." The girls smiled happily.
"He sure is," Hannah agreed.
"Yup, what would we do without him..." Laena trailed off, gushing over her lovable man. Another awkward silence fell over the three highly attractive ladies. Glancing down, Ashley's eyes widened at the sight of the Victoria's Secret bags hanging from their hands. "Are they buying things to wear for Lewis?!" she mused. Her mind racing, she wondered how close they actually were. Well, maybe it wasn't that surprising: from all that she had observed, starting with the Plan B purchases that morning, they were clearly very 'close' indeed. Intimately so!
"Oh my..." Ashley unknowingly muttered, looking at the risqué shopping bags. Noticing that her attention had been captured by their bags, Hannah and Laena felt their ears burning with embarrassment.
"It's not what you think!" the girls exclaimed.
"Don't worry. I didn't see anything, promise," Ashley winked. She didn't want to intrude any further into their personal stuff. Hannah and Laena felt oddly reassured by her playful promise and the ongoing friendliness of her demeanor. They really appreciated her discretion about their business.
Then, hearing a familiar voice speaking to them, the three girls immediately turned to face the source. "All right, I'm back, girls," Lewis greeted them as he approached from behind Hannah and Laena. "You guys getting along better now?"
"Yes!" Ashley was quick to reply. "Hannah and Laena are really fun to talk to. I got to learn a lot about them."
"Aw, don't flatter us like that. You barely even met us," Hannah said playfully.
"Well, I would love to get to know you two more then. If you don't mind, of course," Ashley suggested.
Hannah smiled in excitement. She was quickly growing to like Ashley. While Laena still felt iffy about her, she was like that with anyone new she met. Especially in these sorts of circumstances. But Hannah knew that Laena was warming up to Ashley as well. It would just take some more time for Laena to get to know Ashley better before she felt more comfortable with her. So Ashley's suggestion did sound nice.
"Yeah! We would love that! You wanna exchange phone numbers?" Hannah asked "Laena, what do you think?" she added.
"That sounds like a good idea. I wouldn't mind that," Laena responded.
"Of course!" Ashley answered, pulling her phone out from her pocket. As the girls got out their phones and began exchanging their contact information, Lewis just smiled happily at how well they were getting along together. Once they had finished, the three giggled like school girls.
"So, what are you guys up to now?" Ashley asked, putting her phone away.
"Oh, we were just about to head back home. But if you want we can hang out with you for a little longer?" Lewis replied. Laena raised her eyebrow. She just wanted to go home already. It wasn't that she didn't want to hang out with Ashley, she just wanted to have sex with her two lovers.
"Um, that would be nice. But I have some errands to run, so maybe another time. Sorry," Ashley explained. Hannah and Lewis nodded, while Laena let out a sigh of relief. "But we should all find the time to hang out together. I think it would be fun!" she suggested.
"That does sound fun!" Hannah agreed. "Lewis? Laena? What do you think?" They just smiled and nodded in agreement.
"Welp, I think I should really get going now. Nice meeting you two! Looking forward to spending more time with you! And, Lewis, I'll see you at work," Ashley said, walking up to each of them and giving them each a nice hug. The girls giggled as they hugged each other, but as Ashley went to Lewis, Hannah and Laena still felt a little wary. Knowing how Lewis would get if they caused another outburst, though, they restrained themselves. But as they watched Ashley and Lewis hugging, they did feel that the embrace lingered a little longer than normal. But that could easily have been their jealous paranoia at play.
As Ashley and Lewis broke away from their hug, everyone said their final farewells and proceeded to go their separate ways. "I kinda like Ashley. She seems pretty nice!" Hannah expressed her thoughts, hugging onto Lewis's left arm as they walked to the parking lot.
"Yeah, I could tell. I'm glad you're getting along with her. Laena, how about you?" he said, turning his head to his right.
"Yeah... she's nice..." she replied softly, as she held onto Lewis's right arm.
Sensing Laena's distress, Lewis tilted his head and said, "What's wrong?"
"It's nothing..." Laena responded in a soft tone.
"Laena," Lewis called out to her.
Hearing his serious tone again, Laena capitulated and said, "I'll tell you when we get to the car. Alright?" Lewis nodded.
Once they reached his car, Lewis popped the trunk, and they stowed all their purchases inside. Laena opened the driver's side rear door and sat sideways on the edge of the seat, dangling her legs out of the car. Hannah entered the rear seat through the passenger side. Sitting across from Laena, Hannah could feel the distress emanating from her. After closing the trunk, Lewis went and crouched down in front of Laena.
"So, what's up, babe?" Lewis asked, in a calm soothing voice, carefully grasping onto her hand.
"Do I seem like a bitch?" Laena went straight to the point.
"What? Of course not!" Lewis responded in shock to her sudden statement. "Why would you say that?"
"'Cause of how I immediately reacted to Ashley being near you. I felt like I was so mean to her for no good reason. She seems to be a really nice person, she didn't deserve that. I feel guilty..." Laena explained, drooping her head down.
"Well, she did forgive us, Laena," Hannah said, leaning across the back seat to prop her chin on her girlfriend's shoulder.
"Yeah, but what if she holds a grudge? Especially towards me, cause you know. I kinda instigated everything," Laena continued.
"Laena, Ashley isn't the kind of person to hold grudges. She's really nice. I could tell by the way she was talking with you two that she really enjoyed your company. I've known her for quite a while. And I would know if she didn't like someone. I can definitely say that she liked both of you," Lewis said, reassuringly. Laena tilted her head up to face him.
"You're sure?" she asked softly.
"I'm sure," Lewis said soothingly, accompanying his words with a warm smile. Laena couldn't help but smile back; she was starting to feel better again.
"If you really need to, you can make it up to her the next time we get to spend some time with her!" Hannah exclaimed, giving her a light peck on the cheek. Laena agreed that that sounded nice.
"Mhm, you guys can have a girls' night out or something without me. 'Cause I am gonna need some time with the boys," Lewis chuckled. Hannah and Laena favored him with a double-barreled death stare. Feeling uneasy under the force of their scrutiny, Lewis quickly changed the subject. "Um, well then! Let's get home!"
Then leaning forward, he whispered, "I'm dying to know what you two bought for me." He winked. Hannah and Laena's looks of discomfiture disappeared, replaced by smiles of excitement. Lewis rose from his crouch, leaned in to give them both a nice wet kiss, and then dropped into the driver's seat. Buckling in, he pulled off from the parking lot and drove back home.
-
As the door of the building closed behind them, the two beauties led Lewis back to their apartment. Lewis quickly headed down the hall to drop his stuff off at his own apartment before returning to theirs. "Ugh, Lewis, my feet hurt, could you please help me get these off?" Hannah groaned, leaning against the wall near their front door. Nodding, Lewis crouched down to clasp her ankle. Carefully lifting her foot up, he loosened the strap and slipped her foot out, then performed the same service for her other foot.



"Thank you, babe!" Hannah said happily as she ran off into the bedroom. Lewis nodded and placed her wedge sandals on the shoe rack. Then, feeling a poke on the back of his head, he turned around to see Laena standing there.
"Could you also do mine, please, babe?" she asked, lifting her foot up. Lewis nodded amiably and proceeded to help her out of her sandals as well. Once finished, Laena waited for him to put her sandals away and stand up. "Thank you, Lewis," she smiled, giving him a kiss on the lips. Then leaning over to his ear, she whispered, "Could you carry me into bed as well?"
"I thought you didn't like being carried around?" Lewis joked.
"I never said that! Just be a sweetheart and carry your girl. Her feet hurt," Laena hissed, but with a hint of a smile belying her tone. Rolling his eyes, Lewis bent over and swooped Laena off her feet. She gasped as her body was suddenly swept around into a bridal carry. "Oh, my!" Laena giggled, wrapping her arms around his neck. As Lewis carried her toward the bedroom, he bent his face towards hers and planted a flurry of kisses all over her blushing countenance.
"Stop, ah, stop it!" Laena laughed playfully. Lewis immediately stopped. "Hey! I didn't mean it. Keep it up." Rolling his eyes, he resumed his barrage of kisses as they entered her room.
Once inside, Lewis kicked the door closed behind them. He scanned around the room for his other lover, but she was nowhere to be seen. The only evidence of Hannah's presence was her dress left lying on the floor. Laena tapped Lewis to put her down and he gently lowered her to her feet. "Hannah? Where are you?" Laena called out.
"I'm in here getting ready to surprise Lewis! Hurry up and get in here!" Hannah replied from the bathroom.
Turning to Lewis, Laena winked and said, "Take off all of your clothes except for your underwear and wait for us on our bed." He nodded as she bolted off into the bathroom.
Stripping himself down to his underwear, Lewis neatly folded his clothes and placed them on a chair near their bed. Climbing up on the bed, he plopped himself down in the center of the mattress. As his body sank into the bed, Lewis melted fully into a state of relaxed comfort. "I could stay like this forever..." he thought. As he lay there, he scanned his surroundings. He still couldn't believe that he was in his neighbors' bed, getting ready to do nasty things with the lovely lesbian lovers. Lewis felt like he was living in some wet dream.
Turning his head to the side, he took in a deep breath of Hannah and Laena's scent from their pillows. Lewis inhaled whiff after full whiff. Their sweet smell enfolded him in comfort; his chest ached with affection.
"Are you ready, Lewis?" Hannah and Laena called out in unison from the bathroom. Lewis's heart pounded excitedly. It had been a while since he'd seen a girl wearing lingerie just for him. Let alone two smokeshow stunners like his new-found loves. He wondered what kind of sexy clothing they had bought for him.
"Uh, yeah!" Lewis responded nervously.
"Okay! Get ready!" they answered. As they marched forth from the bathroom, Lewis's eyes widened and he sat up so he had a better view of what his two pretty women were wearing. They were adorned in matching sets of see-through floral lingerie one piece bodysuits, though Hannah's was colored black while Laena was in white. The lingerie tastefully displayed their inner and side boobs. And he could also barely make out their cute nipples through the somewhat sheer material. As his glance traveled further down their sexy feminine bodies, he saw that the cleavage of the risqué clothing dipped salaciously all the way down to their navels, revealing their cute little belly buttons. As he glanced lower still, his mouth dropped open as he saw that their bodysuits were crotchless. Their bare mounds and pretty pussy lips were on full display for Lewis, and just as easy to access.
What really caught his eye was how well the outfits showed off the length and shapeliness of their legs. The lower hems of their bodysuits arched all the way above their hips, showing off their sensationally sculpted curves. Although stockings could be hot at times, Lewis's preference was for bare skin. "What do you think?" Hanna and Laena chorused, nervously smiling as they awaited his final verdict.
Snapping out of his daze, Lewis replied, "Amazing..." The girls blushed and giggled happily, before jumping into bed with him. Hannah crawled over to his left side, while Laena took his right. Taking a seat on each of his thighs, they ran their hands seductively up and down the sides of their bodies.
"Hmmm, do you like what you see?" Hannah inquired in a sultry voice.
"Mhm, do you like seeing your hot lesbian neighbors wearing lingerie just for you?" Laena purred in her turn. "Oh, and by the way, how do you like these chokers we bought for you?" she added. As they preened their necks, Lewis realized that he had been so entranced with their sexy clothing that he had failed to notice the thin black strips encircling their slender feminine necks. And at the center of each band of dark fabric was a silver heart.
Too aroused to speak, Lewis could only nod. His cock stiffened and swelled within his boxers. As they felt his cock throbbing to life between them, Laena said, "We'll take that for a 'yes'."
"I'm glad you love these, we wanted to wear them to signify that we belong to you. We're your lesbian sluts, daddy," Hannah explained. "You claimed us as your mates, and showed us that we needed a nice strong man in our lives." Lewis's cock twitched and strained even harder against his underwear as he took her words into his heart.
His libido was going through the roof! His male instinct to take what was his surged forth, seizing control over his body. Laena took up her part in the litany. "I can't believe you addicted us to your cock. Now we can't live without it. You reminded us of how much we needed the cock of a real man." As she voiced her dirty thoughts, Laena took his wrist, guiding his hand to her left breast. "Feel my heart, Lewis. Feel how it's racing for you," she said in a low voice.
Gripping Lewis's other hand, Hannah also brought it to her left breast "Mhmm, feel us, Lewis. Our hearts, our bodies, and our souls; they all belong to you. You've claimed us, daddy. We're your good girls to use and fuck as much as you want, however you want, as hard as you want."
Lewis gave them each a good squeeze, causing them to close their eyes and moan. His cock twitched rampantly again, and Lewis had had enough foreplay. Grabbing the backs of their necks, he brought their heads forward into a threeway kiss. He shoved his tongue in both of their mouths. "MMMHMMFF," they moaned in surprise and arousal. Lewis took turns with each of his lovers, making out with them sloppily but sweetly. Hannah and Laena allowed him to dictate the pace and depth with which he plied their feminine tongues with his.
After a few minutes of this, Hannah and Laena pulled away, turning their lewd attention to his now raging cock. Molding his straining mound with their cupped hands, they smiled deviously, biting their lush lips. "I think it's time we set your friend here free from captivity," Hannah said in a sexy voice. Wasting no time, the pair of lovely lesbians scooted down along either side of his body to his legs. Grabbing the waistband of his underwear, they hastily tugged them off his underpants and threw them off the side of the bed.
"Go ahead and lie down for us, big boy," Laena ordered. Lewis nodded, resting his back onto the soft bed once again. The girls took their hands and gripped his mighty shaft. Their hearts pounded as their soft hands felt his responsive throbbing.
"So, Lewis. Would you like us to take our time, or do you just want to get right to the fun part?" Hannah asked. Lewis thought about it for a second. Although foreplay could be an intensely enjoyable prelude to sex with his women, this time they all shared the same mindset: they just wanted to fuck. No teasing, no handjobs, no blowjobs. Just sex.
"To be honest, I just want to get to the fun part already," Lewis revealed. "All day I've been thinking about making love to both of you." Hannah and Laena gasped in excitement.
"Making love to us? That's a new one, you usually just fuck us. Do you love us or something?" Hannah questioned. Awkwardly, Lewis just remained silent. The word love rang in his ears and that familiar warm feeling in his chest returned. Was this what he was feeling? Love for Hannah and Laena? It had been a long time since he had loved someone. His mind raced thinking about all that would be involved in loving two women at the same time. But, despite his previous disappointment in romantic love, Lewis somehow felt confident that he could manage juggling his affection for both of his newfound lovers.
"Love?" Laena trailed off. Locking eyes with Lewis, she saw that he was trying to avert his eyes from theirs. That was all the answer she needed. What he was feeling for them now was very obvious. Her heart started to thump, thinking about loving another person as much as she did Hannah. She wondered, not for the first time in the whirlwind of the last couple of days, how such a thing could work. But before Laena could voice her thoughts, Lewis quickly changed the subject.
"Hannah, come over here and sit on my face. And Laena, come here and ride daddy's cock," he ordered. This sudden salacious command quickly shook the girls back into sex mode, setting to one side for now the question of how Lewis felt about them. Hannah gulped, but nodded quickly, before crawling up to Lewis's head and planting her knees on either side of his face. Satisfied with her positioning, she lowered herself eagerly down onto his waiting mouth. Closing her eyes, she bit her lip as she felt his hot breath wafting against her wet slit.
"Are you ready, daddy? I'm so wet right now for you," she purled, her breath unfurling just as softly but just as hot as his on her puffy and slippery lower lips.
"Yeah, go ahead," Lewis answered. Getting the green light, Hannah planted her slit firmly down on his mouth. As she felt the yielding texture of his lips and the saliva covered slickness of his tongue, she moaned and grabbed onto his hair. Seeing her girlfriend dropping down to ride Lewis's face made Laena so horny. Feeling his cock throb powerfully in her hand, she was reminded of what Lewis had initially ordered her to do. Climbing over his crotch, she lined up his cock with her exposed pussy and slipped him inside herself.
The girls heard Lewis groan in pleasure as Laena lowered herself onto his sizable stanchion. Laena moaned and her eyes rolled back as her sensitive inner softness wrapped and contorted around his shaft. It was as if Lewis belonged inside her, just him and him alone. Resting her ankles on his solid thighs, she planted her hands on his chest and began to post up and down on him, like a rider on a proudly prancing stallion. At the same time, Hannah was quivering with pleasure as Lewis licked and sucked on her pussy from below.
A symphony of elegant feminine moans filled the room. "Ah ah, uh uh uh, mhhmm," Hannah and Laena panted as they rode their male lover. All those oysters the three of them had eaten earlier were really starting to take effect. Especially for the girls. Their pussies were dripping profusely, they were outright oozing, simply slathering Lewis's face and cock with their sweet love nectar.
Hannah and Laena rolled their hips into Lewis to extract as much pleasure as they could. Though Laena was fairly new to this method of riding a man, she took some pride in how fast she was learning to enjoy it. She fancied that she was quickly becoming a pro! Her movements were making Lewis groan and quiver in sheer unadulterated sensation. He was loving every second of this. Hannah tasted so sweet and tangy; Laena's warm walls were conforming and clinging around his veiny shaft with mind melting magnificence. It was as if he were in sex heaven, mainlining bliss. Any guy in the world could dream of having two hot ladies riding them to kingdom come, but Lewis was actually experiencing it!
Then Lewis began to up the ante. Wrapping his lips against Hannah's clit, he began to suck on it sensually and sensitively, but also with hunger and desire. He also grabbed onto Laena's hips and began thrusting himself up into her in rhythm with her movements. Laena grunted in time to the beat of his cock head slamming into her cervix. The girls' eyes fluttered as mind numbing pleasure increasingly overwhelmed their thoughts. They moaned even louder. They loved the way Lewis was making them feel, taking charge of their emotions, overriding their impulses and imprinting his own upon them. It was as if he knew every single inch of their bodies. Like he was made for them.
As Lewis sucked and slammed Hannah and Laena, they quickly rode the wave up to the crest of their orgasms. "Ah, yes, daddy. Uh, I'm gonna cum. Ah, I'm gonna cum..." Hannah mewled.
"Mhhmmm, daddy, yes. Make us cum. Please, we need to cum," Laena moaned.
Their moans invigorated Lewis, motivating him to launch his lovers into their orgasmic stratosphere. Where a lesser man might have faltered, Lewis sucked and thrust with ever increasing intensity. His sexual manhandling of them forced Hannah and Laena's pussies to pulsate with pleasure. They panted and moaned, heaving and gasping ecstatically, reeling helplessly in his male dominance and power as his cock and lips performed god's work.
Then, with one final thrust and suck, the girls achieved escape velocity. "AHHHHH, YESSS!" they wailed as their bodies shook violently. They gushed their juices all over Lewis. He hummed in pleasure as Laena's tight velvet walls contracted spasmodically around his shaft as she came violently. His humming communicated a wave-train of vibrations into Hannah's dripping pussy, causing her to convulse. Her tongue lolled out of her mouth, drizzling saliva down the generous decolletage between her delightfully bouncing lace enclosed breasts.
As Hannah and Laena gulped for oxygen, trying to recover from their over the top bliss, Lewis wasted no time. Switching things up, he grabbed Hannah's hips and lifted her off of his face with consummate ease. Hannah gasped as her body was suddenly elevated up and off of the warm embrace of his lips. "Laena, it's Hannah's turn now," he informed her. Laena just nodded and disengaged herself from his still raging hard cock.
As Lewis spun her in the air and set her down next to him, Hannah tried to work her way down to Laena's former position. Lewis stopped her, however, pressing her into place on the bed. Uncertain of his intention, but tingling with curiosity, Hannah trained her head around to watch him as he made his way to the edge of their bed and sat down. "Come here, baby," Lewis then ordered, in that quiet, but confident and commanding tone that turned her brain into submissive mush. Hannah just nodded and climbed off the bed. Making her way around, she stood in front of Lewis and eyed him obediently.
"What do you want me to do?" she asked, locking eyes with Lewis as he sat there before on the edge of the bed.
"Turn around," he directed. Hannah nodded and turned her back toward him. She wondered what he had in store for her, but before she knew it, he had grabbed her by the hips and pulled her onto his lap.
"Oh my!" she gasped. Hannah was now sitting in Lewis's lap. The feel of her back tucked tightly against his solid torso conjured up familiar memories. She fondly remembered him fingering her after she had given him his first 'reward'. That intimate moment seemed like it had taken place ages ago, but it had only been a couple of days since it had happened. A lot has changed since then!
"You want me to fuck you on your lap, daddy?" Hannah purred seductively. "You remember how you fingered me in this position in your bed? God, you made me feel so good. Do you know how badly I really wanted to break our little rule and and just fuck you after that?"
"Yeah, baby, I remember that perfectly. Giving you a good cum was the least I could do for you after you 'rewarded' me so well with your sweet mouth. I really wanted to just fuck you, too. And you probably would have fucked me, if I had wanted," he confidently stated. Hannah and Laena gasped at the weirdly hot arrogance of his words.
"Oh my god, Lewis! You are such a dirty boy! You're certainly not as innocent as we thought you were!" Hannah exclaimed, as she turned her head to look back over her shoulder at him. But the more she thought about it, in all reality, he probably could have seduced her with relative ease. But the fact that he had restrained himself had made him all that much more attractive to her.
Lewis felt Laena's soft boobs squash themselves into his solid back as she wrapped her slender arms around his neck. "God, you're such a fucking stud, daddy," she whispered into his left ear. Lewis smirked with pride. "You like the idea of you seducing your lesbian neighbors, don't you? Showing them what a real man's dick feels like, turning them into your personal fuck toys. Ugh, it's so fucking hot how we let you do this to us."
"Well, I didn't really seduce you guys. You kinda seduced me..." Lewis pointed out. Hannah and Laena tilted their heads and thought about his point. "You're the one who broke your own rule and fucked me, too," he added.
Laena gasped, and opened her mouth in shock. "Wha- uh-. That was partly because of you, dummy!" she flicked him across the temple. "Ugh, I can't believe you brought that up. But, I guess you're right. Technically we did seduce you. But you're far from innocent. You didn't have to do all those extra things to make us fall so hard for you, you dummy! How is any girl supposed to resist a stud like you?" Lewis just smirked and chuckled. Hannah and Laena eventually joined him, collapsing into laughter along with him.
"Um, although I love our banter, my lovelies, I need to get myself around this big fat cock. So, could we get back to business?" Hannah insisted with a sultry pout. Lewis and Laena nodded in seeming contrition, flipping their switches back into horny mode.
As Lewis's cock jerked and jostled up beneath her thighs, Hannah bit her lip. "Slide yourself on," Lewis commanded.
"Okay, daddy," Hannah readily complied. Shifting herself up and over slightly, she reached under herself to grasp the base of his erect cock. Positioning it vertically, she squatted up and over him and then promptly lowered herself down until his crown was spreading her puffily dripping lips. Hannah's pretty brown eyes fluttered as his thick cock head spread her tight petals apart, pressuring her introitus. Now that she had opened herself up for her man, Hannah relaxed with a lascivious sigh. As she allowed herself to slide all the way down, fully impaling herself on his cudgel of a cock, she let out a loud moan. Lewis didn't give her any respite, splaying his legs out wider, leaving her no choice but to sink even deeper on to him than before.
"Augh! Shit!" Hannah squealed, experiencing a mini orgasm as his cock head gave her cervix a forceful kiss. "I can never get over how good you fill me up, daddy," Hannah mewled.
"This cock was made just for you, baby," Lewis groaned. "Now let's get to fucking, shall we?" Grabbing her hips, he began to lift her up and down his sizable phallus, fortunately well lubricated by their emissions. Hannah moaned and clutched onto his muscular forearms. Wanting to extract as much pleasure as she could from his cock, Hannah began bouncing her hips up and down in rhythm with Lewis's jouncing of her hips.
Laena just watched in awe as she took in the hot scene that was playing out in front of her as her two lovers uninhibitedly smacked and smashed their wet flesh together. Desirous of adding to Lewis's stimulation, she angled her lips down to the back of his neck and began to kiss and suck on his skin. The concealer she had applied earlier had been rinsed away by his sweat as they had engaged in their nefarious activities. As she kissed him, she unabashedly attempted to multiply his collection of hickies.



"Ah, shit. You know you're gonna have to help me cover that up," Lewis groaned as he continued to fuck Hannah unceasingly.
"Mhm, I know," Laena as she momentarily removed her soft lips from his ravaged neck in order to chuckle in devilish fashion.
Wanting to try something different, she slid her hands from around his neck and down his torso. Reaching around his chest, she searched for his nipples. Palpating the small eructations of flesh on his chest, she began carefully pinching and rolling them between her slender fingers. "Augh, Laena. What are yo- jesus, ah," Lewis groaned at this new form of stimulation.
"Shush, daddy. Let me do this," Laena whispered. As she continued to titillate with his nipples, Lewis's groans became more frequent. She smiled at how good she was making him feel. "You like how I play with your nipples, daddy?" she asked in a husky voice.
"Feels kinda weird, but, yeah. I do like it," Lewis responded breathily. Laena smiled with satisfaction at having discovered a new avenue to pleasure her man.
Meanwhile, Hannah was having the time of her life. The sound of her soft cheeks clapping against Lewis's strong thighs filled the bedroom. His cock drove in and out of her tight pussy with ease, jolting her sensitive cervix over and over again. It kinda hurt but, oh, it was such a good hurt! She had lost count of how many mini orgasms she had already incurred while settled into Lewis's lap, fucking industriously away atop his massive slab of meat.
"Yes, ah, yes, uh. I love your cock, daddy. Ah, you fuck me so good!" Hannah moaned, as she bounced up and down upon her lover's lusty shaft. Lewis just growled in response, feeling her tight walls clinching closely around him and savoring the sensation of Laena playing with his nipples.
After an unaccounted duration of ongoing bliss, Lewis turned to Laena and said, "Ah, come down here and suck on my balls as I fuck Hannah." Laena's eyes widened, but she quickly nodded in obeisance. "Good girl," he panted. Liberating his nipples from her fingers and his neck from her lips, she wriggled her shapely limbs off the bed and got down on the floor in front of her two lustily fucking lovers.
Laena locked eyes with Hannah as she continued squatting up and down over Lewis's lap, slurpily fucking herself up and down his mighty monster. Hannah's eyes were glazed with lust and her tongue hung loosely out of her mouth, a delightful sight to behold. Not wanting to keep her alpha male waiting, however, Laena lowered herself onto bended knees as she scooted herself in front of their hard lunging loins. Hannah splayed her legs open to allow Laena room to work. Laena's emerald gems widened at the sight of their grool slathered sex organs, conjoined so intimately and displayed so prominently before her. Lewis's cock and balls were coated in the effervescent froth of Hannah's sweet nectar.
Wanting to taste Hannah on Lewis's heavy healthy balls, Laena leaned forward and slurped his baby factories into her mouth. She moaned, savoring Hannah's sweet juices on his bulging testicles. She employed her tongue to fondle and tantalize his sensitive scrotum. Lewis groaned out in pleasure as all the while Hannah continued her remorseless fuck rhythm on his lap.
"Mmmmhhmm, mhmm, mhmm," Laena moaned, vibrating his balls with her mouth. This entire scenario had liquified her pussy. She was so super wet from sucking on the balls of the stud who had claimed her and Hannah's lesbian pussies. Dressing up in the sexy lingerie they had bought for him and then parading their ridiculously sexy fantasy-babe selves in front of him had made her body all hot and horned up. As she suckled on his crotch, she subconsciously shifted her right hand down so she could play with her dripping pussy.
Hannah's core was beginning to overheat like a nuclear reactor. Her silken sheath was contracting every time she slammed herself back down onto Lewis's ample shaft. "Ah, I think I'm about to cum, daddy!" Hannah announced. Hearing this, Lewis wrapped his large hand around her neck and pulled her back to him. Clasping her hip with his free hand, he began to push and pull her harder and faster onto his cock. "Ah ah ah, uh uh uh. Yes yes yes, yessss, daddy!" Hannah panted uncontrollably. As he fucked her ever more energetically, Lewis nuzzled her cheek, kissing and licking her aggressively. Laena upped the intensity with which her fingers were slapping and splatting away at her clit and lips.
"AHHHH, FUCK, YESSS!" Hannah screamed as she came on Lewis's cock. Her body shook violently, but Lewis held her down closely to him. A wave of Hannah's tasty cream gushed down his cock and onto his balls. Laena moaned as she lapped up the sweet nectar exuding from both her lover's sexes.
As she was getting her fill of Hannah's sweet cream, Lewis lifted her girlfriend up and scooted their bodies further up the bed. "Ah, Lewis, wait. I need to rest, I need to rest," Hannah pleaded, but to no avail. Lewis was hungry. He was going to fuck her into oblivion until he achieved his own orgasm. Pulling her back onto his torso, Lewis used his knees to splay her legs wide open.
As Laena followed them back onto the bed, her eyes enlarged to see how obscenely Lewis was exhibiting Hannah on top of himself. Laena bit her lips at how Lewis had wrapped his muscular arms tightly around Hannah's succulent torso. Lewis whispered something into Hannah's ear that Laena couldn't hear, but she observed Hannah's response as she planted her feet firmly against the mattress. Despite all these athletic maneuvers, Laena saw with an internal shiver that their sexual selves were still inexorably aligned.
Scooting his legs up for maximum leverage, Lewis began to pound Hannah's pussy. "Augh! Fuck fuck fuck fuck! Ah, DADDY!" Hannah wailed. Laena gasped to see his heavy sack swinging up and down as he thrust into Hannah's abused vagina with utter abandon.
Still sitting on her knees directly in front of them, staring past their splayed legs, Laena quickly shoved her hand back into her crotch, slipping her slender fingers into her own sopping pussy. She vigorously fingered her eager slit as she watched her two lovers consummate their nasty mating. Hannah's moans of pleasure and the clapping of their flesh roiled the air molecules of the girls' bedroom. The ladies' arousal swelled together at the idea that this male intruder was claiming their lesbian pussies in their own bedroom. It was the ultimate assertion of dominance over their feminine independence, second only to him thoroughly inseminating their wombs with his seed.
"Ah ah ah ah, uh uh uh, Yes! Daddy! Pound my pussy! Please keep fucking me like that!" Hannah wailed. Laena's heart pounded as Lewis drove himself relentlessly into Hannah's reddening pussy. Wanting to get in on some of the action, Laena crawled over to their right side and then leaned down to bestow a kiss upon Lewis's face. But unfortunately, his face was blanketed in strands of Hannah's long black hair. Gathering those strands together, Laena pulled them over Hannah's right shoulder, uncovering their man's handsome face.
"Hi," Laena smiled.
"Ah, hey, babe," Lewis smiled back, panting from the fucking he was delivering. With his kissable lips now accessible, Laena wasted no time in slipping her tongue in his mouth. As their lips locked, their tongues began to dance and play with each other. They swapped their saliva back and forth, creating a potent cocktail of sloppy fluids.
Laena could feel the air puffing heavily from Lewis's flared nostrils. As her mouth released his lips, long strings of saliva stretched between them. "Are you close, daddy? You've been fucking her hot little hole for quite a while now," she curiously queried.
"Augh, ah, I think I'm about to be, ah. Hannah is so tight, ah," Lewis groaned, still fucking Hannah into oblivion. Laena deviously smiled.
"You hear that, Hannah? Daddy is about to cum," Laena whispered wickedly into Hannah's ear, bouncing lightly just above Lewis's.
"Uh, you gonna cum for me, daddy?" she responded in a breathy voice.
"Augh, yeah," Lewis grunted.
"Ah, okay, cum inside of me! Do it, daddy! Fucking cum inside of me and mark me as yours. Breed my lesbian pussy, daddy! Please! I wanna be yours forever!" Hannah begged. Lewis just growled and hugged Hannah even tighter. Thrusting even faster, he drove his cock deep inside Hannah's primed love canal in an all out effort to attain his orgasm as quickly as he could.
Laena lay herself down alongside Lewis's body. Turning her lips back to his ear, she began insinuating sweet sultry symphonies into his ear, instilling them into his brain by the shortest possible route. "Come on, daddy. Cum inside my girlfriend and make her yours. I know you want to. Shoot your load deep inside of her and breed her. Then afterwards you can take me as well." Lewis groaned as his already primed instincts were further programmed by Laena's suggestive slander. His hips jolted up into Hannah's hotspot even harder, compelling her to wail with pleasure. "Come on, daddy. Do it. Fucking seed Hannah. Take what's yours. Please, daddy, hurry up and cum inside of her, so it can be my turn again."
Laena's words coerced Lewis's orgasm out of him. "AUGH SHIT!" he groaned out loud as he slammed his cockhead into Hannah's receptive cervix and fired his virile load directly into her womb.
"AHHH, YESSSSS!" Hannah screamed, reaching her own orgasm as well. Lewis gave her pussy several nice full pumps, injecting his favorable genetics into her. He groaned, his cock and balls contracting. Hannah shook violently as Lewis held her down.
As they panted heavily, recovering from their orgasms, Laena happily ran her eyes over her two lovers. "You two feel good?" she queried. They just nodded in response. Hannah collapsed and rolled off onto the other side of Lewis's body, leaving Laena with just a view of her loosely covered lingerie back.
Glancing over to his now vacant crotch, Laena's green eyes expanded, fixating on his still twitching cock, glistening in the light with a mixture of Hannah's and his own bodily fluids. She bit her lip, mesmerized as she watched his love pole pulse. Snaking her hand down to his crotch, she wrapped her slender fingers around his wet shaft and slowly stroked him.
"God, you're so big, daddy. I can't wait until you fuck me again," Laena cood to Lewis. "I can't believe you came inside my girlfriend again. Are you trying to get her pregnant?"
Lewis smirked and chuckled, "Hm, maybe..." Laena's eyes widened. "But I still have those Plan B's back at my place. Just remind me to get them for you later."
"Hmm, no," Laena responded.
"Eh? What do you mean no?" Lewis sat up.
"We're gonna hold you hostage in our bedroom until we are knocked up. You are ours now," she smiled deviously. Lewis just rolled his eyes and shrugged off her bluff. Laena pouted her lips when he failed to fall for her little ploy. "Ugh, I'll remind you, okay? Can't you just get into this roleplay? Is this not fun to you? Breeding your hot lesbian neighbors should be every man's dream."
"Er- it's not that," Lewis noticed Laena starting to pout. "I uh-, wouldn't mind getting you two pregnant... It's just the whole fatherhood thing. I'm terrified of it," he apprehensively revealed. Upon hearing this, Laena immediately sat up and locked eyes with Lewis. Her heart pounded at the thought that he actually had considered the possibility of getting her and Hannah pregnant. But she knew that it was best that this should remain a fantasy, for now.
"Um, well, it's a good thing that this is just roleplay," Laena assured him. "We'll cross that bridge when we get to it. But for now, let's just fuck. Only breeding, though, no getting me pregnant, heh." She continued to slowly stroke his cock.
"Who would have known that two lesbians had a breeding fetish, strange, heh," Lewis chuckled.
"It's because of you, daddy," Hannah jumped in out of nowhere, resting her chin on Lewis's pec. "You turned something on in us. And I think that it's just hot. The idea of being impregnated is hot, especially because we're a lesbian couple. Having a man show us that we needed cock in our lives is oddly appealing. I'm sure other lesbian couples would find that demeaning, but I don't care. Having a real cock inside our pussies is so much better than a rubber dildo."
"Plus, you are super hot and caring. You treat us so well. No girl could resist you," Laena said, gripping his cock a bit tighter. Her hand was now slathered with Hannah's juices and his precum. "You and that big cock of yours making us bi." Laena felt his cock twitch and grow harder. "Oh, you love the idea of that, don't you? Getting a couple of lesbians addicted to your cock. You dirty boy."
"Mhm, you love that, don't you, daddy?" Hannah added, sitting up on her knees.
Lewis grew to full mass again on hearing the sultry words pouring from their mouths. Sitting up he began to give orders to his two submissive mates. "Take off your lingerie." Hannah and Laena tilted their heads. They'd spent so much time picking these out for him, why would he want them off?
"You don't like us in our lingerie?" Hannah and Laena warbled in chorus.
"Hm, I love it. I just prefer you two to be fully naked. Nothing beats the sight of a nude woman. Especially you two," Lewis explained. The girls' stomachs fluttered hearing this. They always loved hearing Lewis praise their looks, it was like a drug. Nodding, they slipped off their risqué pieces of clothing and threw it off to the side.
Resting his back against the headboard, Lewis hungrily eyed his two lovely women, now fully nude except for the cute chokers that were still wrapped around their necks, signifying his ownership over them. "Laena, lie on your stomach. It's your turn again," he informed his short haired lover. Laena eagerly nodded hearing that she was about to fucked again.
As soon as she'd rolled over, Lewis wasted no time and moved to mount her. Wedging himself between her legs, he used his knees to splay them out wide. Naturally, Laena sexily arched her nicely shaped ass up for him and began to sway her hips from side to side. "Come on, daddyyy. Take what's yours," Laena cood alluringly. Lewis's eyes hungrily eyed his lesbian lover. Her movements caused something inside of him to snap. Then, unexpectedly, Lewis gave her a nice smack on the cheek.
"EEPP!" Laena squealed, feeling the sudden pang of pain shoot through her body. "What the heck, Lewis?" Hannah gasped seeing Lewis spank her girlfriend.
Then feeling his hand press against her back, pinning her harder into the bed, he slipped himself inside. Laena's vision darkened as she felt his big cock drive deep into her warm hole. Then she felt another spank. Hannah gasped again. "What has gotten into you?!" Laena exclaimed. The girls wondered where their lovable Lewis had gone, to be replaced by this aggressive sex monster!
"You're being punished," Lewis growled, thrusting deep into her velvet walls with primal rage.
"AUGH! For what?!" Laena wailed.
"For being a naughty girl earlier at the mall," Lewis enlightened, spanking her again. Laena's mind raced at being reminded about her little outburst. But Lewis's sudden aggression towards her was exhilarating. She loved it!
"Augh! I'm sorry! I didn't mean to!"
"That doesn't matter! You were embarrassing me in front of my friend! You naughty girl!" Lewis gave her yet another spank. Her right butt cheek was starting to redden.
"Augh! Please, daddy! I'm sorry! Please!" Laena pleaded.
"Sorry about what??" Lewis growled.
"Sorry for being mean to Ashley! Augh! I'm sorry! It won't happen again!"
Hannah's heart jolted to the unexpected thrill of watching Lewis spanking and fucking railing Laena like no tommorow. This new change of pace was oddly intoxicating! Though they'd had a small taste of this the night before, she was still shocked to see Lewis going all out. Hannah didn't know that he was even capable of doing such things. But just by looking at Laena, Hannah could tell that, even though she was squealing and wincing in pain, she was loving every second of this.
"You like that, Laena? You like getting punished by Lewis?" Hannah called out to her.
"Augh! Yes! I've been a naughty girl! I deserve this!" she squealed as Lewis kept railing her from behind. Hannah bit her lip at the sound of Laena in full submission mode. She was so used to seeing her being the more dominant one, but ever since Lewis had entered their relationship, that dynamic had certainly changed.
"I never took you for a masochist," Hannah teased.
"Ugh, shut it!" Laena responded. Then another smack could be heard coming from Lewis. "EEEP!" she squealed, shoving her face into the mattress.
"Don't be mean to Hannah! Say you're sorry!" Lewis commanded. Hannah's heart skipped, hearing her man defend her from her own girlfriend.
"Augh! I- I'm sorry Hannah! I didn't me-, Ah! Mean to!" Laena screamed, partially turning her head from the mattress. Hannah locked eyes with her. She could see that her emerald gems were glazed with lust. Hannah bit her lip and shoved her hand in her crotch.
"Good girl," Lewis groaned. Upping the ante, Lews grabbed onto Laena's hips and thrust even deeper into her.
"AH, FUCK!" Laena wailed. She'd just had a mini orgasm as his cock head smashed against her cervix. Lewis just kept slamming into her core over and over again, taking her to her true orgasm.
"You learned your lesson?" Lewis asked in a breathy voice.
"Ah! Yes! I learned my lesson! I'm sorry!" Laena answered.
"Sorry, what?"
"I'm sorry, daddy! I learned my lesson!" she reiterated.
"Good," Lewis smirked. Turning to Hannah, he saw that she had her hand shoved between her thighs, playing with herself. Wanting to get her involved, Lewis quickly thought of a solution. "Hannah," he called out to her. She immediately turned her attention to him, breaking from her lustful gaze with her girlfriend.
"Yes, daddy?" she excitedly responded.
"Go over there and have Laena eat your pussy while I fuck her," he ordered. Hannah obediently nodded, and crawled her way over to Laena. Lying herself down directly in front of her, she splayed her legs out and scooted her butt forward. As Laena lifted her head up, she was met with Hannah's cute pussy and her pretty face smiling right in front of her. Glancing back down, Laena bit her lip seeing Lewis's cum leaking out of Hannah's fuck-reddened lower lips.
"Come on, babe, you heard him," Hannah told her. Barely managing to nod from the pounding she was getting, Laena tipped her head back and planted her lips against Hannah's slit. "Ah, mhmmm," Hannah moaned.
Laena began to delve her tongue deep inside of Hannah's pussy. She hummed in pleasure as she tasted Lewis's cum oozing forth from Hannah's still-pulsing love canal. Hannah had almost forgotten what it was like to be eaten out by her girlfriend. It seemed like ages since just the two of them had made love. She was reminded of how good Laena was at using her mouth on her. After being together for so long, Laena knew every nick and cranny of Hannah's pussy.
Wanting to feel more of her tongue, Hannah grabbed onto Laena's head and shoved her deeper into her crotch. "Augh! Yes! Eat my pussy, babe!" she squealed, dropping her head on her pillow. Laena wrapped her arms around Hannah's thighs to obey her request. "Mhhmmm, eat that cum out of my pussy."
Laena's heart raced as she was sandwiched between her two lovers. She loved how Hannah tasted, and she loved how Lewis was pounding her from behind. Laena was in total heaven. Her tongue prowled deep into Hannah's wet hole to extract as much of Lewis's tasty white cum as possible. She sucked and slurped up all the sex fluids emanating from Hannah's slit.
"Hmmm," Laena hummed in pleasure, sending vibrations directly into Hannah's sensitive slit. She gulped a continuous flow of Hannah and Lewis's fluids down into her stomach. The three chorused moans and groans of pleasure as they fucked. Laena could feel her core heating up as it primed itself for a mind shattering orgasm.



Leana drew back from Hannah's pussy just enough to moan. "Augh! I'm gonna cum!" she announced in a breathy voice. Hearing this, Lewis pounded Laena even harder.
"Ah, me too," Lewis grunted. Hannah's heart thrilled as her two lovers telegraphed their orgasms. She wasn't quite as close to her own, but she wanted to experience it with them. So grabbing Laena's head, she shoved her back into her pussy.
"Ah! Come on, Laena! Hurry up, make me cum! I don't wanna be left out!" Hannah urged in a sultry voice as she wrapped her legs around Laena's head and pulled her in deeper. Laena just hummed in response and went to town. Gripping Hannah's soft thighs tighter, she delved her tongue deeper into her sweet pussy, prospecting for her sensitive g-spot. "Ah, yes yes yes! Keep doing that!" Hannah begged.
Lewis intensified his thrusts, shoving Laena's body even further forward, forcing her slippery tongue to slip still deeper into Hannah's velvet walls. "EEEP!" Hannah squealed, as if Laena just had struck a nerve. Her core was now on fire and ready to blow. "Oh god! I'm about to cum!" she wailed.
"Ah, shit. Let's cum together," Lewis commaned.
"Ah, yes! Lets cum! Come on! Cum inside Laena and knock her lesbian pussy up!" Hannah pleaded. "Laena, baby. Make me cum! Please make me cum so we can cum together!" Laena could only hum and nod weakly in agreement.
The three then roared out their extreme pleasure at their simultaneous culminations. "AHHHH!" they all moaned, their vocal releases commingling. Hannah and Laena's warm walls contracted and gushed their creamy juices while Lewis injected Laena's ready womb with his thick seed. Hannah squeezed her female lover's head tightly between her thighs as her eyes rolled back in their sockets. While Laena could only hum and quiver between Hannah and Lewis like a bowstring stretched taut between the limbs of a bow.
Their mutual moment of culmination could only be strung out so long before the three collapsed upon each other in a heaving, panting pile. As her mouth parted ways with Hannah's creamy pussy, Laena gasped for breath in concert with her two partners. They were beginning to come to grips with the toll of their intense fuck session. Their bodies glistened with sweat and the bedsheets had a large wet spot. "Ugh... That was amazing..." Hannah said, panting in unison with her loves.
"Ah, yup..." Lewis groaned, collapsing on top of Laena's back, his arms trembling to keep some portion of his weight off of her.
"That was so good. But, Lewis, baby. Could you get off of me? I'm being crushed under here," Laena wheezed. Lewis quickly rolled his body off of her and onto his back, allowing Laena the latitude to breathe normally.
"Um, are you okay, Laena?" Lewis queried, rubbing her reddened buttcheek bearing its very noticeable hand mark. "I'm sorry if I hurt you. I don't know what came over me."
"Oh, you're fine, babe. Although you caught me off guard, I grew to really like being punished," Laena assured her man. "But so much for making 'love', heh," she chuckled.
"Yeah, that was so hot, Lewis. You gotta do that with me, too!" Hannah gushed in excitement. "The way you spanked and railed her made me hungry for more."
"Of course, I'll do the same for you. Just let me rest for a second," Lewis grinned. "Er, yeah... Sorry, Laena. Something just came over me. I just needed to fuck the shit out you. You're just so alluring." Laena blushed and smiled happily. But seeing Hannah's eyes starting to squint in jealousy, he made sure to flatter her as well, "You, too, Hannah." She blushed as well and giggled.
"Welp, just promise me that you will make love to us at some point today," Laena said, pushing herself up. Lewis just nodded in agreement.
Feeling Laena crawling up from her prone position, Hannah locked eyes with her. As Laena made her way on up to Hannah's body, the girls pulled each other into an intimate embrace. Laena moved her face up to Hannah's and slipped her tongue into her mouth. "I'm so happy right now," Laena said in between their lips. Hannah couldn't agree more. Although their threeway relationship seemed unorthodox, having Lewis in their lives made them feel so much more alive. They loved it!
After making out with each other for a little while, Hannah and Laena pulled away from their kiss and turned their attention to Lewis. He was still lying on his back just staring up at the ceiling. "Whatcha thinking about, babe?" Laena asked him. Shaking his head back into focus, he cranked his head around just far enough to regard the two hugging naked women lying on top of each other.
"Oh, uh, I was just making sure that I wasn't dreaming," Lewis replied. The girls just chuckled and smiled at him happily.
"Well, good news, Lewis. This isn't a dream," Hannah assured him. "Now come here and kiss us." She stretched her arm out and motioned him to her. Lewis nodded, and snuggled over into their embrace. Giving them each a kiss on the lips, he wrapped his long arms around them, and rolled them all back over onto his chest.
"Oh my!" the girls chorused. They rested their heads on each of his shoulders, with Hannah on his left and Laena on his right. They nuzzled their faces into his neck and purred in satisfaction. They just lay there, enjoying each other's warm bodies.
After some time, Laena sat up and asked, "What time is it?"
Hannah reached her hand back and grabbed her phone from the bedside table. "It's not even eight p.m." Smiling deviously, they both turned to look at Lewis. As the weight of their gaze fell upon him, an uneasy feeling came over him.
"Um, girls?" he nervously smiled.
"You don't have work tomorrow, do you?" Hannah queried. Lewis's eyebrows arched as he considered her question. Thankfully he didn't have to work in the morning, but if the girls were going to keep up this pattern of late night exertions, it could eventually become a problem. But that was a bridge they could cross at some later date.
"No, I don't," Lewis answered. Hannah and Laena's smiles grew even more devilish.
"Good. 'Cause we're going to milk you dry," Laena said in a sultry voice. Before he knew it, they had pounced on him, kissing and licking all down his body until they reached his cock.
Each of them wrapped a hand around his cock, then turned to him and chortled in unison, "Get ready for a long night, daddy." Soon the sounds of sucking and slurping filled the room and the three of them proceeded to do nasty things together all throughout the night...
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Preparing to head out to go to the gym, Ashlyn called out to her husband of four years that she was leaving. "Harry! I'm leaving to go to the gym! I'll be back in a few hours," she exclaimed from the bathroom of their bedroom.
To her dismay he didn't really seem to care at all, he just lay in bed and groaned in response, which had been the recent trend of their relationship. Ever since he'd gotten that promotion at his job, he'd been nothing but a workaholic. He usually spent more time at work than he did at home, with his wife. He hadn't even touched Ashlyn in months; his daily routine would consist of him coming home late at night and going straight to bed. Sure, Ashlyn understood that he worked to provide for them, but she also had a job working as a nurse. Surely, their dual income was enough that he didn't have to work so much. And yet, Harry did so anyway, which infuriated Ashlyn. What made things worse was that he also made little to no effort to tend to his stunning wife the way he used to when they were first married. She didn't know what had happened, he just stopped.
Ashlyn was 25 years old, she was 5'7", had long silky curly black hair, and had pretty hazel eyes. She was mixed race, so Ashlyn had beautiful caramel brown skin. And her face was naturally very pretty as well. She couldn't understand why her husband, Harry, wouldn't even pay attention to her. Ashlyn's body was stunning: she had nicely shaped C-cup boobs, curvaceous hourglass hips, nice thighs, and curves in all the right places! Ashlyn also made every effort to take care of her body, working out consistently to maintain her beautiful form. Her husband' on the other hand' was only okay nowadays. He was just a normal Caucasian man, 5'9" tall with ordinary brown hair. Harry had seen better days when they had first met, but now he was very, meh.
"Uh, Harry? Did you hear me?" Ashlyn reiterated as she fixed her hair into a ponytail.
"Yeah, yeah. I heard you. Oh, by the way, I'll be working late again. I have to finish a project by tomorrow. So don't wait up for me," Harry responded, shuffling himself around in bed, trying to get back to sleep.
"Oh, okay..." Ashlyn disappointedly muttered. "Another lonely night again I guess..." she thought.
Ashlyn checked herself out in the mirror one last time to make sure her outfit was all sorted out. She was wearing black sports leggings with a white sports bra. She smirked to herself as she saw how good she looked. Too bad her husband didn't seem to care. Walking out of the bathroom, she passed by her husband already asleep in the bed and headed out to the gym.
-
Arriving at the gym, she ran through her usual workout routine of cardio, weights, and yoga. But after deciding to do some extra running, she unfortunately pulled her left hamstring, which brought her workout to an unfortunate end. "Augh! Shit!" Ashlyn groaned in pain, grabbing at her upper thigh. She turned off the treadmill, limped over to an open spot on the gym floor, and sat down. Straightening out her left leg, Ashlyn leaned forward and grabbed her toes to try to relieve her pulled muscle. She spent several minutes tugging back on her foot, trying to alleviate her pain. Despite utilizing several different stretching positions and massaging herself, Ashlyn snarled in annoyance; nothing she tried seemed to be working.
Sighing heavily, Ashlyn gave up. Her workout session was over and she had no choice but to head back home. Gathering her Hydro Flask and other gym stuff, she made her way painfully out of the gym. "Ugh, this is going to ruin my entire workout routine," she muttered to herself as she limped to her car. As she walked cautiously past several outlets, Ashlyn found herself outside one that seemed relatively new. An older-looking Asian man was sitting in a chair in front of it.
She witnessed him trying to entice several on-goers to enter his parlor. But the pedestrians just waved him off and walked past him. Ashlyn braced herself for giving him the same brush-off as she was about to pass him by. But with her pulled hamstring, she was particularly slow. Ashlyn tried her best to avoid eye contact with the Asian man but, to her dismay, she wasn't able to avoid the old man's notice as she limped awkwardly past him. As the beautiful curly haired light-skin hobbled into his view, the old fellow licked his lips at how sexy she looked in her leggings that wrapped so nicely around her thick thighs and how her sports bra squished her shapely boobs. He hungrily eyed up and down her well kept body. His scrutinizing stare was especially drawn to her long sexy legs. He concluded that he needed to get her into his parlor so he could feel up that body of hers. And, if he was lucky, maybe he could get away with a little something more than just touching...
Getting up from his chair, the old man approached Ashlyn and began to prod her. "Konnichiwa, miss!" he stated. "Would you like massage?" he asked in a thick Japanese accent. Ashlyn turned to him and shook her head no as she tried to push onward. But hindered as she was by her injured hamstring, she was a step too slow and the old man was able to step quickly in front of her, stopping her in her tracks.
"Er, no. I'm fine. Thank you," Ashlyn mumbled, as she tried to wave off the old Asian man. With him now standing directly in front of her, she was able to get a better look at him. She was a bit irked by his appearance. He was a bit shorter than her: his head only came up a little higher than her shoulders. His body was kinda skinny and frail looking; he looked like he might be in his sixties. Ashlyn also took note of his graying black hair and receding hairline. She felt somewhat uneasy about him; he had this pervy look to him she couldn't explain.
"Don't worry! Free massage for grand opening! I make you feel much better!" the old man insisted. "I see your leg. You definitely need massage. I can fix you up real good."
Ashlyn raised her eyebrow wondering how he knew that there was something wrong with her leg. "What do you mean? My leg is completely fine," she insisted, as she tried to hide the pain coming from her hamstring. But as she shuffled backwards away from him, she accidentally tweaked her pulled muscle, causing her to groan and wince in pain.
"Ah ah ah, I see you limp! I've been doing this for long time. I know when someone needs massage, and you need massage," the old man replied in broken English. "Don't worry! I give you free massage! It will be quick. Very quick."
Ashlyn thought about his offer for a moment. Her hamstring was really hurting and she was being offered a free massage. "Might as well. It's not like I'm losing anything," Ashlyn thought.
"Come on, I give you free massage. Quick, won't take long," he reiterated.
"Em, okay... If it's just a quick massage, I'll do it, I guess..." Ashlyn apprehensively agreed. The old man looked visibly elated as he heard her accept his offer.
"Come on, then. This way," he urged, pointing in the direction of the parlor and preceding her inside. Ashlyn cautiously scanned her surroundings before following him in.
As she entered, Ashlyn examined the interior of the massage parlor. There was a small reception desk on her right with several waiting chairs lined against the wall to her left. The room was filled with an aroma of some unknown incense. Though it seemed strong, it was oddly relaxing. Taking another glance, it seemed that there was no one else in here but her and this old Asian man. And the space seemed pretty old and dusty, adding to her uneasiness.
"Come, come! This way!" the old man called out to Ashlyn as he entered an open doorway with threads of hanging beads covering it. Shaking her head into focus, she nodded and followed him deeper into the parlor. Entering a small hallway that stretched from her left to right, she saw that several doors lined the wall in front of her. She deduced that these doors were probably other massage rooms.
The man called out to her from the end of the hall to her right, waving his hand for her to come his way. Ashlyn was still a little sketched out that she seemed to be the only one in this massage parlor. But since she was already here, she couldn't really back out now. So, letting out a sigh, Ashlyn made her way down the hall. The Asian man held the door open for her, and as she walked past him into the room, his eyes glanced down to her nicely shaped ass encapsulated in her tight black leggings and he licked his lips.
Once inside, he closed the door behind him and discreetly locked it. Meanwhile, Ashlyn scanned the small room. It was windowless and was only lit by a ceiling light and a few candles flickering on top of several shelves and tables along the walls. In the center of the room a comfy looking white massage table with a cushion hole for one's head stood a few feet off the floor.
"So what now?" Ashlyn asked, crossing her arms and turning around to face the Asian man.
"You can put your belongings over there," the old man said, pointing to a shelf with several cubbies. Ashlyn nodded and proceeded to store all her belongings in one of them. Once done, she turned to face the skinny-looking old man again.
"Before we get started, I am Goro Tanaka. But you may call me Mr. Tanaka," he introduced himself. Ashlyn nodded in response. "Your name?" he asked.
"Uh, it's Ashlyn," she answered, with a slightly nervous tone.
"Ohhh, Ashlyn! Very good name, very good!" Goro exclaimed. Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened at his attempt to flatter her.
"Eh, thank you... Nice to meet you I guess, Mr. Tanaka," Ashlyn awkwardly replied.
"Hajimemashite, Ashlyn," Goro greeted, bowing his head. Ashlyn looked visibly confused about what he had just said. Noticing her confused demeanor, he said, "It's Japanese for, nice to meet."
"Ohh, okay. Sorry, I don't really understand Japanese," Ashlyn replied, laughing uneasily. Goro just nodded and chuckled with her.
"But anyways, how does this work? Do I just lie on that table over there?" Ashlyn queried.
"Yes, yes. But first, you need to take off clothes," Goro explained. Ashlyn's eyes widened upon hearing this statement. She didn't want to be naked in front of this stranger!
"Um, I'm not sure if I want to do that," Ashlyn said with a concerned tone.
"No, no, it's okay! I cover you with towel!" Goro was quick to explain, not wanting to spook his new customer. Upon hearing this, Ashlyn relaxed slightly.
"Uh, okay. Can I just keep my underwear on?" Ashlyn nervously asked.
"Of course, of course!" Goro nodded. "You can get yourself ready over there," he directed, pointing at a small curtained-off section of the room. Ashlyn sighed and made her way into the small changing room.
Kicking her shoes off, Ashlyn stripped herself of her black leggings and socks, leaving her gray panties. She went to remove her white sports bra, but stopped midway up her boobs, remembering that she wasn't wearing anything else under it. She quickly pulled her sports bra back down her chest. Ashlyn did not want to be completely topless in front of a total stranger. Although she had heard that this was a somewhat common occurrence in certain massage parlors, she wasn't comfortable with the idea of exposing herself too much.
The caramel-skinned beauty was now wearing only her sports bra and panties. Undoing her silky curly hair, Ashlyn grabbed a medium-sized towel hanging on a rack next to her and wrapped it around her chest; the towel hung to her mid-thigh, providing her with some modesty. As she made her way back out of the changing room, Goro stood to attention. His heart raced, seeing that the young light-skinned woman was practically naked. But his attention was especially drawn towards her long exposed sexy legs.
"Go lie on table, stomach down for me, while I get things ready," Goro called out. Ashlyn nodded and climbed on top of the table. Crawling up, she lay down on her stomach and placed her face through the face port on the table. Ashlyn stared at the carpet floor awkwardly, waiting nervously for what was to come.
As she lay there, she heard Goro bustling around the room. Then, feeling him tugging at her towel, Ashlyn immediately pushed herself back up. "Mr. Tanaka, what are you doing?!" she gasped, glaring at him.
"Oh, fix towel, fix towel," Goro was quick to explain. Raising her eyebrow, she cautiously placed her face back down into the hole. The tugging on her towel continued. As Goro undid her towel from around her body, he prepared to lay it on top of her back. But before he did, he made sure to carefully hike the towel up as high up her body as he could without her noticing. It gave a good view of her long sexy toned legs and was folded up just enough so he could barely see her well-shaped cheeks. He licked his lips, as he hungrily took in the amazing view.
But Ashlyn noticed the towel hiking up her body. "Hey! What's going on back there?!" she said with an uneasy tone, trying to push herself up again. But Goro pressed her down again with a firm hand on her back.
"No worry, no worry! Your legs need massage. I can't have towel cover legs," Goro replied. Ashlyn just sighed and concluded that he was somewhat right. Though she still felt uncomfortable. Ashlyn wasn't really familiar with the whole massage parlor thing. Hell, this was the first time she had ever gotten a professional massage. So she wasn't used to being almost fully naked while being touched by a total stranger. She would have been a bit more comfortable if her masseuse had been a woman, but since it was a man, she was feeling anxious.
"Oh, okay..." Ashlyn muttered.
Getting some warm oil from one of the shelves, Goro poured it onto his hands. Rubbing his hands together to get them nice and slicked up, he started at Ashlyn's feet. She quivered, feeling his old wrinkly fingers pressing and kneading into her feet. As he massaged her, Ashlyn started to groan. Though his movements were somewhat painful since her foot muscles were still tight from her intense workout, it was also very relieving for her. At first, the feeling of him touching her made her body tense up, his technique was so rhythmic and professional. The way he pressed his fingers into her pressure points made her feel like she was in heaven. This caused Ashlyn to relax a bit more and lower her guard for the time being.
"So, you busy woman?" Goro asked, trying to make conversation.
"Yeah, you can say I am," Ashlyn awkwardly responded. "I'm a nurse at the hospital nearby and I like to keep my body in shape."
"Ohh, work at hospital. Very good, very good. And keep body in shape, very good," Goro replied as he worked on her feet. "So, where you from?" Goro, queried, taking note of her beautiful caramel features.
"Where am I from? Well, I was born in the U.S., but my dad is from Puerto Rico and my mom is from here as well," Ashlyn explained, letting her guard down even more. Goro just hummed in response. "Em, may I ask where you are from? I haven't noticed this place before," she said, groaning in relief as he pressed his thumbs into the soles of her feet. Ashlyn really liked how well he was massaging her feet. "Oh, wow, that feels really nice, Mr. Tanaka," Ashlyn moaned.
"See, make you feel good, yes?" Goro replied. Ashlyn just hummed in response.
"But since you hear me speak Japanese, I'm from Japan," he explained. Ashlyn just rolled her eyes under the table. "Obviously, such a stupid question," she thought. "I born and raised in Kyoto. But move here recently," Goro continued, pressing his thumbs into the heels of her feet, causing her to groan even more.
"Well, that's nice. How are you liking America so far?" Ashlyn curiously asked.
"Oh, very good in America. Like it very much!" Goro answered.
Then, moving from her feet he slowly and methodically made his way up to her calves. Goro first tickled her calves with slow methodical movements. She felt a fizzing feeling course through her legs from her feet to her neck. He applied more pressure with his fingers, spreading oil all over her skin, soon adding his thumbs to massage deeper into her. He made long motions along the midsection between her calf muscles, then alternated those long strokes with kneading her calves. Goro spent a good amount of time making sure that her calves were completely relaxed. As he moved on up her legs, Ashlyn winced in discomfort as his oily fingers slid further up her exposed legs onto her thighs.
Goro was loving every second of this. He made sure to disguise some of his squeezes and groping of her legs with his massage movements. Ashlyn hardly noticed a thing. Pouring some more warm oil on her thighs, Goro began to rub it into her and lather her up more. He smirked seeing her caramel skin glistening with oil.
"Which leg?" Goro asked.
"The left," Ashlyn answered.
Nodding, Goro began to press his fingers up her left thigh and slowly slide up. "Augh! Ah!" Ashlyn groaned, feeling a sharp pang of pain shoot up her leg. God, it hurt, but in a good way.
"Okay?" Goro asked, stopping his movements.
"Yeah... yeah... I'm fine," Ashlyn quickly replied. Goro nodded again and continued massaging her leg, this time more delicately. Bearing down on her thigh with his thumbs, he began to make circular motions, which caused Ashlyn to groan even more. Although it hurt like hell, the pain was slowly subsiding more and more as he continued.
"Ah, Jesus," Ashlyn groaned again. She was dead focused on his efforts on her thigh. His fingers and palms drove deep into her thigh, massaging and releasing the tension on her hamstring. With her groans getting less and less frequent, Goro sensed that her pain was subsiding and he began to move on to other places.
"Does hamstring feel better now?" Goro asked.
"Wow, uh, yeah it does feel a whole lot better now, thank you," Ashlyn replied, moving her leg up and down the table with relative ease. She was amazed that he had actually fixed her up. Goro just hummed in acknowledgment and continued with her massage.
As his hands moved even higher up her thigh, Ashlyn tensed up again. But before she could object, Goro said, "Relax, relax. This part of massage. This will help make you feel better." Ashlyn just sighed and relaxed her body again. Goro kneaded up higher and higher, testing her boundaries. Reaching to her upper thigh just below her barely showing buttcheeks, he attempted to slide his hands up higher but, feeling her body tensing up again, he quickly pulled away.
As Ashlyn lay there with her eyes closed, she focused carefully on his hands. She had to admit that this old man really knew what he was doing. But each time he started massaging her upper thigh, she felt very uneasy about the placement of his hands. Goro was dangerously close to her cheek. Then her eyes widened as his fingers grazed past her inner thigh. At first she let it slide, assuming it might just be an accident, but then his fingers moved onto her inner thigh once again, a bit more definitely this time. Ashlyn couldn't help but wince in discomfort at how dangerous the massage was getting. Although, a small part of her strangely liked it...
"So, you marry?" Goro asked, trying to divert her focus from his kneading hands.
"Ah, em, yes... I- ah, damn, I am married," Ashlyn said in between groans, his inquiry reminding her of her less than desirable marriage.
"Ohh, very good, very good," Goro smiled, massaging deeper between her well oiled thighs, pressing his palms in right above her knee before gliding up her thigh ever so slightly, causing her to involuntarily moan.
Ashlyn wanted to say something, but he was making her leg feel so much better that she was reluctant to interrupt him. She wondered if this was just how massages went. Ashlyn didn't know any better; after all, this was the first time she'd received a professional massage. It made sense that a masseuse would touch legs, hips, thighs and such. Especially if it was a source of irritation for the 'patient'. So she decided to just bear with it. To Goro's delight, his bold testing of her boundaries was proving fruitful. Sensing that she was growing comfortable with the dangerous movements of his hand near her nether regions, he went deeper and deeper into her thigh. Ashlyn's groans evolved into small moans as he dipped his massaging fingers deeper.



Goro switched thighs, and Ashlyn felt him perform the same routine as he had with her other thigh. She felt him work his way up until he reached her upper thigh yet again. Her thigh muscles were rendered like butter and she had never felt better. As Ashlyn rode her high, she was slow to realize that Goro was massaging into her inner thigh again. She didn't know what to feel about his effort getting dangerously close to her privates, but never really crossing any real boundaries. But it felt so good, and there was this strange feeling brewing inside of her feeling the asian man's fingers getting close to her covered nether regions. The circular motions of his fingers in her inner thigh caused an itch to form inside of her core. Ashlyn couldn't properly identify her feelings. Little did she know, the crotch of her panties began to moisten.
As he continued, Ashlyn moaned in relief. She failed to realize that she was unknowingly biting her lip at the feeling of him touching her inner thigh. Goro tried his best not to provoke the beautiful caramel goddess, but it was getting hard for him to focus with the crotch of his white masseuse trousers starting to tent up. Luckily, she wasn't able to see any of it just yet, with her face hidden in the massage table's face port. Sensing that Ashlyn was becoming accustomed to his somewhat risky methods, Goro hiked up her towel, revealing her exposed ass. Ashlyn tensed up as she felt the open air contact her butt.
"Mr. Tanaka?!" Ashlyn urgently called out.
"No worry, no worry! To get a full massage experience, I need to get whole body," Goro explained. "Glutes need massage, I feel in your thighs," he added, making up an excuse in order to touch her soft looking cheeks. Now that he mentioned it, Ashlyn thought her thighs did feel a little tense. And it did make sense given how your glutes, hamstrings and thighs all worked together. She had engaged in a particularly intense workout today.
Ashlyn just sighed and relaxed her body again, signaling to Goro that it was okay to go ahead. Wasting no time, he applied more oil and worked it into her curvaceous ass. As his hands kneaded both of her ass cheeks, his heart raced at how malleable they felt in his palms. Even as his hands rolled and squeezed her cheeks, Ashlyn just assumed that this was also normal for massages. Though she was oddly growing to like the way his hands touched and kneaded her. That warm fizzing feeling that had been lingering and building for a while was developing into a bigger and warmer fizzing feeling with every stroke. It had been so long since a man had touched her. Ashlyn had almost forgotten how appealing the feeling was. But realizing her inner thoughts, she shook her head back into focus.
Then, feeling a tug at her panties, Ashlyn immediately pushed herself up and turned her head to face Goro. "Uh! Mr. Tanaka! Are you trying to take off my underwear?!" she hissed.
"No no, relax, oil getting on underwear. Best if you no wear. Oil will ruin your panties," Goro explained, pulling his hands away from the waistband of her undergarment, trying to hide his devious smirk. Ashlyn tilted her head at him and glanced down at her panties and his greasy hands. She could see that her legs and ass were well oiled up. And the edges of her panties were darkening from absorbing the oil.
"Em, I'm not sure if I'm comfortable with this..." Ashlyn voiced her concern. She didn't feel comfortable with the idea of being naked from the bottom down in front of a stranger!
"No worry, no worry! Completely normal in Japanese massage," Goro explained, trying to hide a devious grin on his face as he ran over to grab a smaller looking towel from the nearby side table. "I cover you. No worry!" Ashlyn thought about it for a second.
"Wait, so it's normal to do something like this?" she queried.
"Yes, yes! Very normal. Oil is very important during massage. You relax, you breathe nicely. Skin not so tense when we apply warm oil. So panty in the way. Very normal," Goro quickly responded. Ashlyn contemplated for another moment. But deciding that she didn't want to have oily panties on the drive back home she sighed and agreed to remove her underwear.
"Em, fine..." Ashlyn said apprehensively. "Just make sure to cover me with that towel first and no looking," she ordered.
"Of course, of course!" Goro exclaimed, trying to hide his excitement. As he placed the smaller sized towel over her ass, Ashlyn reached down and attempted to pull off her panties. But before she could, Goro stopped her.
"No, no. I do it. Just lie back down and relax," Goro instructed.
"I'm perfectly capable of doing it myself, Mr. Tanaka," Ashlyn objected.
"No, no, it's okay. Japanese tradition to have customer relaxed at all time. Lie back down," Goro insisted, lightly pressing his hand on her back and pushing her down to emphasize his words. Ashlyn sighed and fell back down into the table. As she lay there she nervously awaited his removal of her panties. Then, feeling him climbing up onto the somewhat low table, her body tensed up again as his hands snaked under the towel covering her. Ashlyn winced in embarrassment as Goro's hands slid up the sides of her hips and grabbed hold of the waistband of her panties. He slowly began pulling them down her long sexy legs and through her feet.
Bringing up her pearl gray panties, Goro's beady eyes widened at seeing a noticeable wet mark in the crotch. He licked his lips knowing at this proof that his actions were making Ashlyn aroused. He urgently desired to draw in the scent from her panties, but that would be too risky. So putting them aside on the nearby table, he got to work on her now naked lower body. Kneeling behind her on the table, he snaked his hands back under the small towel and again kneaded her soft cheeks in his gnarled but strong hands.
As he massaged her under the towel, he made sure to delve his thumbs as close as he could to her now exposed pussy without actually touching it. His crotch stood erect in his trousers as it became evident to his senses how hot and humid she was getting down there. Ashlyn continued to release small moans under the table at how well he was manipulating her glutes. His movements seemed so inappropriate but, strangely, she was thrilled by how dangerous this felt.
"Ah, that feels nice. Oh my," Ashlyn groaned in relief. Goro smirked as he continued to push her boundaries. As Ashlyn increasingly relaxed under the distraction provided by his firmly effective massaging, Goro took the liberty of carefully lifting up the towel covering her naked ass with his forearms to get a better view. He made sure to mask his voyeurism with his movements so she would think he was just reaching further up toward her lower back.
Goro's eyes widened at the sight of her fully exposed pussy in the flesh. It looked so wet; he could see her juices leaking down onto the table below. Though Ashlyn failed to realize the extent of her arousal, masked as it was by how damn good his massaging felt. Checking to see if she noticed his movements, he smiled with delight at how oblivious Ashlyn was to his actions and her own deepening physical responses. Growing even more bold, Goro cautiously hiked the smaller towel higher up her ass until he could see the entire lower half of her body glowing nakedly in the light.
Ashlyn raised her brow as she felt the towel shifting up her body. But before she could say anything, Goro interrupted her. "So, you have kids?" he queried, as he played with her cheeks in his hands.
"Wha- oh, um no... But I've been wanting to start a family soon," Ashlyn replied, forgetting the suspicious removal of the towel that was supposed to be protecting her modesty. "Well, I think my husband wants kids, too, but he's always busy..." she sighed, thinking about how Harry never paid attention to her.
"Oh, no kids. So sad," Goro said sympathetically, as he grabbed her cheeks and splayed them open to reveal her two sultry holes. He licked his lips again as he saw how wet his forceful groping had made her pussy.
But tensed up again, her eyes widening as she felt Goro spreading her cheeks. "Ah, Mr. Tanaka?! Wha-, ah ohhhh," she tried to say, but Goro silenced her objects with a slight movement of his fingers into her inner thighs. "Uh, please be careful you're getting pretty close to my, you know..." Ashlyn warned, finally bringing up the subject of how dangerously his digits were drawing to the sacred precincts of her inner thighs.
"Oh, no worry! No worry! Especially Japanese massage. It is very important to massage this area. Don't worry! This supposed to make you fully relax. You feel good, yes?" Goro explained, smiling deviously. Although Ashlyn wasn't really comfortable with the idea of some stranger touching her so close to her privates, he was right. Goro did make her feel really relaxed. So she just sighed and left it to the 'professional'.
Ashlyn's moans and groans continued for some time as Goro kneaded and groped her soft cheeks in his wrinkly hands. He chuckled to himself at how complacent Ashlyn had grown with his progressively more salacious efforts. Ashlyn had lost all track of time at this point. She was so lost in the relief Goro was giving her. Although she felt uneasy about his stroking of her inner thighs, she quickly grew used to it, and subconsciously loved each time his fingers dipped down below. She would often catch herself biting her lip or moaning more in pleasure than relief under the table. A strange feeling was brewing inside Ashlyn's core, like she needed to be itched. She couldn't properly identify what it was; all she knew was that her body was heating up.
But her increasing relief and pleasure emanating from Goro's hands came to an abrupt halt. He made sure to cover her ass with the towel so she wouldn't realize how hungrily he had been eyeing her dripping pussy for an unknown length of time. As his hands pulled away, Ashlyn immediately pushed herself up and turned to face the old Asian man, who was now briskly wiping his oily hands with a small rag.
"Why did you stop??" Ashlyn asked, in a slightly whiny tone.
"Oh, time up. Free sample massage. I say quick massage, no?" Goro explained, knowing exactly what he was doing. Ashlyn squinted her hazel eyes at him.
"You didn't say that this was a sample massage. You didn't even get to the rest of my body," Ashlyn exclaimed in a disappointed tone. Goro smirked.
"You want full massage?" he asked. "It would be hundred dolla for full experience." Ashlyn tilted her head and contemplated his offer. She thought about how good Goro had already made her legs feel. And she was starting to feel the stark contrast between the non-massaged parts of her body as compared with the massaged ones. And she really could feel it. Everything in her entire upper body still felt so tense and sore from her previous work out.
"Em, a hundred dollars is kinda a lot..." Ashlyn trailed off. She could easily afford it, but she was unsure whether she really wanted to go through with this.
"How about this? Since you are pretty lady and you were the first to accept my free massage, I give you twenty percent discount. One time only!" Goro offered. "Trust, you feel like heaven after we done."
"Hmmm," Ashlyn hummed as she contemplated what to do.
"One time only! Hurry before I take away discount!" Goro reiterated. Ashlyn's mind raced. One part of her was still cautious about this whole massage thing, while the other screamed at her to gain the same relaxing release for the rest of her body. Plus, the discount made his offer very appealing.
"Er, okay. I'll do it," Ashlyn capitulated. "But I don't have my wallet on me, do you accept Apple Pay by any chance?" Ashlyn queried.
"Oh yes yes! Go get tablet now!" Goro replied with joy. He ran over to grab his tablet from a nearby table. As he went to retrieve it, a devilish smile grew on his face. He had her exactly where he wanted her for the time being. Bringing the tablet over to Ashlyn as she lay on the table, he presented the screen to her for payment.
"Oh, uh, could you get my phone from the cubby over there? I can't really get up 'cause, you know," Ashlyn requested. Goro nodded and retrieved the pretty curly haired woman's phone for her. Once she had her phone in hand, Ashlyn double tapped the side button and performed a face scan. Then, she brought the phone over to the tablet and hovered it over the screen, making the payment. Once the payment went through, she handed her phone back to Goro so he could put it back where she had stored it.
"Thank you very much!" Goro bowed his head, before putting his tablet back down on the table and replacing her phone in her cubby. Ashlyn just nodded, she was surprised at how adept the old man was with modern technology. Maybe that reaction revealed some degree of unconscious prejudice on her part: after all, people all over the world used their devices competently all the time, even if they weren't American and didn't speak fluent English!
Once Goro returned to her, he immediately said, "Please remove bra." Ashlyn was taken aback by his sudden request.
"What?! No- I can't do that!" she objected, not wanting to be fully naked on the table with a stranger. She was starting to immediately regret accepting his offer.
"Need to massage entire back. Bra in the way. You don't want bra to get oily. You can get stains and also the oil is no good for the fabric," Goro explained. Ashlyn raised her eyebrow.
"Are you sure there isn't any other way we can do this without taking off my bra?" she cautiously asked. But deep down she knew there was no getting around this. And maybe she still felt a little guilt at her prejudiced thoughts.
"No no. Full Japanese massage requires customer to be fully naked. Fabric will get stained but also chafe," Goro insisted. "You be lying belly down. Won't see, won't see," he added. Ashlyn sighed, she had already paid for the massage, so she might as well go through with it. Though she couldn't lie to herself about how great this massage was making her feel.
"Ugh, fine. I can do it myself. Look away while I get this off," she replied. Goro nodded and turned around, allowing Ashlyn to remove her sports bra. Sitting up, she grabbed the hem of her bra and pulled it over her head. Covering her breasts with her right arm, she asked, "Where can I put this?"
"Oh, just lie down. I will take care of it. No problem," Goro answered, slightly turning his head to the side allowing him to get a small peek of her fully naked upper torso out of the corner of his eye. Nodding, Ashlyn cautiously returned to her prone position and placed her face through the hole, leaving her sports bra next to her. Seeing that she was now lying back down, Goro went over, grabbed the garment from her side, and placed it in her cubby.
Returning to Ashlyn, his eyes widened to see her fully naked back. Hungrily running his eyes up and down her sexy body, his crotch swelled at how erotic this goddess of mixed heritage looked with all of her clothes now removed: never in his life has he been with such a woman! He was elated: except for the small strip of towel which covered her well shaped ass, she was fully exposed to his devious gaze. But what really drew his eyes was her visible side-boob pressed against the table. He knew that, before they were done here, he needed to get a handful of those babies. Gathering some more warm oil, Goro began to carefully pour it along the middle of her naked back. The oil flowed like a river through a valley, creating an amazing sight for Goro and also heating Ashlyn's body up even further.
Ashlyn let out a comforting sigh as the warm oil made contact with her skin. Though she was still uncomfortable with being essentially naked with this old Asian man. Ashlyn was well aware of her own beauty, so she was paranoid that Goro was just hungrily eating her naked body up with his eyes without her knowledge. But her concerns were quickly pushed aside as she felt him climb up on the table with her. She could feel him position his knees on either side of her thighs. Ashlyn desperately wanted to say something, but before she could form the words, his diligent hands touched her back, wielding their usual magic. She groaned in relief as he began to rub the oil into her with his strong fingers.
Once he had her fully lathered up, Goro started with her lower back, pressing his thumbs into the sides of her tailbone. His professional movements caused Ashlyn to melt into the massage table. She could feel her muscles relax with his firm touch. Then, feeling his hands wrap around her hourglass hips, she involuntarily let out a loud moan of relief, but it sounded like a moan of pleasure more than anything. Ashlyn's eyes widened as she wondered at the nature of her own vocalization: why had she allowed herself to express herself in that way? All she knew was how long it had been since she was touched like that! To receive this degree of pleasure, to luxuriate in it, and allow herself to selfishly enjoy it. As conflicted as she was about indulging these feelings, it was impossible to avoid how much she was liking it. But at the same time, it wasn't her significant other doing the touching.
"Ah, god, that feels good," Ashlyn groaned, feeling Goro grip her hips tighter. Then, feeling his hands carefully slither up the sides of her torso, she unknowingly began to nibble her bottom lip. Goro smirked at the mewls he heard coming from under the table. He could feel his junk swelling again, but he made sure not to accidentally graze his tented crotch against her ass.
He massaged the sides of her torso with great skill, his hands doing their work of magically loosening her side muscles. As he slid his thumbs from her waist and up along her ribs, it was as if he was squeezing tension out of her body, amplifying the euphoric relief he had already established. Then, he moved on to her middle and upper back. Ashlyn gasped as Goro scooted himself up her body. Her body tensed, as he hovered directly over her ass. But the old Asian man just continued his powerful massaging of her back, making sure that every nook and cranny of one part of her body was well tended to before moving on to the next. His efforts made Ashlyn's body melt into total ecstasy. She never knew that her body could feel this good!
Moving up to her shoulders, Goro leaned forward and pressed his crotch against her ass. Ashlyn's eyes shot open feeling his crotch touching her. She groaned in discomfort as he pushed himself into her ass. At first she just thought that he was getting a better angle, but then she felt something hard pressing between her cheeks. "What the hell?" she thought. She focused on this strange hard thing, but Goro pulled his crotch away before she could make out what it was. Probably an accident.
Goro pressed his thumbs against her tense muscles and made circular motions, causing Ashlyn to groan with relief. She quickly forgot about the grinding of his crotch into her ass. From her shoulders, he carefully traced his thumbs up and down the center of her back, releasing more tension from her body.
"Wow, that feels, ah, good," Ashlyn moaned, as he finished up with her back. Moving to her arms, he repeated the same routine he had applied to the rest of her body. He unerringly found the perfect pressure points and gave firm squeezes to each digit of her fingers. She couldn't get enough of this massage. By the time he finished with her arms, Ashlyn felt like jello. She wasn't sure if she could walk properly after this.
Then, Goro readied himself for the next part of the massage. "I need you to turn around," Goro requested.
"What?!" Ashlyn exclaimed, pushing herself up and covering her chest with her arm. Goro's eyes were immediately drawn to the fullness of her exposed boobs, bulging out from the pressure of her arm. "I'm not sure if I can do that. I'm basically naked right now, and I'm married. I can't be exposed like this in front of you!"



"No worry, no worry! Cover with towel," Goro quickly replied, bringing out another small towel to cover her chest.
"I- uh, I'm not- sure about this Mr. Tanaka..." Ashlyn nervously replied.
"This important part of Japanese massage! You paid for full massage. I need to massage entire body," Goro explained, climbing off the table.
"Mr. Tanaka I-." she tried to object but he was already trying to get her to roll over onto her back. He handed her the small towel she was supposed to cover herself with.
"Just relax. Make you feel better," Goro insisted, still trying to roll Ashlyn over. His constant prodding eventually caused her to sigh and capitulate. Twisting and scooching her body, she assisted Goro as he rolled her over onto her back. She quickly covered her boobs with the small towel he had given her but, seeing that her lower body was now exposed as well, she quickly reached down and covered her smooth-waxed crotch with her delicate hands.
"Mr. Tanaka! I need a towel to cover myself with!" Ashlyn urgently requested, crossing her legs in a futile effort to hide away her womanly parts from the view of the old man. Goro turned his head and glanced over at her lower regions. He sneakily licked his lips as his eyes took in the magnificent display of her practically naked body. But grabbing another small towel, he carefully covered her crotch, allowing Ashlyn to relax again and withdraw her hands from her crotch. She still felt uncomfortably exposed: the tiny towel seemed like it barely even covered her naked crotch. It was just so short and small, it felt like a mini skirt, barely reaching the sides of her hips.
Grabbing a pillow, Goro went over to Ashlyn. Lifting her head, he slid the pillow under her and carefully put her head back down. Starting the routine again, he began at her legs, making his way up their length again. Ashlyn's doubts about lying on her back remained but, as Goro continued to work his way up her body, she quickly concluded that she had made the right choice. This just felt so unutterably wonderful! Although Ashlyn retained some degree of discomfort about this whole ordeal she found herself in. She felt so exposed in front of the old Japanese masseuse. But her discomfiture was quickly eroding under the ministrations of his massaging hands. As hard as it was to imagine, Ashlyn's body was feeling even better than it had before. Every inch of her body felt better than she could ever remember!
Still, Ashlyn watched Goro carefully as he did his work. Massaging the upper parts of her shins, he slowly but surely made his way back up around her knees to her thighs again. He expertly alternated between using his palms and his thumbs to press into just the right areas. Finally reaching her upper thighs, his massage carefully approached her inner thighs again as his hands worked their way under the small towel. Ashlyn's body tensed up once again at how dangerously close he had drawn to her pussy.
"Mr. Tanaka, ah, be careful, uh," Ashlyn tried to warn in between moans as she attempted to cross her legs to close her exposed pussy off to him.
"No worry, no worry. Part of massage," Goro stated, as he continued to delve deeper, causing her to moan and relax her crossed legs. Sensing that she was lowering her guard, Goro took his chance and grazed his fingers against her wet lips. Ashlyn gasped in pleasure.
"Augh! Mr. Tanaka! You touched me! You touched me there! Don't do that!" Ashlyn exclaimed. Although she was repulsed that this old man had touched her privates, a small ember of arousal suddenly sparked inside her.
"Relax, relax, Japanese massage requires me to massage everywhere," Goro stated, massaging right up to her pussy and grazing her lips again. Ashlyn gasped again at the small but definite pang of pleasure that shot through her body.
"Ah! Mr. Tanaka! Stop doing that. You can't touch me there! I'm a married woman!" Ashlyn shouted, trying to cross her legs.
"Shhh, just relax. Almost done," Goro told her, pressing and rolling his fingers deeper into her inner thighs. Ashlyn moaned in conflicted pleasure. What he was doing was wrong, but it felt so damn good. The heat inside her core was now burning like a raging fire.
"Ohhh, god... Mr. Tanaka. Please, this feels wrong..." Ashlyn tried to object, but her inhibitions were quickly waning. Feeling his fingers graze against her moist lips once again, she bit her lip and closed her eyes. It had been so long since someone other than herself had touched her down there. She had forgotten how good it felt. Her breathing intensified and became more jagged. She could feel the heat from her core rising within her. But just as she was about to tip over the edge, Goro pulled his hands away from her crotch.
Ashlyn let out a breath of disappointed relief. One part of her was glad that Goro had stopped, but another part of her strangely longed for it. Then, she felt the Japanese masseuse move to her upper body. Ashlyn's body quivered as she felt more oil being poured onto her belly. Goro made quick work of massaging her entire torso until he reached her chest. Maneuvering around the small strip towel he began to massage near the sides of her chest and near her armpits. Her heart raced as she felt how close his hands were to her boobs.
Goro continued to massage as close to and around her boobs as humanly possible. His hands massaged the very edges of her mammaries, just barely grazing her soft mounds. She groaned and winced in discomfort at being touched like this by the old man. Meanwhile, Goro was getting hot himself from feeling up this stunning naked woman before him; a thin layer of sweat was beginning forming across his wrinkly forehead.
Then, feeling the towel covering her chest begin to lift off of her, she quickly pulled the towel back down. "Augh! Mr. Tanaka! What are you doing?" she urgently questioned.
"Towel in the way. No worry, no worry," Goro replied, continuing to tug at one of her last lines of defense.
"You can see me like this! This is wrong! I don't want to be fully naked like this in front of you! Do you really think it's necessary to remove my towel?!" Ashlyn exclaimed, firmly holding her towel down onto her naked chest.
"Trust, this normal for Japanese massage. I am professional. A woman holds stress in her chest. I will help you relax. You will enjoy. I can already tell you are right now," Goro replied. Ashlyn blushed out of embarrassment at what the old man was implying.
"What?! I- I am not enjoying-, I don't know what you are talking about," she struggled to say, even as she was forced to realize how aroused she had become by his thorough touching of her body. Her mind was in discord. What was happening felt wrong, but she felt so good! Goro just smirked at her and gave her a knowing look.
Then, Goro reached over to her face with his wrinkly hand and placed an oily finger on her lush lips. "Just relax, let me do my work." Ashlyn stifled, feeling his oily finger pressing against her lips. She could taste the lubricant seeping past her lips. His use of his oil-drenched finger to silence her bemused Ashlyn. It felt so wrong, so salacious, but at the same time it struck her as very sensual. She kinda liked it...
Ashlyn crossed her hazel eyes and gawked at the oily finger firmly placed on her lips for a few moments before finally relenting and relaxing her body. She gave Goro a slight nod, indicating that it was okay to proceed. He was a professional, after all. He probably saw boobs all the time. Allowing Goro to remove the towel, she lay there nervously, her boobs now fully exposed to this old man. Goro's beady eyes widened as her shapely boobs were revealed to him. His crotch immediately tented up even harder. But composing himself, he went over and gathered more oil to apply to her chest. Luckily for Goro, the caramel goddess had firmly closed her eyes out of nervousness.
Ashlyn could feel her heart pounding out of her chest. Other than the small towel covering her crotch, she was entirely naked. She felt uneasy, but at the same time she was weirdly exhilarated. Then, as Goro massaged the warm oil around her chest again, she let out a small moan. He wasn't fully touching her boobs yet, but she could feel the sides of his massaging hands grazing closer to the edges of her shapely mammaries.
This continued for a bit as Goro made sure that his sexy client was fully relaxed and docile until he could move onto the next step. He hungrily leered at her boobs and he massaged around her chest. He could see that she was trying her best not to moan too loudly, but the semi-aroused look on her face was a dead give away that she wanted more. Sensing that Ashlyn's guard was lowered down again, Goro made his next move.
As the pretty lightskin lay tremorously on the massage table with her eyes closed, she gasped out in sudden pleasure as she felt warm oily hands grabbing directly onto her boobs. Her eyes shot wide open, immediately fixating on her Japanese masseur. But before she could get a word out, a sensual moan escaped from her mouth. She winced in uncomfortable pleasure as he began to knead and massage her supple boobs in his surprisingly powerful old hands. She shut her eyes again for a few moments, allowing herself to bask in these pleasurable new sensations.
"Ah, ohhh, Mr. Tana-. Oh m-, ah," she mewled, opening her eyes again and locking them onto those of her massage therapist. Goro just smiled at her and nodded as he made sure that his groping felt as professional as possible for her, while also finding pleasure points to make her relax more. Ashlyn's chest heaved as her breathing slowed and deepened. Her arousal was rising exponentially. The old man continued his siege on her soft boobs. Ashlyn moaned and writhed in pleasure on the table beneath him. Goro grinned deviously, as he saw the moaning mess he was reducing her to. He could sense that her inhibitions were quickly eroding away: making her more susceptible to other things...
Knowing he could now move onto more salacious things, Goro used his thumbs and pressed them against her cute looking nipples. "Ah! Mhmmm," Ashlyn moaned at the stimulation to her nipples. Propriety demanded that she call out his salacious actions, but her throat was too choked up by her moans for her to force out any words.
"Feel good?" Goro asked as he continued to play with her sensitive nipples with his thumbs.
"Mhmm, ah, wha-, ah! No-, mhmmm... yeah... that feels good..." Ashlyn mewled. "Is- this a part of the-, ohhh, mhhmmm... the Japanese massage?" she queried in between her moans of pleasure.
"Oh, yes yes. It is a special method to make clients feel really relaxed," the old Asian man replied. Ashlyn could feel her nipples erecting and enlarging as his thumbs played with and twirled her sensitive pieces of flesh. At the same time, she also noticed how wet her pussy was growing. Ashlyn was now so aroused and relaxed from Goro's massage that she was trembling with ecstasy. He flicked and pinched her hardening nipples with his fingers causing her to moan even louder. She couldn't believe that she was actually enjoying this. Her rising arousal was making her forget that she was married.
After a few more minutes of groping and playing with her mammaries, Goro concluded that he had warmed her up sufficiently that he could now deliver her 'happy' ending. Releasing one of his hands from her right breast, he trailed his well oiled fingers down her chest, across her stomach, and past her navel. Ashlyn gasped as she felt those same warm slippery fingers snaking their way under the small towel covering her crotch.
Looking down, her hazel eyes widened as she confirmed where Goro's hand was slithering. "Augh! What are you doing?! Why is your hand going down there?!" Ashlyn exclaimed. But before she could say anything else, the old man released his other hand from her other breast and placed his wrinkly oily finger back on her lips.
"Shhhh," he silenced her. "This is final part of Japanese massage. You will feel very good. Trust." Ashlyn didn't know what to say. All she could think about was his hand down her crotch. "Just relax. Let me make you feel good," Goro repeated, slipping his hand further down.
Ashlyn's body quivered in pleasure and her eyelids fluttered as his wrinkly fingers made contact with her moist pussy lips. "Ah, ohhhh... my god... Mr. Tanaka... you can't be doing this... ah, I- I have a husband..." she cooed with his finger still on her lips, trying to push back against his efforts, but the only pushing that actually took place was that of her hips as she unconsciously shoved her pussy lips more firmly into his fingers. The pleasure flowing from his touching of her womanly parts had awakened something that she had almost forgotten. It had been oh so long since any fingers other than her own had touched her there: she honestly couldn't remember the last time her husband Harry had elicited feelings like this.
"Shhh," he cut her off again. "Relax, this special part of massage. Relax."
Then his wrinkly oily fingers slipped in between her pulsing lips, pulling a gasp of sultry pleasure from Ashlyn's throat. Goro wasted no time digging his two fingers deep inside her warm velvet walls. Ashlyn was too lost in her pleasurable ecstasy to object to his inappropriate actions. As the old Japanese man continued his work, he could feel her soaking wet walls wrap and contort around his wrinkly fingers.
Ashlyn had devolved into a moaning mess, a puddle of pleasure wriggling on the massage table. She couldn't believe that she was allowing this old man to flagrantly finger her hot wet pussy! But Ashlyn felt too good to care. Whatever this 'special' massage was, she was loving it. Goro made sure to maneuver his fingers just right so that her mind was more occupied with the pleasure he was giving her than with her marriage. Each time he managed to release tension from different parts of her wet pussy, she fell deeper under his spell. For the next few minutes the small room resounded with the sultry moans of the light skinned beauty. Her sounds of arousal were working Goro up in turn, as evidenced by the size of the bulge that was forming in the crotch of his massage trousers: the fabric was stretched as far as it could go. While his right hand was busy pleasuring his client's pussy, he moved his free hand back onto her soft breasts. As he groped and played with her soft mounds, Ashlyn closed her eyes and moaned out her pleasure even louder.
Her juices were gushing from her slit and slathering Goro's palm. Ashlyn squirmed around on the table as his fingers sleuthed in and out of her pussy. Against all her expectations, the way he was maneuvering his fingers inside her was forcing her to the surprising conclusion that she was indeed in the hands of a true professional. "God, how does this old man know how to do this?! He's fingering me so fucking good... Harry was never this good at fingering me..." she thought to herself as she gripped the white sheets of the table.
Ashlyn's core was on fire! She felt so good, but there was still a part of her mind that was screaming at her that this was so wrong. But she was too lost in her lust and arousal to care. Ashlyn just lay there quivering and allowed the old man to fan the flames of her lust ever higher.
Then, Goro slid the hand he had been using to torment her breast up from her chest, along her neck, and towards her mouth again. Feeling his digits prodding at her lips, her eyelids slowly opened to see what Goro was trying to do now. But before she could say a word, two of his oily fingers slipped past her lips and into her mouth. "Mmmffmm," Ashlyn groaned in surprise. She couldn't believe that this old man had stuck his oily fingers in her mouth. "Is this part of the massage too?! How would this even help me relax more?!" she urgently wondered. Her thoughts were quickly interrupted by his intensifying fingering. She involuntarily closed her lips around his oily digits and moaned.
Glancing back down towards her crotch, she watched his hand working away deep in her privates. It felt so surreal. Ashlyn had heard rumors of guys getting happy endings in massage parlors, but she had never conceived that this could also apply to women! As Goro's fingers twisted upwards inside her convulsing canal, she involuntarily wrapped her lush lips tighter around his wrinkly fingers and her body tensed up. She could feel her orgasm rising within her core. Before she knew it, Ashlyn was unknowingly sucking on the old man's oily fingers with lust and desire.
She couldn't believe that she was doing this. She was married, for christ sake! But this insanely dangerous thrill the old Asian man's fingers were delivering to her, wriggling deeply around inside her married pussy and invading her mouth, only emphasized just how dull her marriage had become. It was so wrong, so naughty, so totally what she had been missing out on... It wasn't long before Goro found her G-spot. As soon as Ashlyn felt his fingers press against her love spot, she moaned loudly against his fingers in her mouth. "Goooddd, this guy really knows what he's doing!" she thought, as her body quivered in pleasure.
Glancing back up at Goro, she saw his toothy grin looking down upon her. Based on the look on his face, she could tell that he was enjoying this just as much as she was. "Ugh, I knew it! He's just a pervy old man!" Ashlyn affirmed to herself. But as quickly as the thought coalesced in her mind, another sharp pang of the pleasure that was piercing her body ripped the thought right back out of her mind.
His assault on her G-spot was relentless. Ashlyn squirmed and writhed in mind-melting pleasure under him as his fingers continuously dipped into her love spot. This continued for a few more moments as she held on for dear life, before she simply couldn't take it anymore. One final roll of his fingers compelled a muffled squeal from Ashlyn; she suctioned his fingers between her lush lips as she reached her mind shattering orgasm. Her legs slid up from the table and she planted them firmly beneath her as she arched her back up high. Ashlyn gushed her sweet creamy juices all over Goro's hand and then squeezed her thighs together, trapping his hand within her crotch.
Goro really loved the way he had brought this hot caramel skinned beauty to orgasm. Thankfully, she was so focused on him fingering her that she had failed to realize how hard he had grown in the crotch of his trousers. His arousal was so through the roof! He had been salaciously touching and tormenting this very attractive young naked woman for god knows how long. He could feel his balls filling with pressure. It'd been a while since he'd been with a woman. The urge to relieve himself was pestering him, demanding that he now attend to his own needs.
Removing his fingers from both her wet holes, he took one more glance at Ashlyn as she lay there below him, helpless buzzing in her post orgasmic bliss. Her hazel eyes were rolled behind her lids and her mouth hung agape. His cock twitched at how hot she looked. Goro couldn't take it anymore, he needed to get himself some of that sweet caramel ass. Seeing that Ashlyn was still delirious, he took a risky opportunity that might yet bite him in the ass if this didn't work out the way he planned. But he was an old man who had already lived a long and eventful life, so he didn't really care what could happen if things were to go wrong.
Quickly grabbing at his trousers, he dropped them to his ankles revealing his cock. Seeing that Ashlyn's eyes were still rolled back behind her lids, he took a leap of faith, grabbing her wrist and guiding her hand onto his erect shaft. Her eyes rolled back into position as she felt her hand being wrapped around a hot throbbing object. Glancing to see what it was, Ashlyn gasped at the sight of Goro forcing her hand to grasp his Asian cock! To her even greater surprise, she realized that the old man was hung like a horse! His cock had to be around eight inches long, maybe more. His shaft was wrapped with thick veins and his cock head was big and bulbous. His pelvic hair was sparsely sprinkled with gray and his low hanging sack looked so heavy, so full, so virile...



"Mr. Tanaka! What the- what the fuck are you doing?! Let go! You perverted old man! I knew it! This was all you wanted! Ugh!" Ashlyn hissed in disgust, trying to pull her hand away from his fat shaft. But he managed to hold her hand in place with surprising strength. She continued to watch in horror at the sight of his monster cock in her hand. Goro just smirked and held her still.
"This is the final step of massage. Mutual pleasure is the ultimate form of relaxation. I can feel that you very tense. You need full relaxation," Goro explained. Ashlyn was frozen in place, her eyes were riveted upon his big throbbing cock. She couldn't believe that he was that big. Especially for an old asian guy. Ashlyn couldn't help but tell that his cock was significantly larger than her husband's. Harry's dick wasn't much more than five inches, on his best days maybe six, and that's only if she was being generous.
"Wha- what are you implying? What is it you want me to do??" Ashlyn urgently questioned. Her chest swelled with embarrassed arousal.
"Just relax and allow bodies to do what we so seek," Goro answered with obscurity. He ran his right hand back down to Ashlyn's still throbbing pussy and delved his fingers back into her wet cunt.
Ashlyn involuntarily moaned at the welcome feeling of his digits entering her once more: it was as if that's where they belonged. As she felt his fingers slide in between her velvet walls, she unknowingly squeezed on his fat shaft causing him to release a decrepit groan.
"Augh! Mr. Tanaka! Whatever you're planning on doing, please stop! This is wrong. I can't be doing this. Especially with an old man like you!" she tried to object, but she still had her hand wrapped around his cock.
"Is husband tending to you back at home?" Goro suddenly asked.
"What??" Ashlyn was taken aback by his very personal question.
"Husband. I can tell he no take care of your needs. I can feel in body, your muscles very tense. Been this way for long time. Mutual pleasure help body fully relax. Trust."
"Don't make assumptions about my personal life. My husband tends to me perfectly fine," Ashlyn objected, though she knew that was a total lie.
"Hm, you tell untruth," Goro stated. "When I touch you in your pussy, you sound like you haven't been touched like that for long time."
Ashlyn's eyes widened. Him saying 'pussy' seemed so unprofessional, so vulgar! But nonetheless, he saw right through her.
"Don't lie, you can be honest," he prodded, digging his wrinkly fingers deeper into her sopping pussy, causing her to quiver and moan in pleasure.
Ashlyn was then reminded of how Harry refused to touch her. She grew resentful and frustrated. She hated how Goro was right. A part of her was repulsed by the fact that this old man was making her feel so good. His questioning about her sex life had preoccupied her with her own thoughts, rendering her unaware of the way her hand was still firmly locked on his cock as he slowly fingered her pussy.
"Er, yeah... My husband hasn't touched me in a while..." Ashlyn quietly revealed. Goro grinned from ear to ear. He was picking this sexy woman apart, making her more susceptible to his advances.
"Ah, no good. Let me help you with that," Goro urged. Ashlyn was still iffy about this whole situation, but the fingering of her pussy was making it a whole lot easier to fall deeper into Goro's perverse clutches.
"Ah, god that feels good," Ashlyn mewled. "Mr. Tanaka... What are you suggesting?" But based on how he had his hand on her wrist, forcing her to hold onto his cock, she kinda knew what he was alluding to.
"Japanese massage system is perfect for this. Just relax for now and allow our bodies to do what it so desires," Goro answered.
"But I'm married..." Albeit, a rather dull marriage.
"You paying money for service. Therapy services very confidential. Husband no need to know. Just relax. This stays between us." Goro's line of reasoning did make some sort of sense to Ashlyn. She had paid for a service. Massage therapy was a kind of medical practice. Therapeutic services were private between the provider and the patient. Though this could also be seen as some weird kind of sex work. But still, this was just a service, there was nothing personal about it.
She contemplated what to do. Though Goro pleasuring her was obscuring her line of reasoning. She thought about what he possibly could have in store for her. Weirdly enough, this was making her feel exhilarated. The thrill of what they were doing made her heart race. The naughtiness and taboo nature of this made her feel alive! This was all so different from the entrenched boredom of her marriage.
"Em, okay..." Ashlyn capitulated. "But this stays between us, got it?" she sternly requested.
Goro happily nodded in agreement. He had her firmly in his grips. All he needed to do now was to get her even more hot and riled up before the main course. Releasing her wrist, he reached his hand over to the small towel still covering her smooth crotch and tossed it aside.
Ashlyn gasped. Now that she was fully naked on the massage table, she could feel the adrenaline rushing through her veins. She was bemused by how definitively Goro had stripped her of what little modesty she had left. Ashlyn felt embarrassed, but even that embarrassment was fueling her arousal...
Grabbing some more oil, Goro poured some of it down his shaft, which was still clutched in her slender fingers. Ashlyn watched as the translucent liquid dribbled onto her hand and onto his veiny shaft. She looked up at the old man as he gave her a knowing grin.
Catching on to what he wanted, Ashlyn took a deep breath before beginning to stroke his cock. Goro groaned in pleasure as he felt the caramel goddess commencing to manipulate his manhood. Making circular motions with her hand, she made sure to lather his cock up with the oil.
"Subarashi..." Goro grunted, as her wet oily hand glided up and down his aging yet endowed member. Ashlyn moaned as well as he continued to stroke his digits into her pussy.
She couldn't believe that she was jerking off this old man as he did the same for her. It was so depraved and dirty. But the rush of excitement made her chest and core burn in arousal. She continued to stare at the throbbing cock in her hand just next to her. She could see his precum beginning to drip from the small slit of his cock head.
"Jesus, Mr. Tanaka... Your cock... it's so big," Ashlyn subconsciously cooed. He just chuckled and smirked with pride. He was happy at how she was slowly getting more immersed in what they were doing as they pleasured each other.
"Surprised, no?" he asked.
"Yes... I'm just wondering how an old man like you could have a cock like this. What are you feeding this thing?"
Ashlyn's hazel eyes were transfixed upon his big throbbing manhood in her stroking hand and she was subconsciously nibbling on the corner of her bottom lip.
"He he, let's just say I'm blessed," Goro snickered pridefully.
The sounds of the wet squelching of their sexes tantalized their ears. Ashlyn's neurons were firing on all cylinders. God, she felt so good. This mutual masturbation they were partaking in was making her so fucking horny. It felt like it had been eons since she had touched a man's phallus. And the fact that the one she was stroking was so well endowed made things even hotter!
Ashlyn breathed heavily as she rhythmically jerked the old man's shaft with her right hand. She was entranced with what she was doing. She watched in awe as her digits slid up and down his cock shaft. She still couldn't believe that Goro was packing such a heavy tool. Ashlyn was struggling to maintain focus on her task of pleasuring her therapist as his fingers skillfully explored her sopping pussy.
Meanwhile, Goro was loving how he had succeeded in getting Ashlyn to stroke his cock. He felt his blood rushing down into his nether regions as she stimulated the nerves in his big cock. He groaned and hungrily licked his lips as he watched her hand skillfully shift up and down his shaft: the oil made her motions so smooth and fluid. He throbbed heavily in her delicate hand. Goro felt like it had been ages since the last time he had been touched by a woman, let alone as beautiful a woman as the one who lay before him at this very moment.
Feeling another orgasm rising up from within her core, Ashlyn's breathing trembled and her chest began to heave as she drew in deep drafts of air. Goro sensed her impending orgasm based on how her walls were contracting around his fingers. He could feel the pressure in his groin building up from the stroking of his light-skinned client's soft hand on his cock. He grinned deviously knowing he had her exactly where he wanted.
"Ah, Mr. Tanaka... I'm about to cum," she announced in a low breathy voice. But just as she was about to tip over the edge, Goro quickly withdrew his fingers from her wet slit.
"Augh... what the hell?" Ashlyn gasped in disappointment. "I was so close. Why'd you stop?" Her core burned furiously. She was so close to her orgasm and the sudden withdrawal of his fingers from her pussy had left her frustrated and needy.
Still holding onto the old man's cock, Ashlyn looked up at him to see what was up. Her hazel eyes widened to see that he was pulling the remainder of his clothing off his body. She saw his frail naked body in all its glory. There wasn't much to talk about beyond his skinny and wrinkly looks. He did have somewhat of a small beer gut. But the sight of the disparity between his body and his cock was something to behold. The body definitely didn't match the package he was carrying.
"Why are you getting naked?? I thought this was all that we were doing??" Ashlyn urgently asked, slowing the stroking of his cock to a halt. Though she still forgot to release her grasp upon his oily shaft.
Without a word, Goro moved away from Ashlyn, extracting his still erect cock from her slippery, flinging a mixture of oil and his precum into the air, some lightly sprinkled across her naked body. He climbed onto the end of the massage table with her. As he moved, Ashlyn's eyes remained affixed to his cock and balls hanging low and heavy between his frail-looking legs. Once on the table, he reached down and grabbed her legs, trying to spread them apart.
Breaking from her trance, Ashlyn locked her legs in place to prevent him from opening them any further and objected to his salacious advances. "Mr. Tanaka! What are yo-, are you trying to have sex with me?! This can't happen, this is wrong. I'm married!"
A devious-looking grin formed on his face. With one strong motion, he jerked her legs apart and swiftly placed himself between them. Ashlyn gasped as her thighs were splayed wide open. Goro's cock was now dangerously close to her exposed pussy. Locking eyes with him, she saw that his beady eyes were filled with lust. Then, feeling a poke at her soaking lips, her gaze was quickly diverted down toward their naked crotches, where she saw that his cock head was pressing against her wet folds.
"This is final form of mutual pleasure..." Goro stated, grabbing the backs of her knees and holding her legs open for him.
"What?! Sex? You can't be serious. I can't be doing such things with total strangers. Let alone a pervy old man like you," Ashlyn hissed, placing her hands on his wrinkly chest, trying to push him away. But the touch of her feminine hands upon him only made Goro more horny. He probed his cock against her lips more firmly, causing her to release a loud heavy moan. Ashlyn quickly removed her hands from his chest and covered her mouth.
"I can tell you want this," Goro said, grabbing the base of his cock and beginning to slowly rub himself up and down her pulsing slit.
"But, I'm marri-"
"Husband no need to know. This is just a service, no? Everything that happens here, stays here. All confidential," Goro interrupted. Ashlyn was frozen in horny lust by the way his cock head was rubbing and teasing her clit.
Ashlyn's inhibitions were quickly being stripped away as his cock continued to rub against her pussy. His denial of her orgasm had made her ravenously horny. She glared at the old man, deducing that Goro had done that on purpose just to get her all hot and riled up. But her scrutinizing stare was quickly diffused by the lust stirred up as he pressed his cock head harder against her wet slit. It had been such a long while since a cock had touched her like this. "Ugh... God, I've missed this feeling," she unknowingly thought to herself.
"Mr. Tanaka I-" Ashlyn tried to say.
"Husband hasn't made love to you for long time, no?" Goro cut her off. "Just feel my cock rubbing against pussy. Feels good, no? You want me inside, no?" he continued to prod. "Just let go. Let special Japanese massage take course."
Ashlyn nervously nibbled on her bottom lip as she listened to Goro make his case. She knew that this was wrong, but she was so god damn horny! And the denial of her orgasm was certainly making things harder. A small part of her screamed for her to get up and leave, but her body's natural instinct to fuck kept her anchored down on the table. The constant rubbing and teasing of Goro's manhood was making Ashlyn insatiable. She felt the excruciating itch deep inside her core from her missed orgasm nagging at her, and she eagerly needed it satiated.
"My husband hasn't made love to me for a while..." she trailed off. Goro grinned evilly and pressed his cock head deeper against her wet folds.
"Ah, so let go. Let me help you relieve yourself. You want this, no?" Goro reiterated.
Ashlyn's heart raced, feeling his cock head slowly delve deeper into her slit. She watched closely as he fell deeper and deeper into her welcoming pussy. Then as he was about to reach half way in, Goro stopped. Glancing up at him, Ashlyn locked eyes with her hung Japanese masseur.
"So, shall we proceed?" Goro asked one last time. "You did pay for the full service..."
Ashlyn's eyes widened as she contemplated what she was going to do. But her decision making was being heavily confused now that he had buried half his meaty cock inside her sopping wet pussy. She thought about the wrongness of having sex outside of her marriage, especially the fact that it was with this pervy old man. But the tabooness of it was getting at her again and was making her blood boil in arousal.
Sensing that Ashlyn was still skeptical about this whole ordeal, Goro slid a centimeter deeper into her warm slit to encourage her to make the right decision. Ashlyn let out a loud moan and he could immediately sense the flipping of the switch inside of her. Goro saw her eyes shift from a look of nervousness and doubt to one of lust and desire.
"Ah, fuck it..." Ashlyn conceded. "Put it in... Mr. Tanaka. I- I need it inside of me... I need you inside of me..."
Goro gleefully smiled to see the caramel goddess succumb to his coercion. Without a word, the old man fully dropped his hips down and delved his entire cock deep inside Ashlyn's begging pussy. A schlucking sound accompanied the splat as Goro's cockhead smacked into Ashlyn's cervix, but she didn't hear a thing. She was too busy coming on impact. Her body shook intensely, convulsing as his raging cock drove deep inside her love canal. Goro winced in extreme pleasure as Ashlyn's warm walls contracted tightly around his cock.
The two moaned out in relief as their sexes finally combined in bliss. Ashlyn clinched her toes, her white pedicured nails glinting as she felt Goro go balls deep inside of her. Her pussy neurons were on fire at entertaining a cock after so long of absence.
Her velvet walls stretched and contorted to accommodate his very sizable member. Ashlyn had forgotten what it had felt like to have the flesh of a real cock inside of her. She was so tired of having to use small vibrators and inadequate rubber toys to alleviate her needs. But what was making her lose her mind was how big he was. She was so used to Harry's size. It wasn't like he couldn't satisfy her. In fact, he had done just fine most of the time, back when he even bothered to care. But Goro's cock was just different on so many levels. It reached all the way inside of her so that she could feel his bulbous cock head pressing against her cervix. And he filled her up perfectly.
"Ah, oh my god! Mr. Tanaka! You- you're so big! Jesus, you're gonna rip me apart!" Ashlyn moaned out loud. Goro grinned proudly at how well his member was making her feel. He knew that once they were finished here, she would become a loyal customer and come back for more.
"Kimochi... Augh, so tight," Goro groaned.
He held himself deep inside of her for a few moments so Ashyln could gather herself. Once she felt that her pussy had adapted to his sizable manhood, she gave him an affirming nod for him to proceed. Giving her a lustful smirk, Goro grabbed her curvy hips, drew his hips rearwards, and drove decisively back into her tight cunt, causing her to gasp and flutter her eyelids in pleasure.
Ashlyn proceeded to let out a series of breathy moans as Goro began to rhythmically thrust in and out of her tight wet pussy. She was living on a cloud. God, how she had missed the wonders of having sex with a man. It was as if she was finally satisfying her addiction after having been denied it for far too long.
The clapping of their flesh reverberated through the room. Goro's cock head repeatedly slammed against her cervix. This hung old man was taking her to heights of pleasure that Ashlyn hadn't known were even possible! Combined with the depravity that she knew she was indulging in, her body was swelling with extreme arousal. She was essentially cheating on her husband for the first time. Though her horny mind rationalized that this wasn't really cheating, it was more of service, right? A professional service, the special Japanese system of massage therapy...
Goro wheezed heavily as he rapidly pistoned his hips into her pelvis. He sounded like he was about to die. But to Ashlyn's pleasurable surprise, he still maintained the pace of his fucking. Hell, he was even able to up the ante. Feeling him drive his cock even harder, Ashlyn reached out and held onto his wrinkled forearms for dear life as her long sexy legs hung in the air next to him.
"Yes yes yes yes! Ah, god! That feels so fucking good! Keep doing that!" she wailed.
"You like, no? Am I making you feel good?" Goro asked in a husky voice.
"Augh! Yes! Oh my god! You're fucking me so good, Mr. Tanaka! Fuck!" Ashlyn screamed, gripping his arms even tighter.
Goro smirked. With every thrust of his cock, Ashlyn was being thrust even further into the realm of pleasure and ecstasy. She was losing her mind!
"Is this first time having Japanese man?" Goro asked Ashlyn as he wheezed heavily.
"Ah! YES! You are the first Japanese man that I have had sex with! Do all Japanese men fuck like you do?!" the caramel goddess moaned loudly. He grinned upon learning that he was the first Japanese man Ashlyn had ever had sex with, which certainly stroked his ego.
"No, not all Japanese men like me. But you lucky! I am very good at pleasing women!"
"Holy fuck! Ah, yes, Mr. Tanaka! I can definitely tell that you are! Where did you learn to fuck like this?!" Ashlyn moaned in a breathy voice.
Then, Goro leaned down to her and whispered in her left ear. "I have lived long life. You experiencing everything I have learned from all my years of life. I can tell you love how I'm fucking you, no?" he suggested seductively in his old raspy voice.
Ashlyn could feel goosebumps rising on her skin. Goro's words were so vulgar and depraved... She loved it! Ashlyn could feel his hot humid breath gusting against the side of her head and down her neck. With him now lying directly on top of her, her supple boobs were pressing up into his flabby old chest and his weight applied pressure more directly upon her pelvis.



Out of nowhere, Goro began to bite and nibble at her ear lobe. Ashlyn's eyelids fluttered, feeling this new form of stimulation. Then, snaking his tongue out of his mouth, Goro slipped it into her ear canal.
"Oh my lord..." Ashlyn groaned. Her body trembled as Goro explored her ear with his old wet tongue.
As his thrusts continued, Ashlyn subconsciously encompassed his thin waist in the grip of her long legs, pulling him even deeper into her. Goro groaned in pleasure as he felt his caramel goddess sink further into their 'massage' session. He was surprised how strong her legs were. Every time he would drag his hips back, Ashlyn would eagerly pull him back down with such force. And the slapping of his heavy balls against her ass only added to their arousal. He could sense her lust and desire growing within her with every thrust.
The licking of her ear and the fucking of her pussy sent Ashlyn to the very brink. Her mind was being overloaded with so much stimulation that her brain was short-circuiting.
"Ahhhhh! Cumming!" Ashlyn wailed as another orgasm overtook her. She could hear Goro groan in her ear as her walls contracted tightly around his throbbing cock.
As her orgasm ripped through her body, the old asian man continued his onslaught. Ashlyn wrapped her arms around his back and dug her white manicured nails into his loose wrinkly skin. Goro groaned and winced in pain as he felt her claw at his back, but he still trudged on knowing that this was just another side effect of giving a woman a good fucking and that it was going to be all worth it in the long run. Ashlyn held on for dear life as he pounded away at her pulsing pussy. Her thick white cream accumulated around the base of his fat shaft as they continued to fuck like wild animals.
"Mr. Tanaka! You're making me lose my fucking mind," Ashlyn wailed in pleasure.
"Good! You deserve to get your pussy pounded! A beautiful woman like you should be well fucked everyday!" Goro growled.
"Fuck, yes! I do deserve to be fucked, Mr. Tanaka! God, how I've missed this!" The way they were talking to each other was anything but professional at this point.
Removing himself from her ear, Goro lifted his head up and hovered his face directly over Ashlyn's. Goro's beady eyes widened as he took note of every single detail of her beautiful feminine face. Her pretty hazel eyes were glazed with lust and were rolled behind her lids. While her tongue sexily hung out of her mouth: he could see a long string of her saliva dripping from the tip of her tongue and onto her chin. Goro smirked at how her expression reminded him of those ahegao faces that he saw in the hentai he read.
Goro's old eyes were then drawn to her lush lips. The strong urge to wrap his own lips with hers suddenly fell upon him. Without hesitation, he dropped his head down and slipped his tongue into Ashlyn's gaping mouth.
"Mmmfffhhmmm!" she groaned in surprise. Her eyes rolled back into position and widened to see and feel Goro hungrily making out with her.
His tongue eagerly danced and played with hers. Ashlyn mounted a short stint of resistance by trying to stiffen up her tongue, but his advances were simply too much for her to handle. The reverberations of his big cock within her pulsating passage left her very docile to all his salacious actions. Relaxing a bit more, she allowed Goro to do as he pleased with her mouth. He firmly locked his lips with hers and continued to shove his tongue as far down her wet mouth as humanly possible. He could taste how sweet her saliva was as they traded fluids with each other. Goro was pretty sure that he was in heaven.
Ashlyn's mind was hazed with lust. Goro was making her feel so damn good that she ignored the fact that he was a perverted skinny old hung Japanese man. In fact, the very idea that she was allowing this old man to have his way with her was just another component adding to her arousal.
After some unknown amount of time of intense fucking and sloppy kissing, Goro was finally reaching his limit. His nostrils flared out as his breathing got heavier. He could feel his cock slowly tensing up each time he drove his cock back into Ashlyn's tight squelching pussy.
As he withdrew his tongue from hers, strings of their mixed saliva were left between their mouths. "Cumming... soon..." Goro grunted, pistoning his cock into her with even more vigor. Reaching behind him, he grabbed Ashlyn's legs and pried them off from around his waist. He then shoved them up towards her chest and mounted himself atop of her thighs, pinning her into a mating press. She was so lost in their intense fucking that she didn't care where he came. And it wasn't like she could do anything about it, given the way Goro had her pinned down onto the massage table.
"Ah, uh, ah. Yes! Fuck! Cum! I fucking need it! I miss this! Cum, Mr. Tanaka, fucking cum for me!" Ashlyn wailed. Goro leaned all the way down, compressing her legs even further into her chest, causing her legs to dangle in the air, jerking as loosely as the legs of a broken doll. Locking lips with her once more, Goro thrust down into her with even more intense vigor as his orgasm came closer and closer. Their tongues twirled and they moaned heavily into each others mouths as they fucked each other to oblivion.
Then, with one final thrust, Goro felt his cock and balls contract as he finally reached his orgasm. "MHHMMMMM!" he groaned heavily into Ashlyn's mouth as he spewed his heavy virile load deep inside of her. Releasing his lips from hers, he let out a loud decrepit groan. "EEEAAHHYAAAA!" It sounded like the old man was gonna die from his orgasm. If he did, at least he would die a happy man.
Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened as she felt him inject his thick seed deep inside her womb. The warm feeling of being filled up to the brim felt so good that she was forced into yet another orgasm. Breaking her legs free from his grasp, she wrapped her legs back around his waist and crossed her ankles to entrap him: her body was following its natural instincts to mate and reproduce. She pulled him as deep as she could and her warm velvet walls contracted tightly and happily around Goro's rampant cock, milking the old man for everything he had. Their eyes rolled back in extreme pleasure as they indulged in the most primitive form of entertainment.
"Ohhhh, holy fuuuccckkk, yesssss!" Ashlyn moaned. Her body trembled and shook violently as she came with Goro. The warm feeling of his thick cum filling her womb made her feel so good, so literally fulfilled.
"Augh! Oh yes, feel so good!" Goro groaned as he gave Ashlyn a few more good pumps before collapsing on her.
The peculiar pair panted heavily as they lay entangled there on the massage table. Climbing off of Ashlyn's limp body at last, Goro removed his still lengthy manhood from her well used pussy, making an audible popping sound. As he stood back up, he got a good view of her pretty looking slit. He smirked with delight at the sight of his thick virile seed leaking out of her. Goro didn't know if she was on contraceptive pills or not, but he didn't really care. The only thing that mattered was that he had gotten his cock wet with some sweet married pussy. Though, he kinda liked the idea of Ashlyn having his Japanese bastard child.
Regaining her strength, Ashlyn slowly sat back up. Looking over at the old man, she saw that he was still naked. She observed him going to a nearby cabinet and grabbing some towels. Her hazel eyes were immediately drawn to his hung flaccid cock and the heavy low-hanging balls that dangled between his old frail looking legs. She could see some remnants of his cum leaking from his tip and onto the floor beneath him.
"God, I can't believe that I had sex with this old guy. But what a fucking cock he has... He sure fucks like an animal..." she thought. Finding herself biting on her lip, she quickly felt her face get red hot.
As her post orgasmic bliss subsided. Ashlyn's clarity slowly returned. Then it hit her. She had just essentially cheated on Harry for the first time. Ashlyn shamefully covered her face with her hands. Her heart palpated heavily thinking about what she was going to do. "Fuck, fuck, fuck. What am I going to do?! Harry can't find out that I did such a thing," she screamed to herself. As she tried to calculate what to do, she started to rationalize the justification behind her little fling, if you wanted to call it that.
"I paid for a service. That can't be cheating, right?" She allowed Goro's line of reasoning to continue to resonate within her.
"Yeah... this doesn't really count. This is just a special Japanese massage. If it's a cultural thing, I didn't want to show any sign of disrespect by not going through with this. This is a normal thing in Japan. I didn't do anything too bad."
Ashlyn's mind was slowly easing away from her initial discomfort the more she thought it through. She also allowed her resentment of her husband to slowly creep in. She rationalized how his lack of sexual attention had driven her to pay for such a nefarious service. But her deep thinking was suddenly interrupted by Goro handing her a small towel.
"How you feeling? The sex was good, no?" he queried.
"Em, the sex was... good... very good..." Ashlyn felt ashamed admitting it, but she would be lying if she said anything else.
"I still can't believe that we did that. I'm married...."
"From what I can tell, you don't seem to be happily married," Goro started. "The way you and I had sex, you seem like you haven't done it for long time. Husband really hasn't been tending to you, no?"
Ashlyn ran her hands through her long curly hair. Goro was right about her and her husband. Harry's lack of giving any sort of fuck towards her was really making her frustrated. It had left her vulnerable and needy for the kind of relief service that Goro provided. And Harry wasn't the sort of person to talk things out, so she was stuck in a rut. She did love him, but the man she loved was the one she had married a few years back. The man he had become felt more and more like a different person. But Ashlyn still held onto a sliver of hope that one day he would return to his senses and find his way back to the man he once had been.
"Ugh... I don't want to go any deeper into this, Mr. Tanaka. I really should get going..." Ashlyn groaned in frustration. Goro nodded and began to put his clothes back on.
Shifting her body over to the side of the low standing massage table, Ashlyn hung her legs over and firmly planted her bare feet on the floor. Using the towel that Goro had given her, she cleaned off the remains of the oil and sweat off of her luscious body. As she stood back up, she suddenly felt something thick and warm dripping from her pussy. Looking down at the floor, her eyes widened as she saw the small pool of white fluid forming at her feet. Deducing what it was, she began frantically scrubbing her pussy with the towel. Ashlyn had been so lost in the sex and pleasure of her own orgasms, that she had totally forgotten that Goro had cum inside of her.
"Augh, Mr. Tanaka! You came in me?! You can't be doing such things, I'm not on the pill!" Ashlyn sternly voiced her concerns as she kept wiping away at his leaking cum. No matter how much she wiped, it just kept endlessly streaming out of her.
"Jesus, how much did this old man cum in me?! He might get me pregnant!" she exclaimed to herself. She was partly disgusted and partly amazed by how virile Goro appeared to be.
"So sorry!" Goro bowed his head to her in sincerity, hiding a devious smirk. "Didn't know! Truly. But it was very hard to resist. You were so insatiable, and your legs very strong!" Ashlyn was immediately reminded of how she found herself constantly wrapping her legs tightly around his skinny waist. But still, she was sure he'd had no intention of pulling out anyways. By the time she had broken from his grasp and trapped him with her long sexy legs, he had already shot severy thick ropes of cum inside of her.
"Ugh, you're lucky that today is a safe day for me..." Ashlyn sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. "Relatively, anyway. Probably need to stop by the pharmacy just in case though..." she mumbled to herself. Goro's cum was simply too thick and virile to take any risks.
After doing the best she could to clean up his cum, Ashlyn tossed the towel over on the massage table behind her. She then went back into the small dressing area and pulled her clothes back on. She then grabbed her other things from the cubbies and headed for the door. But just as she was reaching for the knob, Goro grabbed her wrist.
"Before you go, here, take number," Goro said, handing her a small piece of paper with his phone number on it. "If you want more massage, use number to make another appointment."
Ashlyn raised her brow as she saw that it was just a blank piece of paper except for the phone number crudely scribbled on it. "You don't have a business card or something?" she asked, tilting her head in confusion.
"Not yet. This personal phone number," Goro explained. Ashlyn was slightly irked at the idea of this old man trying to give her his personal phone number.
"Er, I don't think that's necessary, Mr. Tanaka," she tried to turn down his offer.
"No no, take. It's the best way to reach me. I can tell you will be regular client. Favorite clients always get priority" he urged, trying to put the piece of paper in her hand, but Ashlyn kept her palm closed.
"Favorite client? I'm not even sure if I want to do this again. No- I can't do this again!"
"Oh, you will be back. I know it," Goro affirmed, then with his free hand, he reached around Ashlyn's waist and got a handful of her soft buttcheek, giving her a nice squeeze.
"EEP!" Ashlyn squealed, feeling the old man grabbing her ass. This sudden salacious action caused her hand to momentarily open, allowing Goro to slip the piece of paper into her palm.
Before she could object to him grabbing her ass, Goro unlocked the door and quickly ushered her out. "Time to go now. Come back again!"
"Wha- hey! You just grabbed my ass- Mr. Tanaka! Wai-," she tried to say, but Goro slammed the closed door on her.
Ashlyn momentarily stared blankly at the wooden door frame in front of her as she processed what had just happened. Sighing, she felt something wrinkled up in her hand. She opened her hand to see that it was the paper with Goro's phone number on it. She was tempted to just toss it into the nearest trash can, but she was reminded of his words, "Oh, you'll be back." Those words rang in her head. That, combined with how he had just grabbed her ass, made her feel things. Ashlyn should have felt disgusted, violated even. But for some reason she was instead starting to feel aroused again...
Ashlyn didn't want to think of such things right now; if she were to let these thoughts simmer, she might find herself trying to get another 'massage' right then and there. Shaking her head back into focus, she took another glance at the piece of paper in her hand, before stuffing it down the pocket of her leggings. She couldn't believe that she was keeping the pervy old man's number. For some reason, though, she couldn't force herself to throw it away. Ashlyn just needed it just in case...
Taking in a deep breath, Ashlyn sighed and made her way down the hall and out of the massage parlor...
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After stopping by the pharmacy to buy a Plan B to deal with the consequences of her fornication with Goro, Ashlyn restlessly drove home. She couldn't believe she had allowed that old Asian man to have sex with her. It had been such a rapid sequence of events. Things had started off innocently enough, with her receiving a short session of the 'free' massage, but that had led all too quickly to full-on groping, and before it was all over, she had wound up with the old man fucking her brains out and cumming deep inside of her. She was disgusted with herself, but at the same time, she was very aroused by what she had done. Ashlyn didn't want to admit it, but she loved the sex with Goro. Though, she hated herself for it, too. She went back and forth. She was married, yet it couldn't be denied how Goro had made her feel. Her mind kept reminiscing about how that old man's big juicy cock had wrecked her guts. Goro had taken her to pleasurable heights she had never known existed!
"Stupid old man and that monster cock of his...." Ashlyn muttered to herself as she drove. She gripped the steering wheel tightly and gritted her teeth.
Arriving back home, Ashlyn parked her car in her garage and turned it off. Resting her forehead on the steering wheel, she let her thoughts of what she had done with Goro simmer in her mind. She just couldn't get his big fat cock out of her head. The more she thought about it, the more horny she got. It was, in her opinion, truly magnificent. The size of his cock, the intricacy of his veiny details, and how bulbous his cockhead was, all seemed perfectly designed to enthrall her mind and wring orgasm after orgasm from her overworked pussy. Ashlyn unknowingly bit on her bottom lip as she thought about that cock delving deep inside of her over and over again.
"Ugh, I need to distract myself...." Ashlyn sighed.
Getting out of the car, she headed inside her house with the Plan B in hand. Going to the kitchen counter, she opened the contraceptive box. Getting a glass of water, she popped the pill onto her tongue and then swigged some water to gulp it down. Ashlyn let out a sigh of relief; she couldn't believe that she'd had raw unprotected sex with an old man. If it weren't for the pill, she would have probably gotten knocked up. It baffled her how virile Goro was at his age.
Gathering up the Plan B box, Ashlyn took it to the trash can and carefully stuffed it under a bunch of mundane trash to conceal the evidence of her infidelity. She couldn't let Harry get suspicious; if he found the Plan B packaging, he would know something was up since they haven't had sex in months. Ashlyn felt a bit guilty for what she'd done but, strangely, the thrill and taboo excitement of sleeping with the hung old Asian man made her heart race. She hadn't had this much of a thrill in years, not since she and Harry had first been married. But she resorted to the rationalization that she had already arrived at. She hadn't really cheated, she had just paid for a professional service to receive a therapeutic dose of relief for tension, muscle aches. And the ongoing lack of sexual release, which wasn't her fault after all, but was Harry's failure to pay her the attention she rightfully deserved.
These thoughts jogged her memory of the piece of paper Goro had given her. Sticking her hand into the pocket of her leggings, Ashlyn pulled the paper out and stared at it for a few moments. She thought about throwing it away yet again, but Ashlyn for some reason just couldn't bring herself to do it. Instead, she went over to the fridge, clipped it to a magnet, and left it hanging there. The fridge door was already too cluttered with copious amounts of random coupons, posters, and other things for Harry to ever notice one more tiny slip of paper with an unidentified number on it. She smiled deviously: she felt naughty letting it hang there. It was almost as if it were a trophy, a trophy that only she knew the significance of, while Harry would glance past it without any idea of the hot extramarital sex it signified.... Ashlyn had no idea where she had gotten this idea from, but she felt a tingle of wicked pride from her 'bad-girl' behavior.
Ashlyn headed upstairs to her bedroom, where she stripped out of her clothes, tossed them into her laundry basket, and then went into the bathroom. Going over to the mirror, she stared at her luscious naked body. Her hazel eyes slowly tracked down her seductive form. With every inch her eyes surveyed, she imagined Goro's old wrinkly hands feeling her up, working his arcane Japanese massage tricks on every desirable portion of her uncovered flesh. Now that she was replaying what he had done, Ashlyn was pretty sure that he had taken some unprofessional liberties even with the actual 'massage' part of the series of events he had subjected her to.
Glancing further down, her eyes widened as she saw that Goro's cum was still leaking out of her pussy. Her inner thighs were slick and slathered with the old man's seed. This evidence of her recent fornication with the Asian man prompted even more vivid memories of her 'massage' session to flood her mind. Ashlyn was still feeling ashamed of herself, but her body insisted on recalling how much pleasure she had received from the old man's handiwork.
Feeling her core heating up, Ashlyn's hands began to slowly drift down her sides towards her slathered crotch. Grazing her slender fingers along the edges of her slick lips, Ashlyn quietly moaned as she delicately touched herself. But bringing her lascivious actions to a halt, she quickly removed her hands from her moistening pussy and shook her head back into focus.
"Ugh, I need a cold shower and I really need to clean this old man's cum out of me...." Ashlyn mumbled to herself.
Ashlyn turned on the shower and hopped in. She immediately shriveled up as the beads of brisk water spattered against her caramel skin. Despite the discomfort, the freezing cold water was effective at cooling her core down and forcing her horniness to subside, at least for the time being. Ashlyn made sure to thoroughly clean her body of any lingering sweat and oil.
Returning her attention to the viscous cum running down her inner thighs, Ashlyn's eyes again widened at the steady stream of Goro's cum that was still leaking out of her pussy. She was still baffled by how cum the skinny old man had pumped up inside her. Harry's cum wasn't nearly this thick or this copious. He was usually a light cummer and his cum was pretty watery. It was unnatural how an old man could be so much more potent than her much younger husband. But he did describe himself as 'blessed'.
Rolling her hazel eyes, Ashlyn applied her hand to her crotch. Placing her fingers against her pussy lips, she splayed them open. She gasped! Opening herself up had increased the flow of Goro's cum even more; it was pouring out of her like a waterfall. As more of the thick white substance surged out of her, Ashlyn watched in awe as it streamed down across the shower floor and flowed into the drain. The longer she watched, the more curious she became. Her eyes were locked on the thick fluid flowing from her pussy
"Oh my.... It just won't stop coming out of me!" she muttered.
Her curiosity became insatiable, compelling her to get a closer look. Turning off the shower, Ashlyn took her free hand and lowered it under her crotch, allowing Goro's cum to pool in her hand. Raising her hand up to her face, Ashlyn closely inspected the palm full of the old man's cum. Of course, it was still thick and viscous. But now that she had brought it so close, she got a whiff of how it smelt. It reeked of this thick musky odor. Ashlyn could feel her eyes water at how potent it was.
"What the hell?! It smells just like it looks!" she exclaimed, quickly taking her hand away from her face.
As she distanced herself from his musky scent, Ashlyn was able to take a deep breath of clean air. But as she stared at her hand full of cum from afar, her curiosity was piqued again. She had this strange urge to tantalize her odor receptors with just one more powerful whiff. It didn't smell horrendously bad, but it sure as hell smelled strong. It was just one of those smells you needed to familiarize yourself with, like a well-aged exotic cheese. Bringing her hand back up to her nose, she closed her eyes and flared her nostrils out, pulling in another good strong sniff.
At first, it was still so potent that it made her eyes water, but she forced herself to keep inhaling the unique concoction. Ashlyn was obscurely disappointed with herself for indulging her curiosity about the pungent smell of the old man's cum. But she was too infatuated to care. The more she smelled the musky aroma, the more she got used to it. And, oddly enough, the more accustomed she became to the scent of his sperm, the more she found herself kinda liking it. The musk was permeating her olfactory sensors and hazing her mind with the reminder of the intense sexual pleasure she had submitted herself to.
Ashlyn's body began to heat up again as she continued inhaling the old man's cum. Opening her eyes, she found that her hand had made its way back within dangerous proximity to her face. She had brought her hand so close that her hazel eyes almost had to cross to focus on the thick pool of cum. Her head immediately drew back. But seeing the virile cum this close to her made her even more curious about other things....
Ashlyn stared blankly at her hand, the musky smell continuing to waft thickly into her nostrils, heating her body up with arousal. She tried shaking her head back into focus, but her infatuation with Goro's seed kept her anchored in place.
"I wonder how it tastes...." she strangely thought to herself
But catching her lewd thought, she clicked her tongue at herself. "Ugh, what am I thinking?! That's just too gross!" Ashlyn exclaimed.
But the thought of what the old man's cum might taste like curled into her brain the same way the potent smell of his seed was insinuating its way into her nostrils. Ashlyn hadn't tasted Harry's cum all that often, so her frame of reference for what a man's cum tasted like needed some refreshing.
She unknowingly brought her hand still closer to her mouth, causing the aroma of musk to invade her nostrils even more enticingly. "What if I just took a small taste?" she curiously thought. "Augh, no! I can't do that.... But I can't help but wonder...."
The distilled essence of male sexuality was now messing with her powers of logical thought. Even something as seemingly unrelated as her own state of nudity was having a peripheral impact on her reasoning and judgment, amplifying the sexual undercurrents of the context she was operating within. Her body heated up even more, causing her to breathe slowly and heavily. And her deeper breathing introduced even more of the musky smell into her odor receptors, which were only inches from the associative centers of her brain.
"Maybe a little taste wouldn't hurt...." she concluded to herself. But that was probably her horned-up brain making the decisions.
Bringing her hand closer to her mouth, Ashlyn stuck her tongue out and lightly licked the pool of cum. The texture was as thick and inviting as cream to a cat. Her eyes widened as her taste buds were immediately flooded with Goro's flavor. It was kinda bitter; it tasted just as strong and musky as it smelled.
"Oh my...." Ashlyn muttered. She didn't know what to think. She didn't exactly like it, but she didn't totally hate it either. She needed to get another taste, just to be sure.
Dipping her tongue down again, she licked the pool of cum again, only this time she made sure she dipped in deeply enough to bring more of her taste buds into greater contact with the salacious substance. Long webs of Goro's seed were left behind as Ashlyn furled her tongue back into her mouth. Now that she had gotten a better taste, her brow wrinkled as she tried to figure out how she felt about it. So she just kept lapping the thick-white seed from her palm, humming to herself. The more she tasted, the more intoxicated she got, immersing herself in this weird sort of drunk lust. Ashlyn couldn't explain it, but the taste of Goro's cum on her tongue was activating the goo glands in her wet pussy. As her lubricants seeped down her tight warm walls, even more of Goro's glop was flushed down toward the entrance of her love canal. Without Ashlyn realizing it, her weird arousal over the smell and taste of his sperm was helping her body to rinse away the last dollops of his load.
Ashlyn kept going back for another taste, unknowingly swallowing so much of his potent cum that before too long there was no more left on her palm. Realizing this, she snapped back into focus. "Wha- what I'm I doing?!" Ashlyn exclaimed to herself. "God.... I just ate that old man's cum.... I've officially hit a new low."
Was it desperation? The lack of any sex life at all for the past few months? Ashlyn's depraved urges must have been building up after that long stretch of sexual dormancy. As if his wrinkled old hands had rubbed an enchanted lamp, Goro's perverted massage had unleashed the djinn of horniness that had been locked inside of her. She wasn't sure if she was happy that it had been some skinny old foreign man who had managed to bring all this out of her. Her head spun in circles as she tried to figure out why she felt like this. Whatever else she might think about it, maybe it made some kind of sense that the erotic aftereffects of her recent 'massage' session with Goro were still exerting some power over her thoughts.
Sighing, Ashlyn looked back down at her crotch to see whether Goro's cum was still leaking out of her. She was relieved to see that the endless white waterfall had finally ceased. But wanting to be sure, she worked two fingers into her slit to try to dig out any cum that remained within her.
Ashlyn moaned as she delved her fingers deep into her sex. She wasn't trying to pleasure herself, but she couldn't help it. She wiggled her fingers around, conjuring up more moans from her mouth. Accidentally striking her G-spot, her knees wobbled, and she almost collapsed onto the shower floor. Luckily, she caught herself against the shower wall.
Leaning on her free hand, Ashlyn hung her head down low and determinedly pursued her efforts to clean the rest of Goro's cum out of her pussy. Her slender fingers explored deeper into her love canal, her eyelids began to flutter in pleasure and her breathing became slower and heavier.
"Ah, mmhhmm, fuck...." Ashlyn mewled. The only thing that could be heard in the bathroom was the dripping water from the shower head and her quiet moans.
At this point, Ashlyn was just fingering herself instead of actually cleaning her pussy out. Her mind was hazed with lust and her original task was forgotten. She panted and moaned as she played with her wet pussy. As she pleasured herself, her mind suddenly began to conjure up memories of her time in the massage parlor. Closing her eyes, vivid images of her recent infidelity played on repeat, making her even more horny.
"Ohhhh.... mhhhmmm.... yes...." Ashlyn mewled, digging her fingers deeper.
Ashlyn just couldn't get Goro's big cock out of her mind. The reminder of how it felt deep inside her guts weakened her knees. Plus this newfound fetish of doing it with such an old man fanned the flames of her arousal even more. The sheer naughtiness of it was so exciting.
After a few more minutes of masturbating, Ashlyn finally reached her limit. With one final stroke of her fingers, her pussy contracted around her digits and she gushed her sweet juices onto her hand.
"Augh! Shiittttt! Cummminnngggg!" she wailed as she was overcome by an intense orgasm.
Ashlyn stood on her tippy toes as waves of pleasure ripped through her body. Once her orgasm subsided, her head continued to hang low as she panted heavily.
"Ah.... I'm such a horny perv...." she muttered to herself.
Retracting her fingers from her dripping pussy, Ashlyn brought her hand back up to her face. Her fingers were slathered with her slimy juices. She could see some remnants of Goro's cum mixed into it, but other than that, most of his sticky seed had been expunged from her birth canal. Sighing, she turned the shower on again and proceeded to give her hand and body one last cleaning before getting out and resuming the rest of her eventful day.
-
For the next few days, Ashlyn continued her daily routine of going to work, working out at the gym, completing her chores and her other home stuff, and occasionally hanging out with her best friend, Layla. To all outward appearances, Ashlyn might not have seemed all that affected by the events of that day at the massage parlor, but internally she was still rattled. As she went through her daily activities, Ashlyn kept finding herself thinking about Goro and that big Asian cock of his....
She couldn't get over how he had essentially fucked her silly. Goro had made her feel so fucking good that she had been secretly longing for more. Ashlyn refused to let herself accept that but, the more days that went by, the more insatiable she got. Harry was being, well, Harry; still coming home really late and still refusing to touch her. Continuing his longtime pattern of being absent and dismissive. Which made Ashlyn feel even more resentful towards him. Goro had had no trouble touching her and doing plenty of stuff to her, so why couldn't Harry, the man who was supposed to be relieving her sexual tensions? And yet it was her husband who couldn't be bothered, while it had been an old man, a complete stranger to her marriage, who had been unable to restrain himself from ravaging her on first acquaintance!
Eventually, Ashlyn found herself masturbating almost three times a day. She couldn't help it. The vivid memory of Goro's massive cock was firmly imprinted into her brain. She found herself dwelling on the details of how his cock had touched her in the best of places, giving her the best of times. Even the mere thought of that cock would conjure up images of Goro using it to thoroughly fuck her. Ashlyn knew that it was super depraved to have such thoughts about doing it with an old man, but that's what she secretly loved about it.
When she thought about Goro, her knees would get weak, her focus waver and her pussy moisten. It was a constant struggle to get through an entire day without surrendering to the urge to masturbate. Ashlyn even had some dangerous calls at work. During one of her hospital shifts, she had gotten so horny that the second she had her break, she went to the bathroom and masturbated in a stall; she pleasured herself so relentlessly that she burned through her entire break. She reviled herself for doing something so naughty in a public space, but she couldn't help it. If she hadn't been able to relieve herself, Ashlyn would have lost her mind during her shifts at work.
Ashlyn couldn't understand why she was constantly so horny all the time now. Well, she kinda knew, but she was in denial. Goro had reminded her of the pleasures of sex, good sex in fact. Harry not tending to her for months had bottled up her libido, priming her for an eventual explosion. And then the way that old man had fucked her with that big Asian cock of his made her as cock hungry as an animal who hadn't eaten in weeks.
No matter how much she masturbated, she felt like it wasn't enough. Ashlyn had this annoying itch deep inside her core that she just couldn't scratch. She tried using her toys and vibrators, but they were incapable of satisfying her as the real thing could. What she needed was cock....
Inevitably, the day came when Ashlyn had finally had enough. She wasn't sure she wanted to return to Goro's massage parlor since she still kinda felt guilty for essentially having cheated on her husband. But at the same time, she had paid for a professional service. A form of therapy that her husband was unwilling and unable to provide. So arranging a straightforward transaction to obtain it for herself was okay, right? It wasn't healthy for her body or her mind to be deprived of the relief she so obviously needed. Look at how it was bedeviling her thoughts, impacting her work....



Her pent-up libido was driving her crazy, so she decided to take the initiative within her marriage. Harry was actually home early for once. Well, it was later in the evening, but it was a whole lot earlier than when he usually got home from work. So her plan was to entice Harry into finally having sex with her after so long. Maybe if she succeeded in seducing her own husband, it would awaken something inside of him and restore him to the way he had been back in the early days of their marriage. Plus, it would be a way to make up for her transgression with Goro.
As they lay in bed together, Ashlyn fiddled nervously with her phone while Harry messed around on his laptop, presumably doing more work from home. "Ugh, can't he ever just relax?!" Ashlyn thought in annoyance.
She didn't know why initiating sex with her own husband was making her so nervous. It was as if he was a total stranger to her at this point. But nonetheless, she was determined to get some cock tonight. So, firmly setting her phone aside, Ashlyn took a deep breath and turned to Harry.
"Er, honey?" she called out to him.
"Mmm, what?" he nonchalantly responded to her as he rapidly typed on the computer on his lap. Causing Ashlyn to squint at him in neglected annoyance.
"I was wondering.... Since you're home early for the first time in a while, why don't we do some.... Love making?" Ashlyn said, nervously playing with her thumbs.
"What?" Harry replied, turning to Ashlyn, sounding confused.
Ashlyn rolled her pretty hazel eyes. "Sex, Harry. I want to have sex."
Harry raised his brow at her as he seemed to contemplate what she wanted. "Answer me, warm-blooded male, answer me!" Ashlyn screamed inside her head. Why was Harry just staring at her?! She was presenting herself for him, having put in the effort to dress enticingly. Ashlyn had even made sure to wear her sexiest nightie for this occasion.
She pushed her chest up with her arms to flaunt her shapely boobs to him. But to her dismay, Harry didn't seem to care what she was wearing. He just shook his head and returned his attention to his computer. Ashlyn's eyes widened in shock. But she wasn't going to give up just yet.
So crawling over to him like she was a pussy cat, Ashlyn straddled herself on his lap and closed his laptop shut. "Come on, Harry.... It's been a while. Let's fuck...." she said as seductively as possible.
Harry just raised his brow at her again. "Ashlyn, what's gotten into you?"
"I'm just so horny, Harry. I need.... Your.... Cock...." Ashlyn said as she sexily bit her finger. Harry just sat there frozen with his eyes widening. "It's working!" she excitedly thought.
Taking advantage of Harry's immobility, Ashlyn took his laptop from his lap and carefully placed it on the bedside table next to them. Then, reaching down to the crotch of his pajama sweats, she felt around to feel the outline of his cock. She was somewhat disheartened to find that he wasn't even slightly erect. But, determined to go through with this, she pushed on.
"Hm, maybe he needs some help?" Ashlyn thought.
So grabbing the hem of his sweats and underwear she eagerly yanked them down to reveal his cock. She had thought she would be elated to finally see her husband's dick again. But strangely she felt somewhat disinterested now that she was seeing it in the flesh. Harry was flaccid and small looking. Ashlyn could have sworn that his cock was much more magnificent looking. Then, remembering Goro, she immediately started to compare her husband to the old Asian man.
From recent memory, Goro's cock just seemed so much more lively and virile than Harry's. And definitely bigger, even when flaccid. Ashlyn squinted her eyes in disappointment. But she needed cock, so she would have to make do.
"Oh? I think you need a little help, mister...." Ashlyn cooed at Harry, wrapping her slender fingers around his flaccid shaft.
"Uh, I don't know about this Ashlyn.... I'm not really in the mood...." Ashlyn internally snarled in annoyance at his dismissive words. "I'll make you be in the mood," she thought.
"Come on, Harry. I'll definitely help change your mind," Ashlyn assured him, beginning to stroke up and down his cock. But despite her efforts, he still remained flaccid.
Seeing that her stroking wasn't doing the trick, Ashlyn concluded that he needed some motivation. So grabbing at her nightie, she pulled it down to reveal her supple boobs. She smirked as she saw Harry's eyes glow slightly with excitement.
"Like the view? Why don't you touch them?" Harry didn't respond and remained still. Rolling her eyes, Ashlyn spat on her hand and began to slick up his penis in an effort to make him hard.
"Come on, Harry. Get hard for me.... Come on.... I need it...." Ashlyn requested in a sexy begging tone. But he remained flaccid. "Augh! What the hell?! Why isn't he getting hard?!" she screamed to herself.
Her stroking continued for a few more minutes before Harry finally stopped her. "Uh, Ashlyn, like I said, I'm really not in the mood right now. So could you stop? I need to get some work done."
Ashlyn's heart dropped as she was forced to accept that her efforts to seduce her husband had utterly failed. Then, anger and resentment towards him started to set in. She could feel her blood boil and her hazel eyes began to glare at Harry.
"What the hell, Harry?!" she angrily shouted.
"What? I'm just not in the mood, Ashlyn. What do you want from me?" he responded.
"What do I want?! What I want is to have sex with my husband! I mean look at me! You have a sexy wife that many would die to get a go at and you don't even want to touch her! Ugh!"
"I'm sorry, I've just been so busy and tired all the time from work. I don't know what to tell you."
"Well, maybe if you stopped working so much you could finally pay some sort of attention to me, Harry!" Ashlyn snapped back.
"Come on now, you know I can't do that. This is for us," Harry tried to refute her.
"For us?! You gotta be kidding me. It's not like we're just barely getting by. I have a good job at the hospital. And we live in a pretty nice house in a good neighborhood. What more could we want? You should be having sex with me every day!"
Before Harry could say anything else, Ashlyn continued, "You like your job more than being home, is that it?" Harry remained silent, but his silence provided all the answers she needed. "I fucking knew it." What made her even angrier was that he looked totally unaffected by her voicing her pent-up concerns.
Snarling, Ashlyn pulled up her nightie and got off of Harry's lap. Returning to her side of the bed, she lay down with her back facing him. "Uh, Ashlyn?" he tried to say.
"Goodnight, Harry," Ashlyn sternly responded.
As she lay there, she could feel her head pulsing in frustration. Though, Ashlyn held onto a small glint of hope that he would say something to reconcile with her. But to her dismay, she heard him immediately pull up his clothes, grab his laptop, and open it back up. The clicking of keys resumed, clanging in her ears and she just couldn't take it. Getting up from bed, Ashlyn grabbed her phone and angrily made her way out of their bedroom.
"Where are you going?" Harry asked. Ashlyn stopped. She could feel a vein about to pop in her head. "The nerve of this guy!" she thought.
"I can't sleep with the constant typing of your laptop. So I'm gonna go sleep in the guest bedroom." She was giving him one last chance in hopes to invite her back into bed with him.
"Oh, well I-," he started to say. Ashlyn's eyes widened with hope as she turned to face him, thinking that this was it. Her husband would finally show some interest in fucking his sexy wife. "Okay, honey, goodnight," Harry said, before returning his attention to his laptop.
Ashlyn's mouth fell agape and her eyes turned into a death stare. "Is Harry really that clueless?!" she exclaimed to herself. But not wanting to let those thoughts simmer, she rolled her eyes and stormed out of the bedroom, slamming the door behind her.
Going into their guest bedroom downstairs, she plopped herself face down on the bed. As she stared into the black void, Ashlyn let out an agonizing scream into the confines of the soft mattress. Harry had really pissed her off. But she didn't want to think about what just happened. The more she thought about it, the angrier she got.
So rolling over onto her back, she took a deep breath and let out a heavy sigh. As she lay there quietly, that itch that had been pestering her returned. She had hoped that Harry would help satisfy her tonight, but that plan had gone to hell. So Ashlyn just lay there, her ever-present horniness encroaching upon her again. She knew that she couldn't just satisfy herself with her fingers or toys. She needed cock.
Then, remembering that piece of paper Goro had slipped her with his number on it, Ashlyn immediately sat up. "No, I can't go back.... But I'm so fucking horny. I need to get fucked...." She battled with herself over what she should do. Goro had exactly what Ashlyn needed. But she still refused to accept that.
Ashlyn nervously ran her hands through her silky curly hair as she contemplated her options. Already, though, her horny brain was starting to dictate her decision-making. Thoughts of Goro's cock dominated her mind. The way he filled her pussy up, how he fucked as eagerly as her husband ought to be doing, and how good he made her feel, all caused her core to heat up. Ashlyn needed to get fucked again. If she didn't, she would go crazy.
Closing her eyes, Ashlyn took in another deep breath and exhaled. She had decided what she wanted to do. And she blamed Harry for making her do this, but she didn't really care anymore. If he didn't want to tend to his duties to satisfy his wife, then she'd just have to go somewhere else to satiate her needs.
Getting up, she strode into the kitchen. Her heart was racing with excitement. Ashlyn was thrilled at what she was planning to do. Reaching the fridge, she found the paper Goro gave to her and grabbed it. She rushed back into the guest bedroom and plopped herself back down on the bed. Ashlyn felt as giddy inside as a high school girl. Resting her back against the headboard, she read the number on the small piece of crumpled paper. Getting her phone, she dialed it in.
As the phone rang, Ashlyn wondered if she was moving too fast. It was almost ten at night. "Will Mr. Tanaka even be awake?" she thought to herself. She debated whether she should just hang up and call him again in the morning. But to her surprise, just as she was about to hang up, Goro answered.
"Hello? Who this?" a groggy voice asked in a recognizably Asian accent.
"Oh uh-, hi, Mr. Tanaka! This is Ashlyn," she greeted him nervously.
"Oh! Ashlyn! Good to hear from you. I knew you call back, he he," Goro happily replied. Ashlyn's heart thumped in guilty embarrassment. He had been right about her. She was calling him back, just as he had predicted. "So why you call so late?" he continued.
"Er, well, I don't really know...." Ashlyn anxiously answered. Though she heard a small chuckle coming from Goro's side of the phone.
"Mhmmm," Goro knowingly hummed in acknowledgment.
"But, anyways, I'm calling because I would like to.... Make an appointment," Ashlyn said, twirling a strand of her curly hair with her finger.
"Oh, of course! Of course!" Goro eagerly replied. "So when do you want massage?"
"When is the earliest you can have me?" Ashlyn asked, trying to hide her eagerness.
"Ah, you want early, mhhmmm, he he," Goro knowingly chuckled. After a few moments, he replied, "I can have you tomorrow at four in afternoon."
Ashlyn thought about what she was doing tomorrow. Knowing that her schedule was essentially empty, she eagerly answered back, "Yes! Uh- ahem, yeah that works fine." She could hear Goro chuckle again.
"Good! Good! So I put you down for three-hour session, yes?" Goro confirmed.
"Three-hour session?! Why would I need a session that long?" Ashlyn exclaimed. Although, deep down she knew why....
"I think you know why...." Goro said suggestively. Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened and she involuntarily started nibbling on her lip.
"And what exactly would I want, Mr. Tanaka?" she replied in a suggestive tone as well. Ashlyn didn't know why she was now talking like this to Goro, but her adrenaline was rushing through her veins. She loved the excitement of what she was doing.
"You want special massage, no?"
"Oh? Hmm. Just like last time?" Ashlyn playfully asked.
"Yes, just like last time, he he...." Goro answered, picking up on what she was playing at.
Ashlyn squeezed her thighs together as her pussy moistened. What was she doing having this very suggestive conversation late at night with an old Asian man while her husband was upstairs? It was so dirty, so naughty....
"Husband still no tending to you?" Goro suddenly asked.
Ashlyn froze at this overly direct and personal question. A part of her wanted to keep her personal matters private, but she was still so angry at Harry for leaving her hanging. Impulsively, she decided to let this old man in on her sex life.
"Hmmm, no. He isn't, which is sooo disappointing.... I still can't believe he won't touch me...." Ashlyn sighed.
"Oh, no good. No good. A beautiful woman like you should be tended to all day, every day," Goro stated. Ashlyn could feel her core heating up. "God, this old man really knows how to talk me up." she thought.
"Yeah.... What a shame.... If I only had a man to tend to my needs...."
"Is that why you want another 'massage' session? You want me to tend to your needs?"
"Oh? And what if I do, Mr. Tanaka?" This now dirty conversation was setting Ashlyn's body on fire!
"Hmm, I know you do. You've been missing my big Asian cock, no?" Goro affirmed.
Ashlyn's eyes widened and she clenched her thighs even tighter as she took in his unprofessional words, so vulgar! Her pussy was practically soaking; she wasn't wearing any panties under her nightie, so a wet spot was rapidly forming on the mattress beneath her.
"Mr. Tanaka! You can't say such things. It's so unprofessional," Ashlyn gasped. But deep down she loved it.
"Of course, of course. I save for when you at parlor, yes?"
"Hmmm, okay, Mr. Tanaka. You pervy old man ...." she answered back. Ashlyn couldn't believe that she was dirty talking with Goro on the phone. God, what she was doing was so depraved.
"So tomorrow at four?" Ashlyn wanted to make sure.
"Mhm. I see you then. I hope you ready for massage 'session'. I going to help you feel so good again ...." Goro suggestively replied.
Ashlyn bit her lip and tried to contain her excited grin. Her heart was pumping excitement to every part of her body! Her pussy was dripping wet and, no matter how much she tightened her thighs, her girl juice was running out between them, soaking the mattress. She couldn't help it, this very suggestive exchange on the phone with Goro was making her insanely hot.
"Mhmmm. Okay, bye, Mr. Tanaka," Ashlyn purred. She could hear Goro chuckling yet again, before hanging up the phone.
Clutching her phone against her chest, she looked up to the ceiling. She had never felt more alive! What she was doing was just so naughty, she loved it! Finally realizing how wet the mattress was getting, Ashlyn bit her lip. "Ugh, I can't believe that this hung old bastard is making me so fucking horny...." she thought.
Sensing that she was too horny to go to sleep, Ashlyn decided to try and relieve herself real quick before heading to bed. But it took an hour of intense masturbating before she could finally get herself to cum. She lay sweaty and nude under the guest bed blanket. Panting heavily, she could feel her excitement about her 'appointment' swelling within her. Ashlyn kept finding herself grinning deviously from ear to ear. Eventually, she passed out from her recent ventures.
-
All next day, Ashlyn restlessly awaited her 'massage therapy' appointment. She spent all morning and early afternoon all horny and pent up. As usual, Harry was gone for work, so she was left home alone with nothing to do. She wanted to masturbate to relieve her swelling arousal, but she decided to hold off for her appointment. Ashlyn kept thinking about the sex part of the session rather than the actual massage. She needed it so badly. After last night with Harry, her sexual frustration was at an all-time high.
Wanting to burn some time and keep her mind off of the constant nagging for sex, Ashlyn went on a little run around the neighborhood. This helped a little, but she got so horny during her run that she could barely focus. Once back, she checked the time and saw that it was 3:30 PM. Her heart racing with excitement, she dashed upstairs to get herself ready.
Taking a quick shower, she went over to the closet to pick out what to wear. Ashlyn decided on a white t-shirt that tastefully showed some cleavage and a short checkered skirt that sexily hugged her lower body, flaunting her seductive form. Underneath, Ashlyn decided to just wear a basic black bra and underwear since she figured that she was going to be removing them anyway during her massage session.
Lightly applying some makeup to her naturally pretty face, she put her silky curly hair up into a bun before briefly checking herself out in the mirror. She nodded her head in approval at seeing how sexy she looked. It was as if she was dressing up for someone.... Satisfied that she looked all in order, she rushed downstairs. Slipping on some sandals, she got into her car and headed back over to Goro's massage parlor.
As she drove, Ashlyn's body felt all tingly and excited. She could hardly contain herself. The closer she got to her destination, the hornier she became. Her inner thighs constantly rubbed together as she anticipated her appointment.
But before she arrived at the parlor, Ashlyn decided to stop by the pharmacy and buy some condoms. She had known what she was signing up for when she'd made this appointment with Goro, and she didn't want to risk any accidents since she wasn't on the pill. Going over to the aisle where the condoms were, she scanned the shelves to see what would fit Goro's big Asian cock.
Ashlyn couldn't help but nibble on her lip since she was buying condoms for a man other than her husband to fuck her with. Finding what would fit Goro, she grabbed a box of Magnum condoms from the shelf. As she walked to the self-check-out area, she checked her surroundings constantly to see if anyone she knew was there. She didn't want to get caught buying Magnum condoms. It would draw too much suspicion to her extramarital activities. At the same time, Ashlyn couldn't help feeling giddy about the naughtiness of her actions.
Once the condoms had been purchased, Ashlyn quickly shoved the box into her purse and paced directly over to the massage parlor, since it was located close to the pharmacy. Once there, she reached out to the door handle, taking a deep breath as she prepared herself for what was to come. Exhaling decisively, she opened the door and entered the building.
Once inside, she quickly spotted the old Asian man who was going to relieve her sexual tension sitting behind the reception desk. He quickly stood up as he saw his caramel goddess enter his parlor once again.
"Hajimemashite, Ashlyn," Goro greeted her, bowing his head down.
"Er, hello, Mr. Tanaka. Good to see you again," Ashlyn nervously replied. He gave her a devious toothy grin. She just smirked at him in response.
"So, you ready for your session?" Goro went straight to the point.



"Yes, I am," Ashlyn answered, trying to contain her eagerness.
Goro nodded, before walking from behind his desk and past her. Going over to the front door, he flipped the 'open' sign to 'closed', and locked it. Ashlyn's heart swelled at the way that he was assuring their much-needed privacy. She could feel her body fizzing with arousal knowing that they would be left alone to their naughty devices, free of outside interference.
"Do you not have any other customers?" Ashlyn queried.
"Oh, yes, yes. Most just older people. But finished them all earlier today. So we have no one to bother us," Goro explained. The pretty light skin just nodded.
Then, walking up to her, Goro placed his wrinkly hand on her lower back and guided her to the desk. Ashlyn could feel her face getting hot, at the feel of Goro touching her so close to her ass.
"Before we get started, you need to make payment," Goro explained, presenting her a tablet.
"Oh, of course," Ashlyn nodded.
As she went over the bill, her eyes widened to see that one-hundred dollar price again; there was no discount this time. Ashlyn sighed, knowing that she needed this: getting her phone out, she hovered it over the tablet and made the payment. But as she did, she felt Goro's hand drift from her lower back onto her ass, giving it a nice squeeze.
"Mr. Tanaka! Eager, are we?" Ashlyn playfully exclaimed.
Goro gave her sweet caramel ass another firm squeeze. "He he, let's get started shall we?" he snickered.
Ashlyn could feel her heart palpitating from her excitement. But there was something about the demeanor of the interaction with each other. This was supposed to be professional, instead, it seemed more personal. That kinda contradicted the whole idea of this simply being a service. But Ashlyn was simply too horny to care at this point.
Goro then led her deeper into the parlor, with his old hand still firmly clasping her shapely ass. Ashlyn couldn't help but nibble on the corner of her lip the whole way through.
Arriving at the same room where she'd had her massage session last time, Goro opened the door and ushered Ashlyn in. As she walked past him, he immediately drew his eyes down to her lower parts. He hungrily licked his lips as he saw her nice wide hips and juicy ass wrapped up in that tight checkered skirt she wore. Following her in, he closed the door behind them and locked it as well, just for extra privacy.
Once inside, Ashlyn felt nostalgic from her last venture here. Everything from the smell of the candles to the overall look of the small room conjured up feelings of arousal, and her body began to heat up. Though there was one noticeable difference from the last time she had been here: instead of that massage table sitting in the center of the room, there was a white futon bed, big enough for two people to comfortably share....
Ashlyn could feel her excitement swelling from within her and she began to eagerly rub her inner thighs together knowing what she would be doing with Goro on the futon. Then, at the feel of his hand gripping her ass more firmly, her head jerked around toward the old Japanese man now standing next to her.
"Please, undress," Goro requested, pointing over to the small changing room.
Ashlyn compliantly nodded and headed over to it. But before she did, she stored her belongings in the nearby cubbies. Placing her purse inside, she caught a glimpse of those Magnum condoms she had bought for Goro's use, which in turn reminded her of how dirty and naughty this whole ordeal was going to be.
Entering the small changing room, Ashlyn closed the curtain behind her and began to strip naked. Once fully nude, Ashlyn folded her clothes and placed them down next to her sandals on a small table in the changing room. Grabbing a towel that was hanging beside her, Ashlyn's eyes widened at how oddly it was shaped. It was a medium-sized towel, but not as wide in proportion as towels of its size usually were. There was no way for her to fully conceal herself. Sighing, Ashlyn kinda knew that Goro was behind this but, secretly, she kinda liked how sleazy the old man was.
After taking some time to try to figure out how to arrange the towel properly, the best that she could come up with was to hold it over her chest and let it hang down to her crotch. This just barely covered her womanly nether regions, leaving her essentially naked from any other angle. Her sides and everything behind were fully exposed for the world to see, well, just Goro in this case. Although she felt a little embarrassed, Ashlyn kinda liked it. She felt risqué and sexy.
Opening the curtain, Ashlyn cautiously walked out into the rest of the room, hugging the towel tightly against her chest. Her eyes were immediately drawn to her Japanese masseur as he lit some scented candles. Turning around, Goro's beady eyes widened to see his caramel goddess standing before him basically nude, hugging the undersized towel he had strategically stored in the changing room.
His eyes hungrily consumed her exposed legs and her hips which were protruding beyond the towel's minimal coverage. Ashlyn could only blush at how totally stunned Goro seemed totally by her sexy form. She should have felt disturbed by this pervy old man eyeing her up. But instead, she felt flattered that at least someone appreciated her beautiful looks.
"Er, lie down, lie down. Let's get started!" Goro eagerly requested.
Nodding, Ashlyn walked over to the futon. First, she knelt, then lay down on her stomach. Goro's eyes hungrily ate up her totally nude body lying there before him. He was eager to get to the sex part of their session, and he was sure that Ashlyn was keen as well, based on her more loose and compliant demeanor.
Kneeling down directly behind her, Goro got some oil and began to lather the entirety of her nude behind. Ashlyn just purred feeling the comforting warm oil make contact with her skin. "So how hamstring?" he asked as he rubbed in the oil.
"It's great," Ashlyn hummed. "I haven't felt it at all since you gave me that massage last time."
"Ah, mhm, glad you find my work satisfactory," Goro happily replied. Ashlyn wasn't sure if he was saying something suggestive to her, but she just went along with it.
"Mhm, I did find your work very satisfactory," Ashlyn agreed. Goro grinned from ear to ear, knowing very well what she was implying.
Once Ashlyn was fully lathered up, Goro moved down to her pretty feet and began his routine.
-
The massage proceeded just like it had the first time: a whole lot of groping and dangerous touching, although Ashlyn was less uptight and more vocal with her moans of relief and pleasure. The old man had a raging hard-on while the caramel beauty was leaking buckets onto the futon's white sheets. They were very eager to get to the last part of the massage therapy. Both Ashlyn and Goro were struggling to contain themselves.
"Flip onto back," Goro requested, as he finished up her shoulders.
Ashlyn obediently shifted her body around, holding onto the towel. Now that she was on her back, Goro went ahead and grabbed the towel from on top of her body, leaving her fully nude. "You won't be needing this," he stated, as he folded up the towel and placed it next to the futon.
Ashlyn felt her stomach flutter in arousal now that she was fully exposed to the old man who had wrecked her guts to conclude her last massage. Her hazel eyes widened as they took in his tented crotch in front of her. "Oh? Someone's excited to see me...." Ashlyn thought.
Goro felt his cock twitch heavily in response to Ashlyn's fully naked body, now spread out like a sexual banquet before him. He loved her shapely tits and the cute brown nipples that perched atop them. The sight of her well-toned torso raised his blood pressure to the point that he almost expected his nose to bleed. And those childbearing hips and long legs of hers were truly something to behold. It felt like he was in a dream. Never in his life had he imagined that such a beautiful woman would fall so firmly into his grasp. He thanked God for this perfect storm of Ashlyn's frustration at her dull sex life with her husband and her infatuation with his well-endowed member. He knew now that she was hooked on his cock. It had been a tough few days of waiting for her to call him back but, oh, how it was all worth it.
Availing himself of more of the warm slippery oil, Goro gently poured it, lavishing it across her body again. The process of massaging resumed but, as sensual as it was in itself, Ashlyn was growing increasingly impatient. Goro's old hands touching and groping her was driving her insane. She needed to get to the fun part of her therapy, now! Biting her lip, she winced and writhed in pleasure as his wrinkly but powerful hands glided across her oiled-up skin. Ashlyn was so pent up from having starved herself of sexual sensation all day that her body was extremely sensitive to any form of stimulation.
"Ohhhh.... Mhhhmmmm...." she moaned as Goro performed his usual titillation of her inner crotch. Ashlyn was tormented by his touch: she was sure that he was just deliberately teasing her.
Goro's old hands then made their way up from her bare crotch and to her navel. Ashlyn's nerves were on fire and her body jittered uncontrollably. She was so horny! She couldn't take it anymore, she was tired of Goro's slow and methodical massaging, she wanted to get to the good parts, now!
"Augh, Mr. Tanaka," Ashlyn said, sitting up on her elbows.
Goro stopped what he was doing and raised his graying eyebrow. "Yes?"
"Is there any chance we could just.... get to the special part, like, right now?" Ashlyn abashedly queried. Goro deviously smirked at the eagerness his caramel-skinned goddess was displaying for his Asian cock.
"But I still need to get rest of body," Goro insisted, but his words were merely a formality.
Ashlyn shook her head. "I think I'm okay. I just want to get to the end part now," Ashlyn impatiently urged. She wanted the sex so badly. "But I think you can massage the rest of my body as we.... You know...." she suggested. Her Japanese masseur smirked, understanding what she was playing at.
Goro just nodded knowingly, stood back up, and began to undress himself. Ashlyn couldn't believe how excited she was to see this pervy old man undressing for her. She had undeniably fallen into true depravity at this point. But that was mostly driven by her desperation for some sexual relief.
Once he was fully nude, Ashlyn took in Goro's elderly form. Her hazel eyes were immediately drawn to his immensely endowed Asian cock, hovering erectly in the air. "I can't believe that thing is attached to that skinny old man...." Ashlyn thought as she nibbled on her lip: the skinny old body and the magnificently swollen organ looked like they had been mismatched at the perv factory. Ashlyn had to suppress a giggle at the path her salacious thoughts had wandered down.
Folding his clothes, Goro placed them neatly down next to the futon. He turned his attention to Ashlyn and they locked eyes with each other. The arousal and anticipation were almost visibly steaming off of them as they stared at each other's naked forms. The contrast between the skinny decrepit man and the young lush woman could not have been starker, echoing Ashlyn's thoughts of only a moment before.
"So, shall we begin?" Goro queried, smirking.
"Yes," Ashlyn unhesitatingly responded.
Her heart thrummed as her eyes tracked Goro as he moved around into position. Grabbing her knees he spread them apart, causing Ashlyn to gasp. He looked ready to get right into the action! But instead, he slid his body further down the futon and lowered his balding head toward her exposed pussy.
"Mr. Tanaka? What are you doing?" Ashlyn queried, though, she kinda knew what he was trying to do.
"Warming you up," Goro responded.
Ashlyn's eyes widened excitedly. Harry had never gone down on her, so she had no idea what to expect. As Goro's hot breath wafted across the moist lips of her pussy, a sudden gasp was drawn from her mouth.
"Has husband done this before?" Goro asked.
Embarrassed, Ashlyn responded, "Er, no.... He hasn't...." She couldn't believe that she was sharing more private information about her sex life with Harry with this pervy old man.
"Ah, husband really hasn't been tending to his beautiful wife. No good," Goro said as he deviously licked his lips. "Look how wet pussy is. You really have been pent up, no?"
"Yes, I have, Mr. Tanaka.... I really need your services...." Ashlyn replied in a needy sultry voice, nibbling on her lip as she stared at the skinny old man between her long legs. His hot breath continued to tickle her leaking pussy. It was torture; she just wanted him to go down on her already.
"Then allow me to relieve you, he he," Goro smirked.
Then, with one swift movement of his head, Goro planted his wrinkly wet lips onto Ashlyn's pussy, instantly eliciting a heavy moan. "Ohhhhh.... Mhhhmmmm!"
Goro wasted no time, relentlessly ravaging Ashlyn's wet pussy with his wily old mouth and wrapping his wrinkly arms around Ashlyn's soft thick thighs. Now that he was firmly planted between her legs, he began to hungrily lick and kiss her vulva and clit, sending jolt after jolt of electric shocks of pleasure through her body. Ashlyn gripped the sheets of the futon as she writhed and moaned in pleasure so extreme it bordered on sweet anguish. Her chest heaved as she breathed heavily as Goro's wet tongue explored her neglected married pussy. He was hitting all the perfect spots of her snatch as if he had perfected his knowledge of her pussy for years, not just for two massage sessions!
Meanwhile, Goro was loving the way his caramel goddess tasted. Her juices were just so sweet, as sweet as, well, caramel. He eagerly lapped up as much of the womanly fluids leaking from her pussy as possible. Ashlyn's sultry moans reverberated within the small room, motivating Goro to increase his efforts at pleasuring his light skin client.
Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened as Goro wrapped his lips around her pulsing clit. "Oh my...." she moaned. He sucked her even more eagerly, her head falling back as her body succumbed to the mind-numbing pleasure he was imparting. "Augh, shiiittttttt! Mr. Tanaka! Ahhhhh, mhmmmm," she wailed as the old man went to town on her clit.
Goro hummed, wanting to maximize the pleasure Ashlyn was receiving. This additional stimulation caused Ashlyn's thighs to collapse around Goro's aging head. The old man groaned as her strong thighs crushed his aging skull. The pressure was so great, he feared for a moment that he might actually die. Though he wouldn't mind death by thigh crushing from a sexy woman such as Ashlyn.
Ashlyn was in total heaven. Goro was making her feel so good with his old mouth. She was baffled by this old man's skill at fellatio. It made her mad that, even back in the days when Harry had evinced more interest in her, he had never gotten around to doing this for her. Then Goro found yet another one of her nerves to pleasure and all thoughts of Harry were washed out of Ashlyn's mind, her eyelids fluttering in time to Goro's ministrations. She just couldn't get enough of this man's mouth! She released her grip on the sheets to free her hands so that she could clasp her masseur's balding head and pull him deeper into her sopping snatch.
"Ah! Yes! Mr. Tanaka, eat my fucking pussy! You're making me feel so fucking good! Keep on doing it just like that! lick my wet kitty up!" Ashlyn wailed, shoving the old man's head as far down into her crotch as possible.
Goro was loving Ashlyn's suggestive vocalizations about her 'treatment'. He knew that the better he pleased her, the deeper she would fall into his clutches. If things played out well, maybe they could dispense with the pretense of professional therapy and embark into deeper and more dangerous waters.
As her delicate hands forced his face further into her slick center, Goro decided to kick things up a notch. Snaking his wet tongue past her clit, he slipped it deep into her warm sopping slit. Ashlyn gasped, gripping even more fiercely onto what graying hair Goro had left on his scalp. Goro groaned again. He couldn't tell if he was suffering or being transported past the gates of heaven. His head was still being crushed between Ashlyn's thighs, his face was firmly stuffed into her soaking crotch; he was having a little trouble breathing, he was almost drowning in her sweet juices. And he could feel his hair being on the verge of being ripped from his skull.
"This woman is insatiable! Good...." Goro deviously thought.
Ashlyn's body trembled with pleasure as Goro's tongue probed and plundered her warm velvet walls. "Augh! YES! Mr. Tanaka! You're making me lose my fucking mind!" she screamed. Despite having his mouth full of her pussy, Goro's lips twitched into the shape of a smirk.
Undeterred, Goro pressed his advantage, now locating and assaulting Ashlyn's vulnerable G-spot. As this new pang of pleasure was extorted from her blazing core, Ashlyn squealed and rolled her hazel eyes back behind her skull. This latest ravishment of her overloaded sensorium sent the rising arc of detonations that were ravaging her inner being into an even higher orbit. The caramel goddess was rapidly losing her hold on reality as the powerful surge of arousal threatened to overwhelm her.
"Keep doing that! I'm getting close, Mr. Tanaka!" Ashlyn moaned.
Goro continued to besiege her G-spot. Ashlyn's body was cycling from numbness to overpowering lust and back again in alternating bursts that shot ripples of sheer pleasure blasting through her soul.
"Augh! Yes! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna-," she announced, before finally cresting over the top of her first mind-melting orgasm of the day. She had been so pent up from saving herself for this session that her body violently shook and thrashed as the force of her orgasm ripped through her body. Gripping Goro's graying hair even tighter, Ashlyn squeezed her thighs so tightly around his aging head that her Japanese masseur groaned in discomfort. Lifting her ass up from the futon, she sexily arched her back up into the air.
"FUCCCCKKKKKKKK!" Ashlyn screamed as she came brutally, uncontrollably, into Goro's old mouth.
Her sweet juices flooded the Asian man's mouth like a torrent erupting from a flume. Ashlyn's warm walls contracted tightly around Goro's tongue. He eagerly drank up as much of her sweet nectar as humanly possible. She tasted so good! It was like the nectar of the gods, rolling the years away and rejuvenating him.
As her shuddering orgasm subsided at last, Ashlyn collapsed back onto the futon. She panted heavily as she tried to recover from the intensity of the experience Goro had orchestrated for her. "Ah ah ah.... Mr. Tanaka.... That was amazing...." she said, still too engrossed in trying to catch her breath to articulate the true measure of her bliss.
Relaxing her hold on his hair, she also emancipated Goro from the imprisonment of her thighs. Goro slowly rose up from the futon, rubbing ruefully at his jaw. "Augh, glad you like. You really are insatiable."
"Ah, yes, I am.... I've just been so pent up...." Ashlyn replied. "I really needed this."
"I can tell. I let you rest for a minute before we continue with our.... Special therapy session...." Goro said as he got up to get a drink of water. He didn't even bother to wipe her juices from his mouth. Instead, he just used his tongue to collect as much of her lascivious exudation as he could. He just loved how sweet she tasted.
After a few minutes of focusing on cleansing breaths, as if she had just undergone a particularly strenuous yoga workout, Ashlyn managed to mostly recover from her mind-shattering orgasm. But her body was still buzzing from the aftermath, motivating her to state her desires as directly as possible. "Okay, I'm ready for more, Mr. Tanaka," she announced.



Goro smirked as he turned back to the futon. Bending back down, he crawled back up the futon until he could lie down alongside her. Ashlyn tilted her head wondering what he was going to try next. As her gaze traversed down the length of his skinny old torso, her eyes widened in excitement at the sight of his Asian cock standing fully erect and ready for the next act in their sexual interplay.
"Mr. Tanaka?" Ashlyn curiously said.
Turning his head to face her as she lay next to him, he smirked and said, "Time for your part of mutual pleasure." Ashlyn raised her brow. "Suck my cock," Goro requested, no, it sounded more like a command.
Ashlyn's stomach fluttered. She wasn't quite sure how to process his command. She wasn't reluctant; she knew that she was far past the point of no return. She had no problem with the notion that they should provide each other with mutual pleasure. And, from that perspective, it was certainly her turn now. But the thing was that Ashlyn had never given Harry blowjobs. She couldn't believe that she was about to willingly do something for another man that she had never done for her own husband. Instead of feeling a bit guilty, however, she felt exhilarated and aroused at the naughtiness of it.
Nodding to Goro, Ashlyn slowly sat up and began to sexily crawl down to his thighs like a pussy cat. She didn't know why, but she made sure to sway her hips from side to side. Goro's beady eyes eagerly tracked her as she made her way down. Once there, Goro spread his skinny legs open to allow his sexy client to take position.
Lying prone on her stomach, Ashlyn scooted herself closer to her masseur's crotch. Now that her pretty face was practically in front of his throbbing old cock, she caught a good whiff of his musk emanating from his male parts. She was immediately reminded of the smell of his cum, arousing her even more. Crossing her hazel eyes, she stared at his veiny shaft in awe. She still couldn't believe that the old man was hung like a horse.
Then focusing her vision past his cock, she locked eyes with Goro. She saw him eagerly smiling down at her. Ashlyn returned the favor and gave him a smile as well.
"Go on then, suck," Goro urged.
Taking a deep breath, Ashlyn composed herself for what she was about to do. She was going to have a cock in her mouth that wasn't her husband's. Giving Goro an affirming nod, she grabbed the base of his Asian cock with her right hand and raised her head up to the top of his cock. Then, she wrapped her lush lips around his cock head, causing him to groan in pleasure.
Lowering her head down, she took his cock deeper into her wet mouth. Ashlyn moaned, tasting Goro's precum. Luckily for her and for Goro, she didn't have a gag reflex so she was able to take him all the way down. The old Asian man dropped his head back and let out a heavy moan of relief as Ashlyn's lips reached the base of his cock.
He was in heaven. Goro could feel himself down her warm wet throat. Lifting his head back up, his eyes with those of his caramel goddess. He took in the hot view of his cock jammed all the way down her throat. He gave her a nod to continue and Ashlyn promptly began to slowly, yet skillfully bob her head up and down his cock.
"Augh.... Subarashi...." Goro groaned out in pleasure.
Ashlyn had watched a whole lot of porn during that stretch of days when she had been insatiably horny. All that porn viewing had allowed her to absorb a few things about sucking a cock. The sounds of slurping and glucking echoed through the small room. Those salacious sounds were cranking up her arousal and Goro's even more than before. Ashlyn couldn't believe that she was giving this pervy old man a blowjob. But the perversion of the age mismatch made it even hotter for her.
A mixture of saliva and precum began to drip down from Ashlyn's chin onto Goro's heavy balls. "Hmmmm, mhhmmm, hmmmm," she moaned as she continued to bob her head up and down. The slurping and glucking grew more intense as she continued to work her throat along the full length of his cock.
Then, Ashlyn pulled her mouth entirely up and off his meaty cock with an audible popping sound. Ashlyn replaced her throat with her right hand, assiduously stroking Goro's saliva-slathered shaft. "Mhmmm, you like that, Mr. Tanaka? You like how I'm sucking your cock?" Ashlyn sexily cooed at her Japanese masseur. She was having fun using such a slutty unprofessional style of speaking to Goro. Her hand and fingers were now thoroughly drenched from stroking his shaft.
"Augh, sugoi.... Amazing, ah.... Suck my balls now," Goro said, just barely managing to expel the words from his choked-up throat.
Ashlyn smirked and lowered her mouth to his heavy balls. She stared at his sack for a long moment, consideringly. His balls were so big, so virile.... "My god.... This old man could probably still father litters of children with these...." she realized.
Shaking her head back into focus, Ashlyn went back to work. Taking his right ball into her warm welcoming mouth, she suckled it as eagerly as a baby, all while continuing to stroke his cock. "Hmmmm, mhhmmm, mhhmmm," she hummed. Goro gripped the sheets of the futon and gritted his teeth. Ashlyn was making him lose his mind. He never wanted this day to end. He wished that she could do this for him every day! If things continued to go well, who knew what might be possible?
Ashlyn switched to his left ball and repeated her suckling and stroking actions. She alternated between his two heavy baby factories while intensifying the speed with which her hand was stroking his rock-hard member. Ashlyn was surprised at the skill with which she was pleasuring Goro on basically her first try. "If only Harry would pay attention to me. He would love to receive what Goro is enjoying," Ashlyn deviously thought. But a hidden thought lurked within her brain: she wasn't really convinced that Harry's ordinary penis would ever be as much fun to service as Goro's more formidable shaft. The sounds of her sloppily slurping his balls and slickly stroking his cock filled the room.
This went on until Goro couldn't take it anymore. Ashlyn's delicate hand glided up and down his shaft and her warm mouth around his balls was sending him over the edge. "Cumming.... Soon...." Goro announced.
Hearing this, Ashlyn popped his balls from her mouth and said, "What? Not yet, Mr. Tanaka. We still need to fuck." Goro was delighted to hear how eager she was to have him stuff her pussy full of his cock but, luckily for him, he was blessed with good stamina.
"No worry, no worry. No need to choose. I recover quick. We can fuck, no problem," Goro assured her.
Ashlyn raised her brow at him dubiously, even as she was still slowly stroking his cock. She decided to take him by his word, however, considering the size of his package and the heaviness of his testicles. "He's probably telling the truth," Ashlyn concluded.
"I need to finish in mouth. Put it back in," Goro insisted, reaching down and grabbing Ashlyn's head with irresistible dominance.
Her stomach fluttered at his request and the way he was taking command. The old man wanted to cum in her mouth, something she had never allowed Harry to do. God, she was giving up everything to Goro. It was so depraved, she loved it!
Giving him an obedient nod, Ashlyn lifted her head enough to slip her mouth back around his cock, which was now pumping out precum like a geyser. The sounds of glucking resumed unabated; Goro's head fell back and his beady eyes rolled behind his skull. His hands guided Ashlyn's mouth and throat up and down his cock. Goro loved the way her esophagus swallowed all of his cock, contracting around it before releasing it to make another plunge. He could feel her tongue making contact with the top of his sack, sending shivers down his old spine.
"Augh, kimochi.... Gonna cum!" the old man announced. Pulling Ashlyn's head all the way down until she bottomed out, he unleashed his heavy load. "EEEAAAHHYYAAA!" Goro let out a loud decrepit groan as he came.
Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened as she felt the heavy ropes of his seed erupt straight down her throat. She had no choice but to gulp down his life essence. Unable to breathe as Goro held her head all the way down, her eyes watered and tears streamed down her overstretched cheeks. She felt his cock contracting in her mouth, and with each additional contraction, another load of cum spewed out of his cock.
Goro just kept pumping his seed down Ashlyn's throat. Her visual field was going dark around the edges due to the lack of air. But just as she was on the verge of passing out, Goro released her head allowing her to eject his fat cock from her airway. Goro's grip still held her mouth firmly around his cockhead, which continued to spew several more loads of sperm directly onto her taste buds.
"Mhhmmm," Ashlyn coughed but then moaned in delight at tasting his seed again.
Imparting a few last spurts of cum into her oral orifice, Goro sighed with relief before entirely releasing Ashlyn's head from his grip. "Show me my cum in your mouth," Goro commanded.
Delirious from her short spell of oxygen deprivation, Ashlyn nonetheless popped her mouth off his cock and opened wide for her Japanese masseur. "Ahhhhhhhh," she sexily gaped her mouth to show him his thick seed pooled in her wet mouth.
Goro smirked with pride at the sight of his life essence swirling inside the mouth of his caramel goddess. Ashlyn felt so naughty as she savored the mouthful of the old man's cum. "Swallow," Goro ordered her.
Ashlyn deviously smirked. She was so aroused at the moment that she didn't hesitate to heed his request. Shutting her mouth, she gulped down his tasty seed with a suggestive ripple of her slender throat. Goro grinned with pride as he saw her big swallowing motion. But having filled her stomach with his cum, he wanted to fill her with even more elsewhere....
Ashlyn felt so dirty and naughty, feeling Goro's thick seed filling her stomach. "Guess I won't be needing dinner," she deviously thought.
Sitting back up, Ashlyn looked down at Goro's still erect cock. Though it was deflating slightly, making her pout with disappointment. "No worry, no worry. I get hard quick again," Goro assured her again, noticing her downcast gaze.
Grabbing some special oil he had set aside for this part of their session, he poured it onto his cock and began to stroke himself. Ashlyn just stared as he slathered up his shaft: to her surprise, slowly but surely, it returned to its original form. This time, though, it seemed like his cock was rearing up even harder than before.
"Oh my...." Ashlyn thought, biting her lip.
Goro smirked. "This special oil from Japan. It will help us enjoy our time together more," he explained.
Ashlyn raised her brow. Her hazel eyes were still locked on to his now heavily throbbing cock. She could see precum leaking out of him already. "Come now. Let's continue our mutual pleasuring," Goro instructed, grabbing onto Ashlyn's wrist to pull her down beside him.
As she fell to her back, Goro swiftly moved over her and once again took up position between her long legs. Before she could even get a word out, he took hold of the back of her knees, aligned his hips with hers, and started to slip his oily cock into her wet pussy. But, just before he could enter her, Ashlyn placed her hands on his chest and stopped him.
"Wait! Wait, before we do this, could you go get something from my purse real quick?" Ashlyn urged. Goro tilted his head in confusion and tried to insert himself once more. "Stop! Please, just go get my purse."
The old masseur sighed in annoyance as he stood back up. Trudging to the cubbies, Goro located her purse. "Open it and grab the condoms inside," Ashlyn requested.
"Condoms?" Goro thought. Taking out the box, he saw that the black packaging read 'Magnums'. He squinted his eyes, deducing that Ashlyn didn't want to go raw. But he wasn't having it.
"Bring me the condoms," Ashlyn called out to Goro.
He simply shook his head and said, "No, no. Condoms no good." Ashlyn cocked her head, her eyebrow wrinkling in confusion.
"What? What do you mean, condoms are no good? Those are the best ones I could buy," Ashlyn refuted.
"No use condoms. Special massage requires us to do it as intended. Raw ensures the best pleasure. No condoms," Goro explained.
Ashlyn was in shock. She didn't want to do it raw again, she wasn't on the pill and she didn't want to get pregnant. And given how virile Goro was, there would be a huge risk of that. Still, the visceral memory of the feel of his raw cock deep in her pussy crept into her mind. Going raw always felt better, and she was so horny that her inhibitions were diluted by her lust and desire.
"Uhh, I don't know Mr. Tanaka. It's dangerous. You might get me.... pregnant...." Ashlyn voiced her concerns. Goro smirked.
"Raw is better for full relaxation. Rubber just make things uncomfortable. No need, no need," Goro said, ignoring Ashlyn's concerns about getting pregnant. He wanted to cum in her. It's where his seed belonged; deep in that fertile womb of hers.
Goro tossed the package of condoms into a nearby trash can, then made his way back to his nude caramel goddess. Ashlyn gasped at how casually he discarded the condoms she had bought for him. She didn't quite know what to say, nor was she able to do anything but watch as Goro made his way back to her. His rock-hard cock swayed as he returned to the bed, drizzling precum, throbbing with the need to fuck her.
Goro knelt down, grabbing Ashlyn's long lovely legs and roughly splaying them open, defenseless before the might of his Asian cock. Ashlyn's heart shuddered in response to the dominant actions of the old man. For his part, Goro was certain that, deep down, Ashlyn wanted him to fuck her raw just as much as he wanted to take her that way.
"Mr. Tanaka I-," Ashlyn tried to say one more time but Goro cut her off by placing his oily finger onto her lush lips.
"Shhh, you want this, no? You been pent up for days, no? It's best if we go the natural way. You feel much better. Like last time, remember? You certainly enjoy last time we go raw," Goro said, trying to bend her ear.
Ashlyn's breathing just got heavier as she felt his cock head pressed against her moist lips. She gasped in pleasure as he slowly slipped past her lips and delved deeper into her folds. Her thoughts swirled like a flock of birds as she tried to figure out what to do. She knew that going raw was a huge risk, but she was too aroused and horny to protest Goro's advances. Plus, she was in no position to do anything. The old man had her firmly in his grasp and the package of condoms was in the trash can inconveniently out of her reach. Nor did it help that she felt anchored in place: her body wanted, no, needed this. Her will was being overridden by the demands of her own body.
Grabbing Goro's bony wrist, she removed his finger from her lips. "Just- try and pull out. Okay?" Ashlyn requested. Though, in the back of her mind, she knew from the last time they'd had sex that Goro wasn't the type to pull out.
Goro smirked deviously. "No promises...." he stated.
Ashlyn's eyes widened at his response to her request. But before she could say anything, Goro thrust forward, driving his Asian cock deep inside her vulnerable love canal.
"Ah! Fuck!" Ashlyn moaned heavily with relief. This is what she had been craving for all these days. And after denying her own desires for so long, she finally had it.
She was thrust into total ecstasy as Goro began to eagerly piston his hips back and forth. The feeling of his big cock filling up her neglected married pussy sent dopamine flooding through her system. She was in heaven. Ashlyn couldn't imagine using a rubber anymore, this was so much more pleasurable.
The clapping of their flesh filled the small room as they fucked each other like wild animals. The idea of going raw as nature intended was burrowing its way into Ashlyn's horny mind. Such risky sex made her even more aroused. That she was doing it with someone who wasn't her husband made her pussy even wetter, slicking Goro's big veiny cock up even more.
"Ah, uh uh uh. Yes! Mr. Tanaka! You're fucking me so good! Your cock is just so fucking big! I'm losing my mind!" Ashlyn wailed. Goro just let out a decrepit grunt and wheezed heavily.
Then, taking her long sexy legs, Goro lifted them up onto his aging shoulders. With surprising strength, he tipped her back until her ass was hovering above the futon; he thrust his pelvis down into hers with admirable skill and precision. Ashlyn let out a series of sultry moans as she felt his cock hit every pleasurable pressure point of her pussy. And the slapping of his heavy balls against her ass only made things hotter.
"Augh, subarashi! Your pussy! So tight!" Goro groaned as he gripped her soft thighs as tight as possible to position her perfectly to receive his thrusts to the maximum depth.
"Yeah? You like my tight pussy, Mr. Tanaka?" Ashlyn playfully cooed.
"Augh, hai! Hai!" Goro grunted in Japanese.
Goro's fat cock head repeatedly slammed into Ashlyn's cervix causing her to reach her first orgasm of the day. "Augh! CUMMING!" she screamed. Her back arched sexily up into the air and her eyes rolled back behind her skull.
As her warm velvet walls contracted tightly around his shaft, Goro groaned. The old man relished the feeling of this hot woman cumming on his cock. He was living the dream! But as mind-melting as it felt, Goro kept up the intensity and continued to fuck his caramel-skinned client into oblivion.
Ashlyn's neurons were firing on all cylinders. Once again, she was being fucked silly by the old Japanese man. She tried to get Goro to slow down since she was still so sensitive from her orgasm, but her throat was too choked up with moans to say a thing. And her body was too weak from the waves of pleasure ripping through her, wrecking her, wreaking havoc upon her.
Ashlyn couldn't believe that this old man was fucking her so good! Looking back, Harry had never fucked her like this, even on his best days. She didn't want to admit it, but she wasn't sure if even wanted to go back to having sex with Harry. Goro was showing her what real sex, no, what fucking felt like. And she was getting addicted to it.
Growing tired of holding Ashlyn up, Goro let her down and slowed his thrusting. Releasing one of her legs, he wiped his sweaty forehead with his forearm and tried to catch his breath.
Noticing that his efforts were waning, Ashlyn rolled her eyes back to the front of her skull and looked up at her masseur. "What's wrong, old man? Can't keep up?" she playfully teased.
"Augh, you feel so good. I forgot to pace myself. Give me second," Goro wheezed heavily. "How about you do some work?" he suddenly suggested.
Ashlyn tilted her head in wonder. Then, releasing his grip from her other leg, Goro reached down and grabbed onto her wrist. He tugged her up to him with yet another show of surprising strength for the skinny old man.
"Oh my!" Ashlyn gasped as she was suddenly pulled forward.
She was now straddling his lap, with his cock still jammed deep inside her. From his kneeling position, Goro straightened his legs out onto the futon, allowing him to relax fully onto his ass as his caramel goddess sank further onto his lap. And wiggled herself further down onto his big strong ancient Asian cock.
With their faces in the closest proximity, they could feel their hot steamy breaths huffing against each other's faces. Ashlyn felt her body heating up from being so close to Goro. Other than his cock, he wasn't particularly attractive: he was an old man after all. But his ability to fuck her brains rendered him weirdly alluring to her.



Ashlyn quickly deduced what he wanted from her in this position. She bit her lip as she gazed deeply into Goro's beady eyes; since she was a bit taller than him, she had to look down at him as their gazes locked together. No words needed to be exchanged between the two. Lunging towards each other, they locked lips and began to sloppily make out with each other.
As their tongues delved into each other's wet mouths, Ashlyn began to lift herself up and down on his cock, riding him. She made sure to roll her hips into his pelvis to extract as much pleasure as possible. They both moaned into each other as they swapped their fluids.
The difference between the two was as stark as it could be. Ashlyn was a lot younger, lush, had more meat on her bones, taut and fit from her gym work; her body was sculpted in delirious curves. Compared to the smaller skinny old man. But the distinct difference between them only made things hotter for her. Ashlyn loved the fact that this smaller man could rock her world in ways she couldn't imagine.
Ashlyn wrapped her arms around Goro's neck, while he snaked his wrinkly old hands around her shapely ass. She smirked against his lips as he groped and squeezed her soft cheeks. Ashlyn continued sensually rolling and bouncing herself upon Goro's throbbing cock.
As they pulled their lips back from their sloppy make-out session, Ashlyn moaned heavily. "Ah ah, mhhmm, yes.... Mr. Tanaka.... Your cock feels so good," she cooed in a breathy voice.
Goro smirked at the way his caramel-skinned client was falling deeper into his grasp. Gripping her cheeks once again, he began helping Ashlyn to ride his cock. Every time she drew herself up, Goro would eagerly drag her back down, eliciting yet more heavy moans from her panting lips. He could feel his cock head kissing her cervix over and over again. It was as if their sexes were perfectly molded for each other.
"Augh, ah.... You like riding my Japanese cock? " Goro groaned.
Ashlyn gasped at his sudden dirty talk. He was being so unprofessional, so vulgar! It was so wrong for him to talk to her like this when she was merely paying for a 'service'. She needed that flimsy veil of justification for her naughty activities. But she secretly loved Goro talking dirty to her. It was fun and exciting, it made her feel alive! Then remembering that everything that happened between her and Goro was strictly confidential, Ashlyn concluded that she might as well indulge herself to the full extent.
"Mhhmmm, yes! My pussy likes your big Japanese cock," Ashlyn moaned, as she bounced herself up and down with all the strength of her body and passion of her mind. She made sure that Goro's cock hit every nerve of her pussy each time she rode him down.
Goro smirked. "Do you like my cock, or do you love it?" he asked again.
Ashlyn was so lost in the lust and desire of the moment that she blurted out her thoughts without any sort of filter. "I fucking love it! I love how your big juicy cock fills me up so perfectly! I can't get enough of this!" she wailed.
Goro grinned with pride: how cock drunk for him this sexy young woman was! As Ashlyn continued to ride him like a cowgirl, Goro's eyes were drawn to her supple breasts jouncing directly in front of his face. He watched in awe and desire as they bounced up and down slightly out of time with her body: it took a second for them to catch up with her body on the up-bounce and another second before they bottomed out as she ground down on his cock. He licked his lips, hypnotized by their movement. He needed to get a taste of those babies.
Lunging his head forward, Goro dove his face directly between Ashlyn's C-cup breasts, motorboating her eagerly. "Oh my!" Ashlyn gasped, as she tilted her head down in surprise to watch the old man's head sink deeper between her boobs. She didn't know quite what to say, but she did find his unabashed appreciation of her body flattering, unlike someone....
"Ah, uh, you like my boobs, Mr. Tanaka?" Ashlyn moaned. Goro just groaned in response. "How about you suck on them? Suck my tits, Mr. Tanaka. I want to feel your old lips around them," she requested.
Ashlyn didn't know what came over her to say something like that. Her brain was super horned up, so her words flowed straight from her sexual instincts, without any intervention from rational thought.
Goro wasted no time in heeding her request. He wrapped his lips around her left boob and began suckling it as eagerly as a newborn baby. At the same time, Ashlyn slowed her bouncing to allow him to properly suck on her without her nipple slipping out.
"Oh, ah! Yes! That feels so good, Mr. Tanaka! Keep sucking my tits like that. I know how much you love them," Ashlyn moaned, pulling his balding head deeper into her chest.
Her eyes fluttered in pleasure as his tongue flicked and twirled around her cute nipple, causing it to harden and become erect. Goro slathered her boob with his saliva. Ashlyn could only giggle at the old man's eagerness. He was gobbling away at her breast and looked like he was starving.
Switching boobs, Goro repeated his onslaught. This new form of stimulation only added to the pleasure of their sex. Her nervous system was overloaded with too much sensation, and Ashlyn quickly reached yet another orgasm.
"Ah, I'm fucking cumming again! Eepp! AHHHHH!" she squealed.
Ashlyn ground herself into Goro's pelvis, her hips rolling in slow circles. Goro groaned inarticulately, his eyes rotating back in his eye sockets from the combination of her sensual movements and her pussy's contractions around his cock.
Grabbing the sides of Goro's head, Ashlyn popped his mouth away from her tit and brought his face up to meet hers. She locked her hazel eyes with his beady dark globes. Both sets of their pupils were dilated with lust. Leaning down, she locked lips with Goro once more and sloppily made out with him. Ashlyn was so lost in the moment. She was enjoying every second of this 'special massage' therapy.
Ashlyn had been right to be skeptical when she first met Goro. But she didn't regret a thing. She was kinda glad that she met him. She had forgotten how much she missed sex and the service he provided for her was perfect, no matter how 'unprofessional' it might be! It was discrete, confidential, and she could let all her frustrations out in this small room. She could imagine herself coming back for more of this kind of 'servicing' pretty regularly.
Abandoning their kiss at last, Ashlyn placed her hand on Goro's chest. He tilted his head as he wondered what she was up to. Suddenly, his body was pushed down onto the futon. He smirked at the way Ashlyn was taking charge. Goro was supposed to be doing all the work since he was her massage therapist. But he wasn't about to complain if she wanted to take charge for a while.
Ashlyn bit her lip as she stared down at Goro. Seeing a devilish grin forming on her pretty face, he began to feel a little nervous. Reaching behind her head, she undid her bun, allowing her long silky-curly hair to fall down past her shoulders. Goro stared up in awe at his caramel goddess: she was just so beautiful, so natural. He was more certain than ever that he wanted to intertwine his genes with hers.
Tossing her hair band to the side, Ashlyn mounted her ankles on top of Goro's thighs for better leverage and resumed riding him. They locked eyes once more as she sensually rode him up and down.... Up and down....
Goro moved his hands from her cheeks and onto her hourglass hips. Their fucking turned more sensual. Ashlyn planted her delicate hands on his flabby old chest to gain even greater leverage. She rolled her hips into him and made circles, extracting as much pleasure from the conjunction of their sexes as humanly possible. Their eyes rolled back simultaneously and they let out a synchronized series of heavy moans. This went on for an unknown amount of time until Goro felt himself reaching his limit.
Wanting to up the intensity again, Goro began to thrust up into Ashlyn's tight-married pussy, causing her to gasp. "Ah! Yes! Give it to me, Mr. Tanaka!" Ashlyn begged.
Every time Goro would thrust up, Ashlyn would slam herself down into his pelvis, making a loud smacking sound. Their erotic rhythm was as natural as if they had been longtime sexual partners. Even though this was only their second time doing the nasty together.
Ashlyn was overwhelmed with pleasure. Her tongue hung out of her mouth in the sexy 'fucked silly' face that Goro loved. "Ah, uh uh, fuck, that feels good.... Keep giving it to me like that. Mhmm, I love this Japanese cock...." Ashlyn moaned.
Goro was getting closer and closer to his limit. He could feel his loins straining and his balls contracting. "Cumming.... Augh.... Soon...." Goro announced.
Ashlyn heard his warning and knew very well that she needed to have him pull out. And since she was on top, nothing prevented her from lifting herself up off of him at the penultimate moment. But she found herself anchored down. As much as she knew she needed to get up off of Goro's cock, she just couldn't. Her body was in control and it was dictating her actions. And somewhere deep inside, she wanted this: after all was said and done, she was a frustrated and very fertile young woman.
She was also reaching the brink of her own orgasm: pulling out now threatened to ruin her own climax. As she continued bouncing on Goro's cock, Ashlyn's mind was in discord. Each time he slammed his cockhead into her cervix, she fell deeper and deeper into her desire to have him cum inside.
Goro waited nervously for Ashlyn's decision. He wanted to cum inside her so badly, but since she was on top she had all the control. Goro gripped her hips and pulled her as far down onto him as possible, doing his best to keep her on his cock.
"Ah fuck!" Ashlyn wailed. Her inhibitions were being torn away from her with every thrust of Goro's throbbing cock. As she got closer to her orgasm, she kept relentlessly riding him, more concerned about her own pleasure than the consequences.
"I can always just take a Plan B," Ashlyn rationalized to herself.
Goro ground his teeth as Ashlyn rode him like a crazed cowgirl wild with lust. Her juices were leaking down onto his heavy balls. He was on the very edge; he was so excited that Ashlyn was showing no sign of wanting him to pull out.
"Augh, so close!" Goro grunted. He could feel his seed starting to spew out of his small slit.
Ashlyn was a girl possessed at this point, she was so close to her orgasm, she needed to cum now! Locking eyes with Goro, she flashed him a devilish grin. "Do it," Ashlyn stated. Goro's beady eyes widened and he began to frantically thrust up into her needy pussy, causing her to roll her hazel eyes back and moan loudly.
"Fucking cum, Mr. Tanaka! I want you to cum inside of me. I need to feel you filling me up with your Asian sperm! Please, Mr. Tanaka! Cum!" Ashlyn begged.
With one final thrust, Ashlyn and Goro ground their sexes into each other and they climaxed together. "EEAAAYYHHAAAAAA!" Goro let out his signature decrepit groan as he planted his cock head directly into the entrance of her womb and shot his virile seed into her.
"Ah, fuck.... You're cumming in me again.... You're cumming in me again...." Ashlyn repeated in sultry desire. "Fuck.... Keep filling me up with your old man cum, Mr. Tanaka, it feels so good!"
Ashlyn's body tingled in ecstasy as his thick cum filled her fertile womb. She couldn't believe that she was allowing a foreigner to cum so lavishly, so deep inside of her. It was beyond taboo: it made her feel all hot and riled up. Harry should be the one cumming in her, not this old man! But that's what Harry got for not tending to his sexy wife.
Ashlyn's velvet walls constricted tightly around Goro's shaft, her fertile body working at maximum effort to extract as much of his genetics as possible. The old man felt like his soul was being ripped from his aging body. If these were his last moments, he was certain that he would die a happy man. But mustering his will, his inner force, he made up his mind that he wasn't gonna roll over that easily. He wanted to live another day so he could keep fucking his caramel goddess's brains out. His heart labored, but his lungs heaved and his mind focused on surviving this enthralling experience.
After a few more pumps, Goro bottomed out with a mighty sigh and Ashlyn collapsed on top of his smaller body. They both gulped in every precious breath as they struggled to recover from their mind-melting orgasms.
"That, ah, was amazing.... Thank you...." Ashlyn said in a breathy voice.
Goro could only groan, his face still engulfed between her breasts. Lifting her head up off of his shoulder, Ashlyn gazed upon her old masseur. She leaned down and gave him a deep kiss. Their tongues twirled together once more before she pulled away from him.
As Ashlyn got up off of his old body, Goro's cock slipped out of her, making an audible popping noise. A heavy stream of his thick cum flowed out of her pussy and down over his crotch and deflating cock. He smirked knowing that his little swimmers were eagerly searching for her fertile eggs, striving to implant themselves. He could only hope that she would allow such a thing to happen.
"I'm parched...." Ashlyn said in an exhausted voice. "Do you have something to drink?"
Goro nodded and pointed over at the table with water bottles and other condiments next to the cubbies. He watched as she stood up and walked over to the table. His old eyes tracked her shapely naked ass as it swayed from side to side.
Grabbing a water bottle, Ashlyn opened it and eagerly began to gulp it down. "That was amazing. I could keep going forever.... I wonder how long we've been at it," she thought. Grabbing her phone from her purse in the cubby, she checked the time. To her delight, it was around 5:30. She still had some time left in her session.
Turning her head around, Ashlyn saw Goro just lying there on the futon, with his cock fully deflated. He looked gassed at this point, which made her feel disappointed. But knowing how blessed he was, she knew that he had plenty left in the tank.
"Mr. Tanaka," Ashlyn called out to him. He lifted his balding head up and faced her. "It's about five-thirty right now. I still have time left for my session with you. You think you can go another round, or two?"
As he heard his caramel goddess ask for more, Goro felt his cock twitch back to life. Ashlyn smirked as she saw his cock incrementally jerking back to life like a balky crane lifting a heavy load. To get him riled up quicker, Ashlyn teased him by reaching behind herself. Grabbing her left butt cheek with her left hand, she sexily stretched it to the side, exposing her needy holes to him. Goro licked his chops, his eyes opening wide as Ashlyn presented herself to him in such a sexy and seductive way. His attention was particularly drawn to her slimy slit, from which his copious seed was still streaming.
"Yes, yes! I can go for more, definitely. Best we don't waste session time." Goro eagerly answered.
"Good," Ashlyn smiled.
Releasing her grasp from her cheek, she strutted back to her old masseur, enhancing the sway of the few steps that separated them as much as she could. As she joined him, kneeling back down on the futon, Goro sat up to meet his beautiful client. His aging eyes traveled slowly across Ashlyn's form once more. He just loved her perfect body, her caramel skin, and her lush-young face.
"So are you just gonna keep staring at me, or are we going to continue our 'session'?" Ashlyn said, snapping her fingers at Goro.
Goro broke from his hypnotized gaze and locked eyes with Ashlyn. "Uh- of course of course!" he answered.
Scooting forward, Goro grabbed the sides of Ashlyn's head and pulled her into a sloppy kiss. She gasped in surprise, then reciprocated the affection. Placing her hands on his cheeks, she tugged Goro down onto the futon. They began to erotically wrestle with each other's bodies as their tongues danced and twirled.
They started to dry hump each other, their sexes primed for their next fuck session. Eventually, Ashlyn found herself on her back once more while Goro was between her legs. They stared at each other for a few moments before Ashlyn gave an affirming nod to continue. Goro quickly slipped his rejuvenated cock back into her pussy, still slimy from his earlier load.
Ashlyn wrapped her long sexy legs around his thin waist to pull him even deeper. Soon, the sounds of their moans and slapping flesh filled the small massage room once again....
-
Walking out of the massage room, Ashlyn's knees were wobbling as if she had just finished a draining gym workout. She and Goro had done it twice more after the initial fuck of their second 'special' massage therapy session. It was about eight at night. They had gone a full hour past the scheduled length of her session. They were too lost in having the best sex of their lives to notice. But Ashlyn was well relieved, that's all that mattered. She'd had her needs tended to and she could happily go about what was left of her evening.
As she walked to the front entrance of the parlor, she felt a shiver shoot up her spine as she felt the ample amounts of Goro's cum leaking out of her and seeping through her panties. She had tried her best to clean it all out before leaving, but she had given up, deciding that this was a job better done in her shower at home.
Wearing only a towel around his waist, Goro closely trailed behind her. Ashlyn stopped at the front door and turned to face her Japanese masseur. "Well, that was something," she said abashedly. "Em, thank you again, Mr. Tanaka. I really needed that."
"Of course, of course! It was my pleasure," Goro bowed his head. Ashlyn smiled. "So I suppose you want to schedule another appointment?" he affirmed.
Ashlyn's eyes widened. Goro saw right through her. He knew that she wanted more. But she knew that there was no longer any point in fighting her urges. Ashlyn needed this. The sex was just too damn good to deny herself. Plus, she definitely felt like she was in a better mood afterward, so this was undeniably helping her overall well-being, in addition to relieving her sexual tension and frustration. So she just nodded in agreement.
"How's tomorrow sound?" Ashlyn suggested.
"Ah, so soon already? You miss my Japanese cock already?" Goro teased, reaching behind Ashlyn and grabbing her ass. She blushed and giggled at his salacious action. That a professional would just casually grab her ass was so inappropriate, so downright naughty: she loved it....
"Hmmm, and what if I do?" Ashlyn said in a suggestive tone, sexily biting on her lip.
"Oh, I know you do. Tomorrow then, same time?" Goro said confidently, giving Ashlyn another firm squeeze.
"Yeah, that works. I'll see you tomorrow, then. Bye, Mr. Tanaka...." Ashlyn replied in a low-sexy voice.
But before she could turn and leave, Goro grabbed her wrist and pulled her towards him. Grabbing her chin, he pulled her down for a nice wet kiss. Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened in surprise at the old man's action, but she quickly relaxed and melted into their kiss. Their tongues played with each other for a few moments until Ashlyn came to her senses and pulled away. She had to admit, Goro was a very good kisser. And if she kept making out with him like that, she might find herself right back in that massage room, going for another round.
"Mr. Tanaka!" Ashlyn playfully exclaimed, wiping a mixture of their saliva from the edges of her mouth with her arm. "What was that for? That was very unprofessional of you. Shouldn't you only be doing that inside the massage room?"
"No worry, no worry! It's just farewell gesture! No harm, no harm. Very normal in Japan." Goro explained, trying to hide his devious grin.



Ashlyn just smirked and rolled her eyes at him. She kinda knew he was lying. The way they sloppily made out was well outside any traditional gesture. It was something more personal. She liked it....
"Hm, okay. I should really get going now, it's getting late. Bye, Mr. Tanaka," Ashlyn said to Goro, giving him a small wave. Goro happily nodded and bowed his head to her.
Turning around, Ashlyn opened the front door and exited the parlor. She immediately stopped in her tracks as the cold night air nipped at her skin. Taking a deep breath, she composed herself and walked quickly over to her car. The adrenaline was still pumping through her veins. Ashlyn felt exhilarated and alive. She was behaving so badly; it made her feel so dirty, so naughty. She was already excited for her next session tomorrow!
Ashlyn could definitely see adding this arrangement with Goro to her daily routine. Though, she would have to move some things around to make time for their long 'sessions'. But she could make it work. All she had to do now was to keep this a secret from Harry, which wouldn't be all that hard to do since he gave little to no fuck about her daily activities. But she reminded herself to take extra precautions, just in case. Ashlyn didn't want to ruin her naughty little indulgence.
But before she got to her car, Ashlyn needed to stop by the pharmacy again and buy yet another Plan B....
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Since her second visit to Goro's massage parlor, about a month ago, Ashlyn had been receiving 'therapy' there almost three times a week. Every time she attended an appointment, the less actual massaging occurred. Ashlyn was just in it for the sex at this point. She and Goro figured that the less time they wasted massaging her body, the more time they could spend fucking each other's brains out. Now, they just got straight into the fucking part of her sessions as soon as they met.
Given the amount of raw sex they'd had, Ashlyn had even decided to go on the pill since Goro wasn't one for pulling out. She didn't want to go through the hassle of buying a Plan B every time they fucked. Though, Ashlyn was also guilty of wanting him to cum inside her. She couldn't explain why, she just loved the feeling of being pumped full of his warm seed. And the fact that it was a dirty old man doing the filling is what made things even more arousing. At the end of every session, Ashlyn usually left with her pussy full of his thick seed. Which led to quite a few close calls and a considerable amount of Plan B's used prior to finally getting on birth control. Ashlyn would admit that taking an emergency contraceptive wasn't ideal and entirely safe. She had to endure a lot of cramps and discomfort because of it, but nonetheless, Ashlyn kept finding herself coming back for more. She just couldn't get enough of his big Japanese cock.
Ashlyn knew that what she was doing was depraved, hell, at this point what she was doing with her masseur felt more like an affair rather than professional medical care. Though she still employed the veil of 'professional therapy' as a way to rationalize her naughty behavior. She had to admit that she felt a little guilty turning to a man other than her own husband for sex. But Harry had brought this upon himself. He still continued in his usual oblivious selfish ways; not caring about Ashlyn and refusing to make any sort of effort to mend their relationship, to restore it to what it once had been early in their marriage.
Ashlyn had even had thoughts of divorcing him. But she reminded herself that she had close ties with his family and vice versa, and doing such a thing would create a huge mess that she didn't want to deal with. So she just let it be. Life wasn't too horrible, it wasn't like she had arguments with Harry every day. Ashlyn just felt like she was pretty much living alone and left to her own devices, which she didn't mind. As for now, she was perfectly content with her little arrangement with her hung Japanese masseur, Goro. However, she still hoped that Harry would return to his old ways...
-
Getting out of her car, Ashlyn made her way to the regular massage parlor she had been routinely going to several times a week for her 'special' therapy. She entered through the front door at the usual time for her appointments: 4:00 PM. She never arrived too early or too late.
Removing her sunglasses, she saw Goro eagerly waiting behind his desk for his caramel goddess. "Hi, Mr. Tanaka," Ashlyn cheerfully smiled, giving him a wave.
"Oh! Hello, Ashlyn! Good to see you again, heh," Goro happily replied. "You ready to begin?" he asked, getting straight to the point.
Ashlyn smirked and nodded. "Of course I am! let's do it," she excitedly answered.
Goro grinned from ear to ear and went through his standard procedure of locking up the parlor to make sure that no one interrupted their 'session'. Ashlyn went ahead and paid the bill for her session. Yes, even after all the fucking she had done with Goro, she still had to pay for his service. After all, she did like to support small local businesses. Although spending a hundred bucks for each appointment three times a week was starting to hurt her pocketbook.
Ashlyn stared at the tablet for a moment, hesitating to hover her phone over it and complete the payment. "Problem?" Goro asked, coming up behind her and grabbing her ass like he usually did every time she was at his parlor.
"Um, is there any chance I could get a discount? I'm not sure if I can keep paying this every time. It's kinda expensive..." Ashlyn asked.
Goro cocked his graying brow. He did enjoy the consistent income coming from his caramel-skinned client. He wasn't one to offer frequent discounts for his services. But Ashlyn was his favorite client and he didn't want to discourage her from returning to him, so he contemplated if he wanted to make an exception.
"Hm, perhaps. Why should I give you discount?" Goro apprehensively questioned.
Ashlyn rolled her hazel eyes at the sleazy old man. "Because I'm your favorite client. I'm sure that carries some weight here," she reasoned, in a suggestive voice. Goro just smirked.
"Yes, you are. But I have business to run, I can't just be giving out discounts. Bad for business, no, no."
"You did that one time," Ashlyn pointed out.
"Augh! That was one-time thing only," Goro snapped back.
"Please, Mr. Tanaka? Could you just do this for me?" Ashlyn begged, giving Goro an alluring pouty-lipped expression.
Then, leaning down to his ear, she whispered, "If you give me a discount, it would be an incentive for me to come more than three times a week." Goro's beady eyes widened. "What if I came four times, no, five times a week? Hell, maybe even every day of the entire week, if I'm able to. But that's only if you give me a really good discount."
Goro's heart raced in excitement at the prospect of fucking his caramel goddess almost every day of the week. He couldn't turn down such an alluring proposal. "Fine, fine!" Goro capitulated. "I give you seventy-five percent off. But only for you, yes? That is as low I go."
Ashlyn smiled happily seeing him fold under her seductive charm. "Hm, thank you, Mr. Tanaka. That works perfectly," she sexily said, giving him a wet kiss on his wrinkly cheek.
Goro could only smirk with pride seeing that he had this sexy young woman on his hip. Their relationship really had developed since they first met. It wasn't in a romantic way. But more of an 'addicted to fucking each other' sort of way. They just couldn't get enough of each other. A ton of their displays of affection for each other involved a whole lot of groping and sloppy kissing. Of course, this was relegated to the confines of the parlor. Ashlyn couldn't imagine doing such things with such an old man in a public setting.
Taking his tablet, he made a few inputs before giving it back to Ashlyn. She happily accepted and paid the bill. As the payment went through, Goro gave her ass another firm squeeze, causing her to playfully giggle. Putting her phone into her purse and resting it on the desk, Ashlyn turned to face Goro.
Locked eyes with him, she gave him a devilish smile. Before they knew it, they lunged toward each other and locked lips. Their arms quickly snaked around each other's torsos as their tongues danced.
Ashlyn grabbed and tugged at Goro's white tunic while he did the same with her black tank top. The two didn't even wait until they reached the massage room. They just began to eagerly undress each other as they swapped fluids.
Momentarily pulling their lips from each other, they helped each other pull their tops off and tossed them to the side. Their lips quickly slammed back together and they resumed sloppily making out.
Ashlyn then reached down to Goro's white massage trousers and yanked them down with relative ease. He wasn't wearing any underwear so his erect cock just flung out and was now exposed in all its glory. Goro reached over to the crotch of Ashlyn's tight jeans and unbuttoned and unzipped them.
While he did that, Ashlyn reached behind her and unclasped her bra, tossing it somewhere to the side. Her shapely boobs were now exposed to Goro, though, he was too focused on making out with and undressing Ashlyn to pay them any attention.
Goro managed to undo her jeans and began to pull them down with her panties while Ashlyn kicked off her shoes and removed her socks with her feet, adding them to the growing pile of clothing in the main lobby of the parlor. Goro wasn't worried that some random on-goers would see their salacious activities since he had black-tinted window walls and blinds covering them. No one would suspect a thing.
Once her jeans were down to her ankles, Ashlyn stepped out of them. Goro kicked off his flip-flops and stepped out of his trousers as well. Now they were entirely naked, Ashlyn and Goro quickly reach down to each other's sexes and began to pleasure each other.
Ashlyn stroked her masseur's big Asian cock, while Goro fingered his sexy light-skinned client. "Mhmm, hmmm, mhmmm," Ashlyn moaned into Goro's mouth. Her pussy was sopping wet from his wrinkly old finger sleuthing in and out of her.
The two were insatiable! Ashlyn's stroking increases, causing Goro to groan as well. His precum leaked out of his slit making it easier for her delicate hand to glide up and down his shaft.
This continued for a few more minutes until Goro wanted to move on to more pleasurable things. Placing his hands on Ashlyn's shoulders, he attempted to push her down to her knees. Sensing what he wanted, Ashlyn obediently complied and fell on her knees.
"Hmm, you want me to suck your cock?" Ashlyn cooed, grabbing the base of his raging member. Goro eagerly nodded.
Giving him a deciduous smirk, Ashlyn began to smack his cock on her lips. She planted a flurry of wet kisses all over his veiny shaft. Then, bringing her mouth up to the head of his cock, she firmly wrapped her lush lips around his manhood and took him all the way down her throat. Wasting no time, Ashlyn bobbed her head with such skill and precision she had developed from her repeated appointments with Goro.
"Ohhhh, suburashi... Yessss. Ahhhhhh..." Goro let out a heavy groan of relief. He dropped his head back and leaned against the desk behind him.
Ashlyn moaned with pleasure and desire. She felt so naughty. Here she was completely naked and on her knees sucking this old man's cock in the main lobby of his parlor. She had reached new levels of depravity. In the corner of her eye, she could see random on-goers walking past the parlor through the dark tinted windows. Thankfully the door was locked so no one could get in. But the mere thought that these people had no idea what nasty things were occurring just behind those windows made her heart race in excitement.
Closing her eyes, Ashlyn made skillful circle motions when she bobbed her head and used her hand in rhythm with her sucking to add even more pleasure. Soon enough, a mixture of her saliva and Goro's precum slathered around her mouth, chin, and hand.
Glucking and slurping filled the main room of the parlor. Goro reached down and grabbed her ponytail like a handle to pull her further down his throbbing cock. Her throat felt so good. It was just so warm, wet, and tight. Wanting more pleasure, Goro began to piston his hips.
"Augh, yes... Gonna fuck your throat now," Goro groaned, twirling her ponytail in his hand.
Ashlyn's hazel eyes shot open and she looked up at her old masseur. Showing a glint of naughty approval, she released her hand from his shaft and rested it on her thigh. Grabbing her head with his other hand, Goro stood up straight from the desk behind him and began to vigorously thrust his Asian cock down his caramel-skinned client's welcoming throat.
The sounds of glucking became more apparent than ever. Ashlyn could feel his heavy ball sack smacking against her chin every time he slid all the way down her esophagus. Saliva rapidly dripped down from her chin and onto her thighs below.
Lifting her hands from her thighs, Ashlyn sexily snaked them up Goro's skinny legs. Wrapping her arms around his thin waist, she grabbed onto his tiny ass. Goro groaned in delight feeling her delicate hands gripping his small cheeks. The feeling of her white manicured nails digging into him made things even more arousing. Ashlyn then helped push Goro's hips deeper down her throat. Her eyes reddened and began to water from the little air she was able to inhale from her blocked airway.
Goro then thrust into Ashlyn's throat and held her head down. She tried to hold on for as long as she could, but the burning of her chest from not being able to breathe was too much for her to handle. Urgently tapping Goro, he released her head from his cock.
"Ah, Jesus... Mr. Tanaka, are you trying to kill me?" Ashlyn coughed.
"He he, you like how I fuck your throat with my Japanese cock?" Goro chuckled pridefully.
Sniffuling her nose, she wiped off the copious amounts of saliva slathered around her mouth. "Em, yes..." Ashlyn answered quietly. No matter how depraved it seemed, she loved how this old man had his way with her.
"You just have to let a girl breathe sometimes. You don't want me to go braindead anytime soon, right?" Ashlyn added.
Goro smirked. But she was right. He couldn't afford to have anything wrong happen to the catch of his life. Though, he did enjoy how he obliterated her throat. "So sorry! Gomen. Will let you breathe more next time," Goro apologized, bowing his head to her.
"Good," Ashlyn smiled, getting up from her knees. Reaching out with her right hand, she gripped his wet shaft like a sword's hilt. "Now, I need this big... Japanese... cock inside of me..." she seductively whispered.
"Of course..." Goro eagerly replied.
Leaning down her head, Ashlyn locked lips with Goro once more. As they made out, Goro carefully shuffled their bodies towards a couch in the main lobby of the parlor. Once there, he spun their bodies around and plopped his old ass onto the soft cushion of the sofa.
Ashlyn gazed down upon her old masseur. His cock stood erect like a tower; Precum profusely leaked from his small slit. She knew what he wanted the second he sat down. spinning around, Ashlyn began to seductively sway her shapely hips from side to side. She sexily ran her hands alongside her nicely toned torso like an exotic dancer. Goro grinned and grabbed onto her hips.
Ashlyn bit her lip feeling his old hands firmly holding onto her. Lowering herself down, she held onto Goro's knees for support and began rubbing and grinding her ass against his throbbing cock.
"Oh, yes..." Goro muttered.
Her ass was a sight to behold. It was curvaceous and fat, but not overly big. Goro loved how soft her cheeks were. Every time he got a handful of them, his fingers would sink into her flesh with ease.
Grabbing the base of his cock, Goro positioned himself firmly between Ashlyn's ass cheeks like a hotdog between two buns. Then grabbing her ass, he squished her cheeks against his veiny shaft.
"Hmmm, you like that Mr. Tanaka? You like your big juicy cock between my cheeks?" Ashlyn sexily cooed.
"Augh, hai, hai," he groaned in Japanese.
Ashlyn smirked and began to move her ass up and down Goro's sandwiched cock. As she pleasured her old masseur, her cheeks and lower back began to get slathered with the copious amounts of precum spewing from his slit.
The caramel goddess swiveled her head around to see her hung old man. A glint of lust and desire sparkled in her eyes as she saw him solely focused on her luscious ass. Ashlyn certainly appreciated how fond Goro was of her body. She loved the attention she so rightly deserved. This only made her feel more aroused and her pussy became even more soaking wet.
Goro pressed her cheeks tighter around his meaty shaft to extract more pleasure. The increased pressure wrung out more precum from his cock and onto her ass and lower back. This went on for a few more minutes before Goro had enough. He needed to bury his cock where it belonged; deep in her sweet tight pussy. Plus he could feel that he was reaching his limit. If he was going to cum, he wanted to fill her pussy up to the brim.
"Augh, enough, enough," Goro ordered.
Ashlyn stopped her grinding and bouncing. "What? Can't take it, old man?"
"Oh, I can take it. I just have enough of this foreplay. I need to fuck you," Goro replied.
Ashlyn's eyes widened in arousal. "Hmm, good. I was wondering when you were going to stop. My pussy has been dripping wet while you were fucking my cheeks with your cock. I've been aching to bury your meat inside my tight pussy, Mr. Tanaka."
Then, lifting her ass up, Ashlyn positioned her pussy directly over Goro's raging hard phallus. Reaching beneath her, she grabbed the base of his cock and lowered herself onto it.
"Ahhh, yessss," Ashlyn let out a moan of relief, feeling Goro's cock slip inside her once again. No matter how many times they fucked, she would never get over how good it felt inside of her.
Goro groaned and his eyes rolled back feeling Ashlyn lower herself all the way down his cock until he bottomed out. Her wet walls made allowed his shaft to travel with ease. And her juices dripped from her slit and onto his heavy balls.
Once fully down, Ashlyn began to grind and make circular motions. "Ahh, kimochi..." Goro let out a moan of extreme pleasure. Her velvet walls wrapped and contorted around his juicy cock. No matter how many times he fucked her, he still couldn't believe how tight she still was.
Ashlyn nibbled on her lip hearing her old masseur's groans of pleasure. The depravity of doing the nasty with such an old man only added fuel to the fires of her arousal. Then, lifting her ass up, she began to rhythmically bounce up and down Goro with such skill and precision she had perfected with him.
The moans and slapping of their flesh soon filled the main lobby of the parlor. What they were doing was so naughty. They were having sex in an area where people sat and waited almost daily. The idea of them not even knowing what went down in the very spot they were sitting in was all too arousing for the unlikely pair.
Ashlyn moaned as she continued to fuck herself onto Goro's lap. She made sure to mix in some circular motions with her ass every time she reached the bottom of his cock. And she did that, she loved the feeling of his bulbous cock head firmly kissing her cervix. Ashlyn swore that this old man's dong was molded just for her. The way he was just able to reach every nook and cranny of her married pussy felt so good. She was addicted to this feeling, and she never wanted it to stop.
"Ah, fuck! Mhmm, keep giving it to me like that Mr. Tanaka... I love your big Japanese cock rearranging my guts," Ashlyn mewled.
"He he, your pussy so tight. Yesss," Goro groaned.
Every time Ashlyn would lift herself up, Goro would eagerly pull her back down onto his cock. A mixture of their juices began to seep down from their sexes and onto the edge of the couch. Goro definitely needed to do some cleaning after they were done.
Wanting to make things hotter, Ashlyn reach down with her left hand and grabbed a handful of Goro's low-hanging sack. Goro let out a heavy groan feeling her fondling his baby makers with her delicate hand. She squeezed and juggled his balls. They were so warm and big. She still couldn't believe that he was so virile at his age.
The riding and fondling went on for some time until Goro wanted to take some initiative. Although he did enjoy when Ashlyn took control when they fuck, he wanted, no, needed to be the one pounding her married pussy. He needed to claim her as his, as nature intended.
Moving his legs between hers, he splayed them out wide. Then, sitting up from the couch, Goro pressed his old chest against her back and reached around to grab her tits. Pulling their bodies back onto the sofa, he allowed his body to slide forward so he had more freedom to move his hips.
"Oh?! Mr. Tanaka, my lord," Ashlyn gasped at him. For such a skinny frame, she was always surprised at how he could manipulate her body with ease.
Groping and squeezing her soft tits with his old hands, Goro stuffed his face into Ashlyn's neck and began to thrust upward into her needy pussy. "Oh fuck! Yes yes yes yes yes! Keep fucking me like that old man!" she wailed in rhythm to his thrusts.



Goro began to eagerly kiss, lick, and smell his caramel goddess as he pounded her pussy. She smelt so good. Her perfume was very intoxicating and only motivated him to fuck her even harder. Planting his bare feet on the floor, his hips drove up into her pelvis with such skill and precision. He knew how to fuck Ashlyn very well at this point. He memorized every weak point she had and used it to his advantage.
"Ah FUCK! I'm cumminggggg!" Ashlyn suddenly screamed.
Reaching behind her, she held onto Goro's balding head as she came. He groaned feeling her velvet walls constrict around his veiny shaft and her juices gush down onto his sack.
Goro aggressively kissed and sucked on Ashlyn's neck as he continued his onslaught. Ashlyn held on for her life as his cock pounded away at her throbbing pussy. Her neurons were on fire! Her orgasm made her extremely sensitive to all stimuli, which caused her mind to melt from the sensory overload. Her tongue sexily fell from her mouth and her eyes rolled back. She could feel Goro's lips aggressively sucking on her neck. He is probably littering her with hickeys. But she was too engrossed in how this old man was pounding her to care.
"Augh, you like cumming on my cock?" Goro asked in a breathy voice, momentarily removing his old mouth from her neck. Ashlyn could only moan in response. He loved how he fucked his goddess silly.
Wanting to up the ante, Goro reached down and grabbed her long legs. He then lifted them up toward her chest and hooked his elbows under her knees, locking her in place.
"Mr. Tanaka...' she uttered at this new position they haven't done before.
Goro then unleashed a flurry of rapid thrust into her causing her to scream in pleasure. "AH FUCK! Yes yes yes yes! Keep fucking me like that! Fuck fuck fuck... You're ruining my pussy!"
Their bodies glistened with sweat from their extreme fuck session. They panted and moaned together as their sexes slammed into each other. Goro's heavy balls swung back and forth as his hips pistoned into her.
Ashlyn was having the time of her life. She loved how this old man took what wanted and how he aggressively fucked her. And this new sex position was certainly fun. Here she was, being pinned by a smaller man as he fucked her into oblivion. The contrast of this skinny old man seizing control of her much larger luscious body was all too arousing.
"Ohhhh myyy goodddddddd!" Ashlyn moaned, reaching yet another orgasm.
Her legs shook violently in the air as her climax ripped through her already sensitive body. Ashlyn began to drool in total delirium. She swore that she was losing brain cells with every thrust.
A thick white cream began to secrete from Ashlyn's pussy as a result of Goro's intense fucking. She gripped the sides of her masseur's head as he kept pounding her. The two got even more sweaty, causing their bodies to start to slip from each other.
The wetter their skin got, the harder it became for Goro to fuck her in this position. He kept finding himself trying not to let her slip from his body, which was messing with his rhythm.
Deciding that keeping this up was too much of a hassle, Goro released his elbows from under her knees and wrapped his arms firmly around her torso. He then pulled their bodies to the left so they were now on their sides.
"Oh?! Switching positions are we?" Ashlyn gasped in excitement.
"Mhm, I want us to get more comfortable," Goro grunted.
Now they were in a spooning position. Ashlyn really loved this sex position since it was very intimate, but also very erotic. Turning her head to Goro behind her, they briefly locked eyes, before connecting lips and sloppily dancing their tongues together.
As they made out, Goro reach down and grabbed under her right leg, and lifted it up into the air. He then resumed thrusting into her. "Mhmm, hmmm, mhhmmm," they both moaned into each other's mouths as they spoon fucked. Ashlyn and Goro were addicted to swapping each other's saliva. The very act of shoving their tongues deep into another person's mouth was so arousing. It only enhanced the sex since it added a layer of extreme intimacy.
Goro held on tight around Ashlyn's torso as he thrust into her. At the same time, Ashlyn made sure to push her ass further into his crotch so he could reach even deeper. All that could be heard was their heavy breathing from their nostrils, sloppy kissing, and their sexes sleuthing in and out... In and out...
Unbinding their lips from each other, Ashlyn let out a series of pent-up moans she'd been holding in. "Ah ah ah, uh uh uh, fuck... Keep fucking me like that, Mr. Tanaka... I love your cock burying itself deep inside my pussy. I'm so glad you tend to my needs... If it wasn't for you, I don't know how I would survive!"
Goro smirked. He had her addicted to his cock. He couldn't believe that he managed to snag such a hot married woman. "Augh, it's too bad husband doesn't tend to you. You are so beautiful and should be fucked every day like you deserve. I think your husband is a dumbass," Goro declared.
Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened hearing him bad-mouth Harry like that. As much dirty talk as they had been participating in throughout their appointments, never once had Goro talked about her husband like that.
"Mr. Tanaka, ah, you can't be saying such things about my husband like that," Ashlyn objected. As much as she resented Harry for not having sex with her, she still felt somewhat obligated to defend his honor. Though, what she was doing at this very moment was everything but that.
"What? Husband don't ever pay attention to you. You are so sexy, you deserve to be cherished. A husband who doesn't pay attention to wife doesn't deserve her, no?" Goro reasoned as he continued to thrust into her.
"Ah fuck... Right there... Uh, perhaps you're right. But you don't have the right to call him a dumbass like that. Only I can, heh," Ashlyn replied.
Goro wanted her to be his. He could still sense that Ashlyn held some sort of connection with her husband. Though, it was very weak, and could be easily broken. He just needed to spill some more poison into her ear and corrupt her mind.
"I just say what is true. From what I hear, husband always at work. Always come home late. Don't want to talk to you. Don't want to touch you. Very shameful since you are such a lovely woman. So he is dumbass, yes?" Goro said into her ear. He moved down to her neck and began to suck and lick her.
Goro's reasoning did ring true to her. She had been slipping details about her life with Harry with every session she partook in. So Goro had a pretty good idea of her personal life. The more she thought about it, the more resentful she became of Harry. It angered her that he didn't even bother to try. He just wanted to work. Any normal warm-blooded male would be drooling to have a wife such as herself.
"Ah, mhhmm... I mean... Yeah... I guess you're right. He is one," Ashlyn moaned.
Goro momentarily removed his lips from her neck. "Is what?" he prodded.
Ashlyn hesitated to respond. She kinda knew where he was going with this, but it was hard to properly think since Goro was fucking her so good. "I'm not sure if I want to keep talking about my husband right now. I'm just here for the sex, remember, Mr. Tanaka?" Goro grunted in annoyance, she still wouldn't bite.
"It's okay. Let frustrations out here. This is a place where you come to relieve yourself of burdens, no? And remember, everything here is confidential. So release your thoughts," Goro assured, before wrapping his lips back onto her neck again. He grinned deviously knowing that this was the push Ashlyn needed.
Ashlyn thought about what he just said for a moment. Though, the sucking and the fucking made her very malleable at the moment. "Huh, he is right. This is a place where I can let out my frustrations," she thought to herself. Her resentment towards Harry has been reaching a boiling point for a little while now, and she hadn't really had an outlet to vent to. So she bit at Goro's offer.
"Yeah, you're right. He is a dumbass," Ashlyn spouted with some venom. She felt kinda good saying that.
Goro grinned with glee hearing her voice her frustrations. Yet another step to making her his. "Feels good to say, yes? He said, releasing his lips from her neck.
"Yeah, that did feel kinda good," Ashlyn agreed.
Goro let out a small cackle before upping the intensity. He was going to get her to release all her grievances at this very moment. Ashlyn gasped in pleasure feeling Goro's thrust intensify. "Oh my! Ah fuck! YES!"
"Ah, feels so good. What is your husband again? Release, tell me!" Goro growled as he repeatedly slammed his cock head against her cervix.
"Holy shit! Augh, fuck! Mr. Tanaka. You're going to ruin me!" Ashlyn wailed. Goro squinted not hearing what he wanted.
Then, releasing his left arm from under her torso, he reach over and firmly wrapped his wrinkly hand around her neck. Ashlyn's eyes widened and feeling her masseur starting to choke her. This was the first time he ever did something like this.
"Mr. Tanaka I-," Ashlyn tried to say, but Goro increased the pressure. She never had been choked like this before.
"Tell me! What is husband!" Goro growled again. Ashlyn's mind was everywhere. Goro was pounding her like no tomorrow, and he was slowly restricting her airway. He was being so aggressive, so dominant. She loved it...
"Ah fuck! He's a fucking dumbass! God, my husband is such a fucking dumbass for not wanting to fuck me! Augh, ah!" Ashlyn finally spat out. Goro smiled happily, his poison was working her mind.
"Yes? And what does he get for being a dumbass?" Goro urgently questioned.
Ashlyn was in total fuck mode, and she had no time to think about his question. The only thing she could do coherently was speak the truth with no filters. "My dumbass husband deserves what's happening to his wife right now! Augh, hmm fuck! He deserves that another man is fucking his wife behind his back! God, he's such an idiot for not wanting to make love to me."
Goro grinned deviously. Her words were like music to his ears. As much as he wanted to hear more, this long stretch of continuous fucking was causing him to reach his limit. "Augh, kimochi... Cumming soon," Goro announced.
"Yeah? You're gonna cum, Mr. Tanaka? Me too. Let's cum together. Do it Mr. Tankaka, cum inside my married pussy. Do something that my dumbass husband is supposed to do! Cum! Cum inside of me!" Ashlyn begged salaciously. She didn't know what came over her when she said that, but damn did it feel good.
He was loving how she was speaking her mind. It would only make things easier for his plans to make her his. With one final thrust, Goro planted his cock head firmly against the entrance of her womb and spewed his virile seed deep inside of her. Moving his hand from her neck, he grabbed her chin and brought her lush lips to his.
Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened as she felt Goro dump his baby batter into her womb. His heavy balls and cock contracted with every pump of his virile seed. Ashlyn thanked god for contraceptives. She would have definitely been knocked up with his Japanese baby by now with how many times he dumped his load inside of her womb.
As Goro came, Ashlyn also reach her own orgasm as well. Her tightening velvet walls only added to the ecstasy of their combined climaxes. Her young pussy eagerly milked Goro's cock for his genetics in an effort to conceive a baby, although fruitless due to her being on birth control.
"MMHHMMMM!" they moaned into each other's mouths as they came together.
Giving her a few last pumps, Goro relaxed and broke his lips off hers, leaving strings of their mixed saliva behind. The two gasped for air as they recovered from their orgasms. "Ah... God, Mr. Tanaka... That was incredible. Like always..." Ashlyn said in a husky voice.
Goro just groaned and slowly began to sit up. His cock slipped out of Ashlyn's pussy, making an audible popping noise. A heavy stream of his seed came pouring from her used slit. Reaching over, he grabbed Ashlyn's ass and gave it a firm squeeze.
"I love your ass," Goro muttered.
Ashlyn smirked. "Glad you like my ass, Mr. Tanaka. At least someone appreciates my body, Unlike my dumbass husband."
Goro grinned from ear to ear seeing how comfortable she seemed berating her husband now. "Come now. Let's continue somewhere more comfortable," Goro urged, trying to push her body off the sofa.
Ashlyn nodded knowing exactly what he was talking about; the futon in the same massage room that they regularly fornicate in. Getting up from the sofa, her knees wobbled, but she managed to catch herself from falling. Goro followed her up shortly after. Grabbing her shapely ass once more, they walked together deeper into the parlor to continue their nasty deeds. They didn't even bother picking up their belongings, they just left them strewn across the main lobby.
Walking nude into the halls, Ashlyn felt Goro's cum leaking down her legs and down onto the floor, leaving a small trail of evidence behind her. They soon entered the familiar room and slammed the door shut behind them. This was then proceeded by the sound of the door locking...
-
Ashlyn was out having her weekly lunch date with her best friend, Layla. Life was pretty good so far. Though, her life at home with Harry had only simmered down even more than before. She doesn't even talk to him anymore. It wasn't like she refused to. She would converse with him if he spoke to her, but other than that, things were pretty okay.
But most importantly, Ashlyn had her sexual needs tended to by Goro almost daily. Of course, there were times when she couldn't make an appointment with him due to work at the hospital, or other important matters she needed to tend to. But she made every effort so that she could see the old man and have him fuck her brains out.
Thanks to his 'therapy', Ashlyn was always in a very good mood. Even her colleagues seemed to notice that there was an extra step as she walked the corridors. With no sexual frustration plaguing her, she could focus on the other good things in life. Like spending some quality time with her best friend. It was a nice day, sunny, and at their favorite restaurant.
"You seem very giddy today," Layla pointed out, eyeing her friend while she suspiciously sipped some water.
"Huh? What do you mean? I'm always like this," Ashlyn responded, raising her brow, playing coy. They were sitting at a table outside on the patio of this nice restaurant they routinely ate at for lunch.
"I'm not stupid, Ashlyn. Something is going on. I've noticed your mood had changed these past few weeks. You used to be all mopy and frustrated all the time. And now, well, you've been better. There's nothing wrong with that, in fact, I'm happy that you feel better. But that begs to question. Did something happen back at home? Did Harry have a sudden change of heart?"
Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened at her pretty brunette friend. Her face got hot, not knowing what to say. Ashlyn knew exactly why she was always in a good mood, but she wasn't sure how to explain why to Layla.
"I uh, well I just decided to focus more on myself, rather than try to fix things with Harry. I realized that it was too draining to even bother at this point," Ashlyn anxiously explained, trying not to reveal the truth about her nefarious activities. Though, she wasn't really lying about what she said.
"Is that right..." Layla nodded. She squinted her amber eyes at her, not really buying what her friend was trying to sell. She was always keen on picking up things. And Ashlyn was definitely holding something back. Layla could just tell by the flustered look on her face and her eyes trying to avoid eye contact with her.
"I think there's something more than that. Are you hiding something from me? Tell me, Ashlyn," her brown-haired friend prodded, tipping into Ashlyn with the tip of her foot. "Come one, let a girl know!"
Ashlyn felt her heart race. She knew that once Layla could smell some blood in the water she would not stop until she had some answers.
"I- uh, I'm not hiding anything, Layla! I've just been going to the gym more. Extra exercise really helps at relieving stress, heh heh..." Ashlyn uneasily objected, trying to come up with a good enough answer so her best friend would stop interrogating her.
But Layla wouldn't bite. "Okay, now I know something up. Now spill the tea, tell me!"
"What do you mean you know something is up? I'm telling the truth!" Ashlyn tried to lie again.
"Ugh, here we go again. Ashlyn, do I have to remind you how good I am at reading you? We were roommates for almost three years for Christ's sake," Layla sighed, rolling her fetching amber eyes. "Now, the more you keep trying to avoid my question, the more suspicious I'm going to get. And you know me, I won't stop until I get my answers."
Ashlyn knew that she was caught red-handed. Albeit Layla didn't know the crime she had committed yet. "Come on, Ashlyn. We share everything together. You can tell me. Your secrets are always safe with me," Layla prodded, giving her a trustworthy look on her face.
Ashlyn sighed knowing Layla was right. They had always shared their deepest darkest secrets with each other. She was her best friend. So she found some solace that whatever she told her she would keep hush hush.
"Fine, fine! I am hiding something..." Ashlyn capitulated. Layla just smirked and triumphantly nodded to herself.
"Okay, now spill the beans. What have you been doing that has gotten you in such a good mood lately?" Layla curiously asked, propping her elbows on the table and resting her chin on her interlocked hands.
Ashlyn felt her words getting caught in her throat as she scrambled for a reply. She didn't know how to tell the truth about how she was getting her guts rearranged by an old Japanese man almost on a daily basis.
"Okay, okay... Just promise to keep this a secret..." Ashlyn sighed. Layla nodded, trying to hide an excited grin.
Ashlyn took a deep breath and composed herself before revealing the truth. "So, for the past few weeks, I've been going to this new massage parlor... The... services provided there really helps me relieve my stress..." Ashlyn explained, without sharing the more explicit details about these 'services'.
"There's no way that's it! Come on, girl! What the fuck? So you've been getting some massages, huh? As much as I would like to believe you, I'm having a hard time accepting that a mere body massage would make you this giddy and happy. There's something more, isn't there?" Layla replied with great skepticism.
Ashlyn's eyes widened in surprise again. "Gah! Why is she like this?! Stop being so nosy!" she screamed to herself. She was really hating how keen Layla was. Ashlyn avoided eye contact at first. She thought back to how wonderful her time with Goro had been. A small smile creased across her face, and before she could catch herself she had met Layla's gaze with a small devious smirk.
Layla let out a short gasp as she slowly began to connect some dots. "Hmmm... Would there be any chance that this particular massage parlor offers happy endings? Cause I heard stories about those sorts of services being offered... But that usually only happened to men. I never heard of a woman getting a happy ending," she quietly said leaning across the table.
"Layla!" Ashlyn exclaimed, kicking her leg under the table. She was panicked at how close her best friend was to the truth. Hell, she was spot on. Minus the extremely lewd details.
"What?! Oh no you didn't! Did you? Oh, Ashlyn, now I know what you've been up to. You've been getting those happy endings, haven't you?" Layla concluded, playfully smiling at her friend. Ashlyn's mouth fell agape, her words were stuck in her throat yet again not knowing what to say.



"Ashlyn, relax. I'm not judging. If you have to handle your business, handle it. I know that Harry hasn't been doing his job, I don't blame you. You deserve it," the dainty brunette assured.
Ashlyn found some relief that Layla wasn't too shocked about her revelation. Only if she knew the other stuff. "Er, yeah... I have been going there for some 'special' services. And just for the record, this stays between us. Got it?" she abashedly reiterated. Layla nodded and made a zipping gesture with her lips.
"It's just that I've been so pent up. I really needed this," Ashlyn continued.
"Couldn't you just masturbate at home?" Layla pointed out rather loudly.
"Layla! Keep down! We're in public right now!" Ashlyn hissed, cautiously checking her surroundings if anyone could have overheard them. But thankfully they were far enough from any other diners to notice.
"Whoops, sorry," Layla replied, covering her mouth with her hand.
Ashlyn rolled her eyes and went on, "Well, I could. But it's really not the same. It's just different when someone else is doing it... It's just better..."
Layla nodded in agreement. "I get what you mean. I guess I could see how it's just more fun and exhilarating that way." Ashlyn couldn't agree more. "So, now tell me about your masseur. Is he hot? He is hot, right? I could only imagine that you would only be coming back for more if he's hot. And I can assume that he's really good with his fingers, right?" Layla asked deviously and gave an overdramatic playful wink.
"Who said that my masseur is a guy?!" Ashlyn exclaimed.
"Ah ah ah, you said masseur. So he is a guy!" Layla was quick to point out.
Ashlyn rolled her hazel eyes. She was annoyed at how witty her friend was. "Ugh, anyways..." she trailed off. Her mind froze thinking about Layla's question. She was under the assumption that her masseur was a young hot guy. But he was everything but that. He was a skinny old Asian man!
"Well... I- uh, he isn't exactly a young guy..."
"Ohhh, okay he's a silver fox, I get it," Layla concluded, sipping her water.
"Er, not exactly..." Ashlyn timidly replied.
"Eh? What the hell? What do you mean not exactly? How old is this guy, Ashlyn??" Layla exclaimed. She was really getting curious now.
Ashlyn took a deep breath, before finally revealing more explicit information. "Um, I would say that he's pretty old... Maybe around his sixties? And he's from Japan..."
Layla paused and just stared blankly at Ashlyn upon hearing about her masseur. "Um, can you say something?? Anything?!" Ashlyn demanded. She didn't like how she stared at her. She was scared that Layla was judging her.
"Em, well... That's certainly... a choice. I'm not judging of course. You do you," Layla cautiously replied giving her a look of apprehension.
"Augh! I knew it! I shouldn't have told you! I knew you would say something like that! You're judging me, aren't you?!" Ashlyn embarrassedly said, covering her face with her hands.
"Wait, wait! I'm not looking down on you or anything! I promise! This is just... A curveball. Not quite what I expected," Lalya tried to assure. Ashlyn slowly lowered her hands from her face.
"So I would imagine that this old man is really good with his fingers if you keep coming back to him," Layla teased, wanting to help lighten the mood and lower her friend's guard.
He was more than just good with his fingers. Ashlyn blushed and clenched her thighs thinking about Goro's massive tool. "Er... you can say something like that..." she nervously replied.
Layla picked up on her hesitation. "Wait a second... Ashlyn, don't tell me there's more..."
"What?! Er, there's nothing more! Wha- what do you mean?" Ashlyn bashfully stuttered. She hated how Layla just kept digging.
"Come on, Ashlyn, you stuttered. I have to know now! Tell me about it," Layla urged. She needed her curiosity satiated. "Don't worry, I won't judge."
Ashlyn's heart raced. Was she really going to reveal the truth about her infidelity to her best friend already?! What would she think? Would she be disgusted? But Ashlyn had already dug herself into a hole. There was no way out of this, so might as well tell her everything, no matter how far it was. Layla's judgment be damned.
"Okay, Layla, please keep this a secret... You're the only person that will know, and I intend to keep it that way," Ashlyn asked for reassurance.
Layla raised her brow. She knew whatever her caramel-skinned friend was going to tell her was going to be something staggering. But she understandably nodded. She would do anything for Ashlyn, she was like a sister to her.
"So, this special services... Include more than the usual fingering. We uh... We er..." Ashlyn tried to say, but just couldn't. It was too embarrassing to reveal that she was sleeping with an old man.
"Come on, spit it out. I want to know," Layla eagerly pried. The anticipation was killing her.
"We um... We... We er... We have sex..." Ashlyn finally revealed in a low whisper, immediately checking over her shoulder if anyone even heard a fraction of her admittance.
Layla immediately spat out the water she had so ill timely sipped upon hearing about her naughty truth. "You what?! With an old man from Japan?!" she exclaimed. She was indeed baffled. How could her best friend fuck such an old man? And she was married!
"Ugh, I knew you react like that! Just hear me out," Ashlyn exclaimed.
"Ashlyn?! How could you fuck an old man? Don't you have higher standards than that? At least you could bang someone younger and hot. And what about Harry? Does he know??" Layla gave Ashlyn an earful.
"No, he doesn't. And it's best we keep it that way! So please don't tell him..."
Layla sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. "Don't worry, Ashlyn I won't. But answer me this. Why? What could this old man possibly offer you for you to keep coming back? Does he have a magic cock or something?"
Ashlyn bit her lip thinking about Goro's big juicy cock. "That's the thing, Layla... He does..." she quietly answered. Layla's amber eyes widened.
"What? Are you serious?" The brunette had a hard time believing that an old Asian could actually have a magic cock. But her curiosity got the best of her, she needed more details.
"Er, how big is he?" Layla suddenly asked. She didn't know why she asked that, she was just so invested in Ashlyn's little fling and had to know more.
Ashlyn took both her index fingers and showed an estimated measurement of how big Goro was. "This big!" she mouthed. Layla's mouth fell agape. "Woah, there's no way he's that big. At that age too??"
"Yup, I'm not lying. He's hung like a horse," Ashlyn replied. She kinda felt proud revealing that. "And Layla, don't even get me started on how he fucks."
Ashlyn strangely got more comfortable as she revealed more to Layla. It felt nice telling someone about her naughty activities. It was like she was relieving a huge burden off her shoulders.
"Ashlyn!" Layla gasped, kicking her under the table. "You've been 'busy' these few weeks haven't you?" Ashlyn smirked and gave her a knowing nod. "Ugh, I don't know what to do with you! Don't you feel a little guilty, for cheating on Harry?"
"Well, it's not really cheating. He offers a service to relieve my sexual frustrations. So I'm just paying for a service. There's nothing personal about it," Ashlyn explained her line of rationalization. "And Harry brought this upon himself! I have needs, you know. And remember what I've been telling you? He just refuses to even pay attention to me. Ugh, it's frustrating!"
"Huh... so you're just paying for a service..." Layla rubbed her chin. "I don't know, Ashlyn, you're still fucking someone else that's not your hubby."
"Ugh, you wouldn't understand, Layla. What he offers is a special form of therapy from Japan. He says that mutual pleasure is the best technique to relieve one's body," Ashlyn explained.
Layla was still a bit skeptical at this 'special' therapy she was being told about. But she didn't know a thing about Japanese culture, so she just took Ashlyn at her word. "Em well... That's certainly interesting, I guess."
"Layla, please understand... It's just sex, nothing more. And I need it, badly. Look at me, I'm a young woman, and I have needs. Since Harry won't touch me, I have to go elsewhere. I just hope you don't look at me differently."
Layla processed what Ashlyn just had told her. She didn't know what to say. She felt a little disappointed, but at the same time, curiously aroused that her best friend was essentially having an affair. She even knew Harry pretty well, which made things even more complicated. But she also understood how he was. Plus, she also had some problems with her own husband as well, so she could sympathize with Ashlyn.
"I can see where you're coming from, Ashlyn. Don't worry, you're still my best friend. I don't think of you any less," Layla assured. Ashlyn sighed in relief. "Although, you kinda are a little slut now in my opinion. What happened to that innocent girl I met all those years back?" she joked.
Ashlyn gasped and kicked her again under the table. "This is our little secret, got it?" she stated with authority.
"Yeah, yeah, this is our little secret. I promise I won't tell anyone," Layla replied. "But you should maybe tell me more about your naughty adventures sometime. Life back home with John is pretty meh, and I live vicariously through you so it would be interesting to know more. You could call me intrigued," she suggested, toasting Ashlyn her water.
Ashlyn raised her brow. "Oh? Intrigued are you? You would like to know more, wouldn't you? God, you're such a nosy girl," she teased.
Layla gasped at Ashlyn's little jab. But soon they broke into a small giggle like school girls. They continued to converse about Ashlyn's naughty affairs. She shared small tidbits of what her sessions were like, which caused Layla to blush in embarrassment. She couldn't believe that such an old man could be just as Ashlyn described! She got more engrossed in knowing more about this special massage therapy. The more her caramel-skinned friend told her about it, the more interested and aroused she got. Hearing how her masseur had really turned Ashlyn into a refurbished woman. He really had to know what he was doing for Ashlyn to become such a new version of herself. From everything she learned from Ashlyn, Layla was starting to think she might also need a therapy session like hers.
Ashlyn was relieved to see that Layla seemed to be okay with what she was doing. Hell, she even sided with her in the end, encouraging her in her own ways. It made Aaslyn grateful that Layla was her best friend. Layla always had her back no matter what. Although, she found it interesting that her brunette friend seemed to be very invested in hearing about her sessions with Goro, ever prying for more details. She was well aware that Layla had similar circumstances with her husband as she did. And based on how her friend reacted to the things she told her, Ashlyn was starting to think she was getting slightly aroused learning about her Japanese masseur. And she was right to be so, he was a hung old man that could fuck like a demon. What's more erotic than that?
But their conversation was cut short by the waitress bringing them their food. The two pretty women continued with their lunch without speaking another word about Ashlyn's arrangement with her elderly masseur before departing from each other to continue with the rest of their day.
-
Ashlyn was lolling about on her sofa watching some Netflix. She had just got off a strenuous shift at work and she really needed to unwind. Ideally, she would go to Goro to relieve some stress, but it was pretty late in the evening and she was exhausted. To her surprise, Harry was home earlier than he usually was. But he was upstairs doing god knows what. More work? Probably.
As she watched, she heard loud rustling coming from the stairs. She ignored it. But hearing even more rustling and quick thumping footsteps coming from the stairs warranted Ashlyn to find out what was all the fuss. Mustering her strength, she got up from the sofa to see what was up.
She strode over to the hallway and peeked around the corner to see Harry with some suitcases, getting ready to leave through the front door. "Uh, Harry? Where are you going?" Ashlyn called out to him. She had no knowledge that he was going on a trip somewhere. Which was unsurprising since Harry never told her anything about what he did.
"Me? I'm going on an out-of-state business trip to San Francisco. There's a tech convection that I'm being sent to by the company with some coworkers," Harry, explained with haste while he checked his belongings. He seemed to be in a hurry.
"Um, how come this is the first time I'm hearing about this?" Ashlyn asked as she glared at him.
"I'm pretty sure I told you. I've been planning this for almost a couple of weeks now," Harry replied. Ashlyn was sure that he didn't tell her anything. She barely even saw him.
"No, you didn't. And if you did, you did a poor job of emphasizing it to me," Ashlyn hissed.
"Honey, listen. I don't want to argue about this right now. I'm gonna be late for my flight." Ashlyn rolled her hazel eyes at him. Her resentment towards him grew even more. She hated how Harry would just wave her off like this.
Harry heard a ping on his phone and took it out to see what it was. "Oh! My Uber is here to take me to the airport now. I'll be gone for the weekend. I'll be back around Monday afternoon or late evening!" he told Ashlyn.
"That's more than just the weekend," Ashlyn annoyingly muttered to herself.
Before she knew it, Harry dashed through the front door and slammed it closed behind him, locking it. Ashlyn was left there baffled at what just happened. He didn't even say goodbye, or I love you. But she just accepted her situation. She snarled and returned to the couch. She was now completely home alone for a few days. But technically she's always home alone with how long and often Harry was at work. So this was nothing new to her.
As Ashlyn watched her show, she could really feel the stress building up in her body. Reminded that she hadn't scheduled an appointment with Goro, she brought up her phone and texted him. Minutes later she received a reply.
"Sorry, can't have session at parlor for the next few days." The text from Goro said.
Ashlyn immediately sat up from the couch hearing the disappointing news. "Great, this is exactly what I need right now," she snarled. Her temper was pretty short from how stressful work was, and how her husband went on trips across the country without confiding with her.
"What do you mean you mean we can't have our sessions for the next few days?!" Ashlyn urgently typed.
"Parlor going through some refurbishment. Will be closed for a month or two." Goro explained. Ashlyn's eyes widened in irritation upon reading his text.
"A month or two?! What the hell?! That's more than a few days! How are we supposed to have our sessions now? Mr. Tanaka, I need this." Ashlyn texted back.
She nervously waited in anticipation for his response. She couldn't go that long without sex! She needed Goro to relief tend to her needs. There was no way she was going to survive that long until the parlor opens again. Three dots kept jingling as if they were taunting her.
Then, Goro finally texted, "Oh? You need my Japanese cock?" Ashlyn just smirked and rolled her eyes at his sleazy remark.
"Mr. Tanaka! So unprofessional! But yes, I want that big Japanese cock of yours." she replied.
"Good. But no worry, no worry. I can do housecall." He texted back.
Ashlyn's heart skipped a beat upon reading his suggestion. She couldn't imagine her old masseur coming over to her home and fucking her. And yet she was given the opportunity at this very moment. She thought about it for a moment. She then realized how perfectly everything was put together. Harry was out on a trip for a few days, she didn't have work, and she was completely home alone.
A devilish grin formed on her face. She felt so naughty about what she was planning on doing. Though, she did feel a bit nervous about inviting another man to her home to do the nasty while her husband was away at work. But the taboo nature of it made it all too arousing.
"Houscall? Yeah, that sounds good. When can you be here?" Ashlyn texted.
"When do you want me?" Goro replied.
"How does 10:00 AM sound?" Ashlyn suggested. Since she was home alone she wanted to get down to business as soon as possible.
"Oh? You want early? Okay. But what about husband?"
Ashlyn smirked. "Don't worry about him. He's out on a business trip. And won't be home for a few days. So it will just be us."
"No husband? Good, good. How long do you want session?" Goro typed.
"I don't have any plans, so we can go as long as you want ;)," Ashlyn replied. Her heart raced. She felt so naughty setting up what is essentially a sneaky link-up with a man other than her husband. But of course, this was professional therapy. So she wasn't really cheating, right?
"He he, good... I see you tomorrow." Goro texted back.
"Okay, see you tomorrow. Oh, and be sure to park your car further down the street from my house. I don't want the neighbors to get suspicious." Ashlyn responded. She took extra precautions so her little arrangement wouldn't be ruined.
Her message just said 'read'. Ashlyn then went ahead and sent her home address and his payment, with a little extra because she knew that they would be at it for a long time.
Putting down her phone, Ashlyn could feel the adrenaline coursing through her veins. What she was doing was so arousing, so exhilarating. Her setting up and dick appointment with an old Japanese man felt like something you would see in some pornos online.
Getting up from the sofa, she rushed upstairs and got into bed. She was so excited that she could barely contain herself, it was kinda hard for her to fall asleep! But eventually, she was knocked out from her exhausting day at work...
-
It was close to her appointment with Goro. Ashlyn had already taken a shower and prepped herself for his arrival. She wore a sexy black silk robe that barely reached her mid-thigh with nothing underneath it. She had her black silky curly hair down and applied some nicely scented perfume. Ashlyn was so stunning and alluring. "Only if Harry could see me like this..." she thought to herself.
Going downstairs, Ashlyn paced back and forth around the living room near the front door of her house. She was excited but at the same time nervous as hell. This was her first time doing anything like this. What she was doing truly felt like an affair, but of course her rationalization of this being 'professional therapy' protected her conscious.
Ashlyn couldn't believe that she was about to have sex with an old foreign man in her home while her husband was away on a business trip. This whole thing felt surreal. She had thoughts of calling it off but seeing how it was almost 10:00 AM, it was too late to back out now.
Ashlyn waited and waited. The anticipation was killing her. But after waiting a few more minutes, she heard the doorbell ring, causing her to spring into action. She dashed to the front door and peeked through the peephole to make sure it was Goro. Her hazel eye widened to see the familiar old man wearing his usual white tunic and trousers waiting outside holding a black handbag.
Unlocking the door, Ashlyn opened it. Goro's beady eyes widened seeing his caramel goddess wearing such alluring attire, presumably for him. He hungrily eyed up and down her body. He licked his lips seeing her captivating cleavage and exposed long sexy legs on full display. The old man concluded that this was going to be a very eventful day.



"Hey, Mr. Tanaka," Ashlyn greeted, giving him a welcoming smile.
"Kon'nichiwa, Ashlyn. You look very stunning," Goro replied, bowing his balding head to her.
"Awe, thanks," Ashlyn happily replied. She always appreciated how Goro praised her looks. Glancing down, she took note of the black bag he carried.
"And where's the rest of your massage stuff?" Ashlyn jokingly asked, expecting him to bring a whole massage table with him.
"Oh?" Goro smirked and grabbed his junk, outlining his cock with the fabric of his pants. "This is all I need, no?" Ashlyn just bit her lip and nodded.
She then took a step outside and carefully scanned the surrounding neighborhood to make sure none of her neighbors saw anything. She sighed in relief seeing nothing particularly worth worrying about.
"Did you park somewhere down the street like I said?" Ashlyn queried.
Goro just nodded. "No worry, no worry. No one know I'm here. I was extra careful," he assured, giving her a wink.
"Good," Ashlyn stated.
Then, grabbing her masseur's wrinkly arm she pulled him inside her home. She slammed the door behind them and locked it. And before Goro could react, Ashlyn grabbed his face and pulled him up for a kiss. The old man's eyes widened in surprise. He was caught off guard by how eager his light-skinned client was to get straight to business.
Carefully putting down his handbag, Goro quickly moved his wrinkly hands onto Ashlyn's soft ass and began squeezing and kneading her cheeks as they made out passionately. Their tongues swirled together. Ashlyn was just so aroused by the circumstances she found herself in. She couldn't help but get started right away with her 'special therapy'.
Releasing her lips from Goro's she gave him a devilish smile. "God, I'm so fucking horny for your Japanese cock, Mr. Tanaka. I need you to fuck my brains out right now!" Ashlyn sexily told the old Asian man, reaching down and grabbing his junk. She bit her lip feeling that he was already hard for her. Goro just smirked with pride seeing how this young sexy married woman was hooked on his cock.
"He he, where shall we begin?" Goro asked, giving Ashlyn's ass a good squeeze.
Ashlyn thought about it for a moment. Thinking of a place, she deviously smiled and grabbed Goro's hand, and began to lead him somewhere. Goro made sure to pick up his bag as Ashlyn escorted him upstairs.
"Er, and please remove your slippers before we head upstairs. I don't want you getting my floors dirty," Ashlyn instructed. Goro nodded and slipped off his flip-flops, leaving them at the foot of the staircase.
As she led her old masseur up the stairs, her heart raced, Ashlyn couldn't believe that she was about to do this. What she was doing was so taboo, so sacrilegious. She may have been moving a bit too fast, but her mind was too hazed with lust and desire to properly think straight. She was addicted to the thrill. But she may be subconsciously doing it to spite her ungrateful husband.
Reaching the top of the staircase, Ashlyn led Goro down the hall to a bedroom. Goro wondered where she was taking him, but he had a general idea. Once inside, Ashlyn closed the door behind them and locked it.
Goro grinned seeing that this more oversized bedroom of the house was obviously Ashlyn and her husband's bedroom. "Oh, so you want to do it here? He he," Goro chuckled.
"Mhmm, I know it's naughty, but it just feels right that we do it here. It's what my dumbass husband deserves. He deserves his wife getting her pussy pounded in the bed they share," Ashlyn said in a seductive tone.
Goro internally grinned evilly. His poison was doing its work. Over the past few sessions, Ashlyn had increasingly been talking bad about her husband while they fucked. In her mind, she was just releasing her frustrations, but little did she know, that this was merely a seed to make it easier for Goro to make her his.
"Let's get started, shall we?" Goro stated. Ashlyn bit her lip and nodded.
Leaving his bag on a table nearby, he began to undress. Goro tossed his tunic to the side and dropped his trousers, immediately revealing his raging Japanese cock. Ashlyn gasped realizing he wasn't wearing any underwear. Stepping out of his trousers, he kicked them to the side.
He was now fully naked in all his glory. Ashlyn eyed up and down his skinny wrinkly body. She got used to his rather unappealing form. Strangely, she was actually really attracted to him, but she was just mostly allured by his big cock more than anything. The fact that the tool didn't match the body was extremely arousing to her. Let alone he was an old man.
But she had enough of staring, she needed to get some of that cock. Grabbing the knot on her waistband, she untied it and dropped her robe past her shoulders, and onto the ground. Goro's cock twitched seeing his caramel goddess fully naked in the flesh once again. He swore that he would never get used to it.
"Lie down in bed," Ashlyn commanded. Goro nodded and did what he was told.
Climbing into her bed, he lay on his back. His body sunk into the mattress. Goro felt like he was lying on a cloud. And the anticipation of doing the nasty with some husband's wife on their bed made him extremely horny.
Ashlyn climbed into bed with him and sexily crawled towards Goro. He watched in awe as she crawled between his legs like a cat. Swaying her hips from side to side... Side to side...
Laying prone between his skinny legs, Ashlyn grabbed the base of his cock. "Let's get you warmed up..." she sexily told Goro. Taking his cock head, she began to glaze her lush lips with his leaking precum. Then, sticking her tongue out, she smacked the bottom of his cock against her wet tongue, before wrapping her lips around him.
She wasted no time bobbing her head up and down Goro's manhood. The old man groaned and moaned feeling her wet welcoming mouth around his cock. He loved how Ashlyn sucked him off. She had definitely developed a knack for it during their many past sessions.
"Mhhmm, hmmm, mhmmm," Ashlyn moaned, taking him deeper down her throat. Her saliva slathered his juicy cock and dripped down his heavy sack.
Glucking and slurping filled the bedroom. A wet patch began to form under Ashlyn as she deep-throated her Japanese masseur. She couldn't believe that she was sucking another man's cock in the bed she shared with her husband. It was so naughty, so arousing... It made her so fucking horny...
"Oh, yes... Suburashi... Keep sucking my cock like that. Augh, your mouth feel so good..." Goro groaned, gripping the sheets.
Ashlyn popped his cock from her mouth and began stroking him. "Yeah? Do you like me sucking your cock? I can't believe that I'm blowing a pervy old man in the bed I share with my husband. God, this feels so wrong. I like it..."
"Gah! Feels so good!" Goro moaned as her delicate hand stroked his wet shaft. "You love my Japanese cock, yes?" he queried.
"Oh, yes! I love this Japanese cock so much! I love how it fills me up perfectly and makes my knees wobble," Ashlyn moaned.
Goro loved how much she was hooked on his endowed manhood. He had been working on her for some time now. Although she seemed to have fully embraced fucking him, she wasn't his. And he wanted her, badly. But first, he needed to strip away her connection with her husband. Goro was already halfway there, now he just needed Ashlyn to have animosity toward her husband's ability to make love to her. It will be the straw that broke the camel's back. This should be a rather easy task since he barely had sex with her, and from what Goro could tell from how she acted when he fucked her, her husband wasn't as big, compared to him at least.
"Augh, good. Is my Japanese cock bigger than your husband's?" Goro deviously grinned.
Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened upon hearing his very personal question. She thought about it for a second. It had felt like ages since she last saw Harry's cock fully erect, but it was a rather easy answer. Goro was way bigger, thicker, and better... Ashlyn's resentment towards Harry fueled her lust and desire for her old masseur. So she had little to no second thoughts about talking bad about her husband.
"Wayyy bigger, Mr. Tanaka. His little shrimp dick doesn't even compare to yours," Ashlyn didn't hesitate to answer. She gave his cock head a nice lick, lapping up his leaking precum as she still stroked him.
Goro grinned happily seeing her fall deeper into his grasp. "And who fuck you better?" the dirty old man added.
Ashlyn bit her lip knowing the answer to that. "You. You fuck me so much better than my stupid small dicked husband. It's pathetic how an old man like you can fuck me way better than a younger man such as him."
Hearing Ashlyn bad mouth her husband while she stroked and licked his cock made Goro feel victorious and so fucking horny. He needed to pound her married pussy straight away.
Meanwhile, Ashlyn felt so alive. She never knew humiliating her husband could be so arousing! Though, in the back of her mind, she did feel a little guilty. It wasn't like Harry was horrible in bed. But she crossed that line eons ago. Ashlyn's resentment towards Harry and the lack of memory of what it was like to make love to him only made it easier for her to talk shit about him.
"Gah, come now! I need to fuck, now!" Goro commanded.
Ashlyn smiled and nodded. "Where do you want me?" she asked, nibbling on her lip.
"Come up top. Ride my Japanese cock that you love so much," Goro replied.
Ashlyn nodded and released his cock from her hand. She sexily climbed up Goro's skinny body like a pussy cat. Resting her body on his, her tits were smushed against his wrinkly chest. She grabbed the sides of Goro's head and slipped her tongue into his mouth.
As their tongues danced, Ashlyn snaked her hand between their crotches and grabbed Goro's erect cock. Positioning his endowed member towards her soaking pussy, she lowered her hips onto him.
They both moaned in relief feeling their sexes connect once more. Grabbing her ass, Goro began to move Ashlyn's hips up and down his juicy cock. Releasing her lips from Goro, Ashlyn let out a loud moan.
"Ah, my lord! Mr. Tanaka! Your cock feels so fucking good," she moaned.
Goro gave her cheeks a good squeeze and dragged her all the way down his cock. Ashlyn's eyes rolled back feeling his bulbous cock head kissing her cervix.
"Feel better than husband?" Goro snickered.
"Mhm, so much better. His little penis couldn't even reach this far," Ashlyn answered in a low voice. "God, I love how your perfect cock rearranges my guts. It's like it was made for my married pussy!" Ashlyn was really letting herself fall into the deep end. Her mind was hazed with lust, she couldn't think properly.
As she bounced on Goro's cock like a wild cowgirl, Goro plunged his face between Ashlyn's shapely breasts. She moaned feeling that old man eagerly suck and lick her tits.
"Nhhgg, ah! Keep sucking my tits, Mr. Tanaka! I love feeling your lips wrapping around my nipples!" Ashlyn moaned.
The clapping of their flesh echoed throughout the bedroom. Ashlyn's wails of pleasure could be heard throughout the house. Reaching out, she grabbed onto the headboard of the bed and began to roll her hips into Goro's cock. Her tongue sexily fell out of her mouth and she began to drool feeling his endowed manhood reach deep into the depths of her wet pussy.
Goro popped his mouth from her tits and firmly grabbed them. Ashlyn let out a moan feeling his old hands knead and squeeze her saliva-slathered mammaries. Looking up at his caramel goddess, he saw that her face had that fucked silly look that he loved so much.
The bed creaked as Ashlyn rode her Japanese masseur. Goro's cock repeatedly knicked all the right nerves and slammed deep into her cervix. She quickly reach her limit and came hard onto him.
"Gah, oh my god! Mhhmmm, I'm cumminggggg!" Ashlyn wailed.
Slamming herself all the way down Goro's cock, she made circles and ground her hips into his crotch. Her eyelids fluttered and her hazel eyes rolled behind her skull as she came.
Goro groaned as her velvet walls contracted tightly around his cock and her sweet cream gushed down his meaty shaft. Ashlyn just had her first orgasm of the day and she felt like her brain was already shutting down. She grew nervous that they just started, and there was more to come...
"He he, you love cumming on my big Japanese cock?" Goro chuckled, giving her tits a good squeeze.
"Ah, ah, ah, yes... I love cumming on your big Japanese cock..." she panted.
Releasing his old hands from her tits, Goro gave Ashlyn's cheek a good spank. "Eep!" she squealed in surprise. But in a good way.
"Come now. Lay on stomach. I wanna take you from behind," Goro ordered, giving her cheeks another spank.
"Ah, okay, Mr. Tanaka," Ashlyn mewled.
Getting off of his lap, Ashlyn quivered feeling his cock slip out of her dripping pussy. She felt a void left behind by his old manhood and desperately longed to be filled up again. Ashlyn eagerly got into position. She plopped herself into her stomach and turned her head to Goro, biting her lip.
The old man stared in awe at his caramel beauty lying before him. Her hungrily eyed up and down her prone naked body. Everything from her toned back, sexy curves, and long legs. He felt like he was gonna pass out. He thanked god that he was blessed to be in this salacious situation.
"Are you gonna keep staring? Or are you going to fuck my brains out?" Ashlyn called out to her masseur.
Goro shook his balding head into focus and proceeded to mount her. Kneeling down behind Ashlyn with her long legs running between his skinny legs, Goro grabbed her soft caramel cheeks and splayed them open, revealing her holes to him.
Goro licked his lips seeing how wet her pussy was. God how he wanted to inseminate her with his Japanese baby. But she was on that pesky pill. He had to find a way to get her off of it. But before he could do that, he needed to officially claim her as his. And Goro was just about to do so.
Taking his cock, Goro guided himself back into Ashlyn's needy pussy. She moaned and gripped the sheets of the bed that she shared with Harry. Leaning forward, Goro pinned Ashlyn's wrists to the mattress with his hands. He began to thrust his hips into her causing her to unleash a flurry of moans.
"Ahhh, suburashi! This pussy is wonderful!" Goro groaned as he railed her from behind.
"Ah! Nnggg, fuck! Mr. Tanaka! You're fucking my brains out!" Ashlyn winced and writhed in pleasure as Goro took her from behind.
Goro fucked Ashlyn into the mattress with long deep strokes. She shoved her face into the bed and lifted one of her legs up from the mattress from the pleasure coursing through her body. Ashlyn bit down into the sheets as she felt his cock drive deep into her wet love canal over and over again. The clapping of their flesh reverberated through the bedroom, only adding to the arousal.
"Ah ah ah, uh uh uh, mfffmmmm," Ashlyn moaned in rhythm with the hung old man's thrusts.
The two could feel the temperature of the room rising as their hot steamy fuck session progressed. Their bodies were permeated with sweat. Their breaths were hot and steamy, making the room humid.
Ashlyn loved how the old Japanese man was railing her. It was like Goro was something you would find in some porno. There was no way in hell that such an old man could be able to fuck like this! And yet, here he was.
Resting his body down fully on top of hers, Goro nuzzled his face into Ashlyn's neck. His skinny body filled the curves of her back. It was uncanny how small his body was compared to hers. But nonetheless, he continued to fuck her into submission.
Goro eagerly planted his old lips onto her neck and began to lick and suck on her. Reaching around his head, Ashlyn turned to face the old man. Their hot steamy breaths hit heavily against each other's faces as they locked eyes.
"Ah, yes! Right there, Mr. Tanaka. Please keep giving it to me. Keep fucking my married pussy!" Ashlyn moaned. "I love how you fuck me! You fuck me sooo much better than my husband! God! I can't believe that a horny old man like you could fuck me so good!"
Goro smirked with pride. He had her exactly where he wanted her. His cock rendered his caramel goddess drunk with lust and she was firmly addicted to the way he pounded her. Now it was time to state his intentions and make her his.
Slamming his hips firmly against her ass, Goro made circles. The head of his big Asian cock firmly pressed against her cervix. Ashlyn moaned and rolled her eyes behind her lids.
"Be mine," Goro stated.
Ashlyn rolled her eyes back and cocked her brow. "What? What are you saying?" she replied, but her focus was obscured by the big cock balls deep inside her tight pussy.
Goro reached over and grabbed her face by the cheeks. "Be my personal slut! Be mine!" he reiterated, squeezing her cheeks harder.
Ashlyn gasped. Goro just called her a slut for the first time! The line of professionalism was being more obscured. But he was only saying that in confidence, for the sake of the session, right? Though, she was still confused about what he wanted. Well not really since his intentions her clear, but it came out of nowhere and was so left-field that she couldn't properly process what he was saying.
"I- I don't understand. What do you mean? Ah fuck!" Ashlyn deliriously replied.
Goro groaned in frustration. Dragging his hips back, he slammed back down into her, causing Ashlyn to let out a heavy moan. "Augh, you dumb, slut?" he said again, resuming his thrusts into her. "Be mine! Be my LOVER!"
Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened fully realizing what the old man wanted. "AH! Be your lover?! You- you want me to leave my husband?! I can't just do that!" She struggled to get out with Goro pounding away from behind.
"Augh! No, no. You don't have to leave husband. We can just be secret lovers," explained.
"Secret lovers?! Ah, I- I can't- this can't happen, Mr. Tanaka!" Ashlyn refuted. "That- that would be cheating!"
"Gah! Stupid girl. You not facing the truth!" Goro stated. "You are addicted to my cock, no? You already have sex with me almost every day! I satisfy your needs, no? You even say that I am bigger and fuck better than husband. So just be my lover!"
"Nhhggg, I- no! This is supposed to be professional, Mr. Tanaka! I can't be personally entangled with an old foreign man!" she tried to object, but his truths rang true in her mind.
"Tsk tsk tsk. You are blinded, girl," Goro snapped back. "With how many times we fuck. I very am much entangled in your personal life now. You just too blind to see. You need admit your lust and desire for me."
"Mr. Tanaka I-," Ashlyn tried to say.
"With how you kiss me, fuck me, and talk to me. You very much want more from our little thing, no? You love this cock, and you just can't get enough of it. You've only been coming to me for sex, no? You need my cock every day, just as I need your pussy. So just be my personal cumslut!"
The veil of professionalism was quickly torn down from around her. Everything that Goro was saying was true. She was addicted to his cock. The more she thought about it, she finally realized that everything she had been doing was indeed cheating. The way she conversed with Goro, how she texted him, the way they touched each other, fucked each other, and how she snuck around to be with him reeked of an affair.
The threshold of professionalism was passed a long time ago. Hell, that line was crossed the first time they had sex. She was just so sexually frustrated that she rationalized her unfaithful actions with this lame excuse of 'special therapy'.
Ashlyn's mind was thrown into discourse. But with Goro's continued onslaught of her pussy, she couldn't think properly. "If you be my personal slut, no more paying for sessions. We can just fuck for free since we are lovers."



Goro then began to lecherously lick Ashlyn's lush lips. The caramel-skinned beauty winced in pleasure as the old man repeatedly slammed his Asian cock in and out of her soaking cunt.
"Ah, my god... Mr. Tanaka, I can't believe you want me to start an affair with you!" Ashlyn exclaimed in a breathy voice.
Goro thrusted balls deep into her again and replied, "Yes! Be me, lover! My personal slut! Be mine! We already been having an affair for some time. You just don't want to admit it!"
The thought of having an old man, no, a hung old man as a secret lover felt wrong on so many levels. But Ashlyn had to admit to herself that he was right. She has already been having an affair with Goro. She had betrayed her marriage vows for her carnal pleasure. She wanted to be disgusted with herself, but strangely, the wrongness of her actions made her exhilarated and only fueled her depravity.
"But my what about my, ah mhmm, my husband?" Ashlyn mewled. "What do I do about him??"
"Gah! You said it yourself. He is a dumbass, no? Has he suspected anything yet?" Goro groaned.
"Mhhmmm, no... He hasn't..." she admitted.
Goro deviously chuckled. "Good, he he. Then what he doesn't know won't hurt, yes? You been doing good job keeping this a secret. So just be mine. He will never know as long as we careful, yes?" he reasoned.
Ashlyn gritted her teeth and writhed in pleasure. "I- I don't know if I want to go through with this..." she cautiously said.
Sensing Ashlyn's apprehension to submit to him, Goro decided to force her to make a decision. Increasing the pace of his fucking, he shouted, "Make decision now! Be mine or I will no longer have sex with you!"
Ashlyn gasped but managed to refrain from answering Goro. Sensing her resistance to his demands, Goro fucked her even harder into the bed and hungrily licked all over her pretty face. The old man slathering Ashlyn's face with his tongue should have grossed her out, but for some reason, this just aroused her even more.
Be mine, be mine, be MINE!" Goro kept repeating as he pistoned his hips into her ass.
"Nhhggg, ah, fuck! I- I can't- Holy shit!" Ashlyn resisted, but Goro was pounding her like no tomorrow. She was about to reach her limit.
"Augh! Mr. Tanaka, I'm gonna cum!" Ashlyn announced.
Goro thrust even faster and deeper than before, causing Ashlyn's eyes to roll back. Her neurons were firing in all directions as she got closer and closer to her climax. "Mhhmm, Mr. Tanaka I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cu-."
Just as she was about to reach her orgasm, Goro calculatingly pulled out of her begging pussy. "AH! What?! Why?! Why did you stop?! I was so close! I was about to cum!" Ashlyn frustratingly hissed.
Goro smirked and dismounted her. He was taking a gamble, but he was betting it would work out in the end. "No, no. I say make choice. If you won't be my lover, I say I won't have sex with you, no?"
Ashlyn pushed herself up from the bed and turned her body to face Goro. "Augh! You can't be serious right now?! No! You're bluffing, aren't you?! There's no way you would just walk away from me like this?!"
Shaking his head, Goro moved over to the edge of the bed and stood up. "I no bluff. You make choice now, or I leave. You will never see me again. No more sex, ever," he stated.
Ashlyn ground her teeth in frustration. She couldn't believe that this old man was threatening to refrain sex from with her in order to get what he wanted. Turning her torso over, she sat back up and gripped her sheets. She watched as Goro began to gather his clothes. She sat there and waited in hopes that he was just bluffing. But to her dismay, he actually looked like he was going through with leaving.
Her mind raced trying to figure out what to do. Ashlyn weighed her options. She either would have this skinny old Japanese man as her secret lover and officially start an affair, or end things now and never see him again. The moral thing to do would end things now before she fell even deeper into his grasp. But the itch deep within her core from her orgasm she wasn't able to have and the idea of losing out on good, no, amazing sex weighed heavily on her mind. But her carnal needs were overriding her inhibitions.
Then thinking about Harry, Ashlyn still had her resentment towards him. She began to blame him for putting her in this position. If it wasn't for him, she wouldn't be driven into this predicament. Only if he just showed a little effort, none of this would ever happen!
Ashlyn needed to make a decision quickly before Goro left. She watched as he gathered his clothes from the floor and moved to pull his trousers up his scrawny legs. But his waistband got caught on his still erect cock. The void left in her pussy pestered her. She couldn't take it anymore. She needed to be filled up by his big Asian cock again. She need his cock, she needed Goro...
"Mr. Tanaka, wait! Please... Wait..." Ashlyn called out to him, sounding a bit defeated. She made her choice.
Goro stopped what he was doing and deviously smirked. "Huh? What was that?"
"I- I will be your lov- lover..." Ashlyn capitulated.
"What? Could you say that again? My hearing not very good," Goro snickered, he wanted to milk her submission as much as possible.
Ashlyn frustratingly ground her teeth. "Ugh! I will be your lover! Do you hear me? I will be your lover!" she repeated. "So, please! Just come back to bed. I need your cock!"
Goro was loving how she was begging for him, just as planned. "Good, good! You make the right choice! Now let's get back to what we were doing, yes?"
Ashlyn nodded. Her heart was pounding out of her chest after what she had just done. It felt surreal that she accepted this old man to be her secret lover. Dropping his trousers back to the floor, Goro made his way back into the bed with her. There was no turning back now, this was the official start of her affair with her Japanese masseur.
Once in bed, Goro crouched directly in front of Ashlyn. Locking eyes for a few moments, the two felt the temperature in the room rising. Goro's cock throbbed and Ashlyn's pussy pulsed. They were so aroused. What they were doing was so taboo, but they were just too addicted to each other to care.
Unable to resist each other for longer, the two lunged toward each other and interlocked lips. Their tongues hungrily delved into each other's mouths. Pushing his new lover down into the mattress, Goro got in between her long legs. He reached down, grabbed his cock, and aligned himself against Ashlyn's moist folds.
Thrusting forward, his cock delved deep into her tight pussy. "Mhhmmmm," the two moaned into each other feeling their sexes conjoining once again.
Ashlyn reached around Goro's torso and clawed her white-manicured nails into his wrinkly skin. The old man groaned feeling her claws dig into him, but in a good way. Goro continued to thrust away into his caramel lover.
Releasing her lips from him, Ashlyn's sultry moans poured from her mouth. It was like music to Goro's ears. "Ah ah ah, uh uh uh! You're fucking me so good, Mr. Tanaka! I can't believe that I'm having an affair with an old Japanese man!"
"Gah! Since we are lovers now, no need to be formal. Just call me Goro," Goro panted, giving her long slow strokes.
Ashlyn's eyes widened. Professionalism was now a long-gone memory. "Okay, Goro..."
Resting their foreheads against each other, the two breathed heavily as they fuck each other. Although what they were doing didn't really feel like fucking, it felt like something more. Goro kept a steady pace. He wasn't too fast, but he wasn't slow as well. He was being more sensual.
Snaking her delicate hands down his back, Ashlyn grabbed his smalled buttcheeks and forced him to go deeper. "Ah, fuck... Deeper, Goro. Deeper..." she mewled.
"Gah, Ashlyn... Pussy so tight. This pussy is now mine, yes? This is no longer for husband. Only me," Goro declared in a husky voice.
Ashlyn's mind was hazed with lust and desire for the old man. She had submitted to her new lover. "Yes, this married pussy is yours, Goro. Only you can fuck me. Not my stupid shrimp dicked husband. Only you, my hung Japanese bull..."
Goro's cock twitched inside her velvet walls hearing her call him her bull. Now the only thing left for this bull to do was to inseminate and breed his mate. But he needed her off that sacrileges pill.
Leaning his head down into Ashlyn's neck, Goro began to aggressively smell and ravage her with sucking and kissing. She smelt heavenly. Her scent was so sweet, so alluring. Goro was intoxicated with all of her.
In reaction to him raiding her neck, Ashlyn moved her hands from his ass and wrapped her arms around his balding head. "Ohhh, yes... Goro... Keep kissing me like that. Ah! That feels so good!" she moaned.
Her long legs snaked around his skinny waist, trapping him. Every time he reared his hips back, Ashlyn would eagerly drag him back down where he belonged. Goro's old skinny body entangled with Ashlyn's larger, lush athletic body looked so unnaturally erotic. But that's what made things even hotter, how an old man could mate and claim with such a beautiful young woman.
Pulling Goro's head up, Ashlyn locked her hazel eyes with his beady dark globes. They just gazed into each other as their sexes sloshed together. Their steamy breaths hit their faces. And their bodies were drenched in sweat. Ashlyn and Goro were running only on the instinct to mate with each other, to breed.
Feeling her core rearing up for her climax, Ashlyn moaned heavily. Since she had her last orgasm ruined by Goro, the one she was about to have stormed her nervous system. Her body needed to cum.
Meanwhile, Goro was beginning to reach his limit as well. He had been enduring quite some time of fucking Ashlyn's tight wet pussy. His orgasm was long overdue.
"Ah, cumming soon," Ashlyn and Goro coincidently moaned at the same time.
The two paused and stared at each for a moment. Then smiling at each other, Ashlyn and Goro moved their faces together and locked lips. As their tongues tangled with each other and their fucking intensified. Goro reached down and grabbed Ashlyn's wide hips and pistoned his cock into Ashlyn's begging pussy while she eagerly helped him with her long legs.
The pleasure they were both feeling was mind-melting. The two were in total ecstasy. As their minds melted in carnal pleasure, Ashlyn and Goro giggled between each other's lips. What they were doing felt so good, it felt so fun!
Feeling his cock twitching inside of her, Ashlyn sensed his impending orgasm. She released her lips with his: Leaving webs of their saliva connecting to each other's mouths.
"Are you going to cum soon, Goro?" she asked in a breathy voice. Goro just grunted and nodded, trying to keep his focus. "Okay, cum! Cum, Goro! Cum deep inside of me! Make me yours! Claim this married pussy! Claim me! I fucking need you to make me yours! Do it!"
Her pleas for him to claim her sent Goro over the edge. Driving his hips fully down, he went balls deep into her begging pussy and planted the head of his juicy Asian cock against the entrance of her womb and finally came.
"You - are - now - MINE! EEAAAYYYAAAAAAAAA!" Goro let out a loud decrepit moan.
His cock and heavy balls contracted, and he dumped his virile seed into Ashlyn's ready womb.
"Ohhhh, fucckkk!" Ashlyn wailed. The feeling of his warm cum filling her up caused her to reach her own orgasm as well.
The two kissed once more as they violently came with each other. Crossing her ankles, Ashlyn pulled down Goro as deep as humanly possible with her athletic long legs. Her white pedicured toes clenched tightly as her pussy contracted tightly around Goro's veiny cock, milking him for everything he had.
Goro spewed ropes of his thick Asian cum deep into Ashlyn's pussy. He was claiming her as his. And there was nothing her husband can do about it.
Meanwhile, Ashlyn's mind was melting from her own climax ripping through her body. Since she had her orgasm denied not too long ago, she was really pent up. So when she finally got her release, it was twice as potent. Ashlyn could feel her neurons burning through her body and her legs trembling violently. She would admit, Goro really knew how to make her cum. Harry did a fine job, but Goro, well, he was lightyears better than him.
Shooting his last few loads deep inside Ashlyn, Goro collapsed onto her. The two new secret lovers panted heavily, gasping for air. Their entangled bodies were drenched in sweat.
"Ah, ah, ah... Holy shit... That was amazing Mr. Tana-, er I mean Goro..." Ashlyn struggled to say, untangling her arms and legs from around him.
"How does it feel to be mine? To be my slut," Goro queried, wheezing heavily.
"Ah, it feels so fucking good. I love being your slut. I love how you claim my pussy as yours, you dirty old man."
Goro chuckled. "Ha! Well, this dirty old man knows how to fuck you real good, yes?"
"Hmmm, yes. This dirty old man really knows how to fuck me good..." Ashlyn giggled.
The two rested for a few more minutes. Goro left his deflating cock inside of Ashlyn's cum filled pussy to soak before finally deciding to get up off of her. As he did an audible popping noise could be heard and a river of his thick seed came pouring out of her used slit and leaked into the sheets of the bed.
"Whew. Suburashi... That was something," Goro sighed in relief, plopping on his ass directly across from his caramel goddess.
Ashlyn just remained silent and quietly moaned, still trying to recover from her orgasm. As the aftermath of her climax subsided, Ashlyn slowly sat up. Getting a good view of her new lover, she bit the bottom of her lip knowing this was just the beginning of their naughty affair. A part of her did feel a little guilty for cheating on Harry. But he brought this upon himself, and she felt like it was too late to feel bad.
"So, how long is husband gone for?" Goro asked.
Ashlyn shook her head into focus. "What? Oh, he won't be back until Monday afternoon," she answered.
Goro smirked deviously. Noticing his grin, Ashlyn quickly caught on to what he was thinking. "Hm, you planning on staying over a few days?" Ashlyn playfully asked.
"Only if you want me to," Goro chuckled.
Ashlyn devilishly smiled and sexily crawled up to Goro. Seductively grabbing his chin and locking eyes with him, she said, "Well, since you're now my secret lover. Why don't we take full advantage of my dumbass husband leaving me home alone? I hope you had a good rest last night because we're going to be fucking all - day - long..."
Then pulling his chin towards her, Ashlyn gave Goro a nice wet kiss on the lips. As they kissed, she reached down Goro's crotch and grabbed his deflating cock slick with her juices, and began slowly stroking him. She felt him twitch in her delicate hand and he slowly regained his vitality.
Ashlyn pulled back, then went in for another kiss, but before she could Goro stopped her. "Wait, I have something that would make this more fun." Shifting himself off the bed, Goro went over to his black and opened it.
Ashlyn raised her brow wondering what he was getting. "Um, what's in the bag anyways?" Ashlyn questioned.
Goro chuckled and pulled out two medium-sized glass bottles with Japanese text on them. Ashlyn tilted her head to the side, they appeared to be an alcoholic beverage from what she could deduce.
"This is sake. Rice wine. This will make our fucking more enjoyable," Goro explained.
Although Ashlyn thought that Goro's ability to fuck her was sufficient enough, she didn't mind the idea of having some fun drunk sex. It had been a while since she did anything remotely like this.
Placing one of the bottles onto the bedside table next to them, Goro spun the cap off of the bottle and got back into bed with Ashlyn. "So how much do we need to drink for things to get interesting?" she queried.
Goro hand her the bottle and said, "This is special sake I bring. So you won't need to shrink too much to get good buzz. Go on drink, drink!"
Ashlyn just nodded and placed her lips on the tip of the bottle and took a few swings. Her eyes watered as the liquid flooded her tongue and poured down her throat. "Okay that's enough," Goro instructed. Ashlyn stopped and coughed a few times.
"God, that's strong! I'm pretty sure that's jet fuel!" Ashlyn exclaimed. She could feel her throat burning.
Goro chuckled and took the bottle from her. Taking some swigs, Ashlyn noted that he was drinking significantly more than her. But she figured that he was just more used to it. Getting his fill, Goro placed the bottle down on the bedside table next to them.
"Gah, been long time since I have sake that good!" he happily roared. "How you feeling, Ashlyn? You feel it yet?"
Ashlyn raised her brow, she didn't particularly feel anything, but she wanted to wait a few minutes to let the alcohol take effect on her body. As she waited, Ashlyn quickly began to feel her body heating up. "Woah... I think I'm feeling it, Goro. Wow, this stuff works quickly!" she said to Goro as he waited patiently.
Ashlyn felt herself getting lightheaded but in a good way. Before she knew it, she got her buzz. "Woah, this is really good. Oh my..."
She did feel a little dizzy, but other than that, Ashlyn felt pretty good. Her breathing got heavy, and her pussy began to moisten up again. "Okay, Goro I'm really feeling it now," Ashlyn announced.
Goro lecherously licked his lips. "Good, good! Let's get back to what we were doing, yes?"
Glancing down, Ashlyn's eyes widened seeing Goro's cock fully erect again. The alcohol was taking more effect on her body. Her face had that buzzed blush and she could her arousal swelling from within her.
"Yeah, I'm ready to do some more fucking, Goro. Come here," Ashlyn replied in a low voice, grabbing Goro and pulling him in for a sloppy kiss.
As they made out, they ran their hands all around each other's backs, before falling over onto the mattress. Soon, the sounds of their flesh clapping and their moans of ecstasy filled the bedroom and could be heard throughout the hallways of the house...
-
For the next few hours, Ashlyn and Goro spent their time fucking each other's brains out. The sake he had brought certainly made things even more hot and steamy. The buzz combined with the mind-blowing sex sent the two into total ecstasy. Ashlyn even tried to drink more as they fucked, but Goro stopped her since it was too strong for her, and he didn't want her to black out.
They continued to mindlessly fuck well into the afternoon. But eventually, they were forced to stop since their bodies couldn't take any more strain. And as virile Goro was, he needed a rest since he was still an older man.
They left the total sex-reeked bedroom and went downstairs in the nude. Ashlyn's buzz had since faded away. Their bodies were sticky from sweat and cum. Not to add that they reeked of the smell of sex. They needed to get cleaned up, but first, they had to replenish their bodies with some nourishment.
Ashlyn felt so naughty that she walked around fully naked with an old man in the home she shared with her husband. But that's what made things hot.
As Goro lolled about on the couch watching tv, Ashlyn made dinner for the both of them. But what made things erotic was that she was only wearing an apron. She couldn't help but nibble on her lip the entire time she was cooking because of how aroused she felt in her current state.
But as taboo as it was cooking dinner for a man she was having an affair with while her husband was away, it was a good change of pace. This was the first time in a while she was making dinner with someone currently present. Albeit it should have been her spouse, she made do with what she had.
Once dinner was done, the two secret lovers sat at the dinner table and eagerly consumed the food Ashlyn had made. She cooked up a pretty hefty meal for the both of them since she knew that they needed fuel for the inevitable fuck marathon they would resume



As they ate, the two playfully played footsies with each other. Goro loved feeling Ashlyn's bare feet feeling up his legs. It was getting hard for him to focus on eating since she was touching and teasing his cock under the table. He even had to spit out some food feeling the bottom of her foot press up against the underside of his shaft. Ashlyn wanted to tease Goro a bit to get him all riled up for later in the evening when they are both replenished.
Once done, Ashlyn washed the dishes. As she did Goro came up behind her and began sensually kissing her naked back. Pressing himself against her, he reached around her torso and began to feel up her sexy body. He groped her tits under the apron, grabbed at her hips, then eventually his hands drifted down towards her crotch.
Ashlyn moaned feeling him dip his wrinkly fingers inside her sticky pussy. Scooping up some of his cum still inside of her, he brought it up to her mouth. Without a word, Ashlyn opened her lips and allowed Goro to put his cum covered fingers in her wet mouth.
"Taste good?" Goro asked, kissing the nape of her neck.
"Mhhmmm," Ashlyn hummed sucking on his fingers.
By the time she was done, it was about eight-thirty, and the two headed back upstairs. Since they were filthy from all the sex they had earlier, she drew up a nice bath for the both of them. Once the bath was ready, they both got in. Goro lowered himself down into the perfectly warm water with Ashlyn sitting directly behind him.
Goro grinned happily feeling Ashlyn's tits pressing up against his back and her long legs surrounding him. Tying her hair back, Ashlyn got some soap and began to lather up her Japanese lover. She smirked feeling like she was some sort of nurse for this elderly man.
Everything was so erotic for the both of them. Goro quietly groaned feeling Ashlyn's delicate hands rubbing all over his wrinkly body. That, combined with the warm water and nicely scented soap, aroused him. He could feel his manhood rising again.
The more Ashlyn ran her hands around his body, the more erect Goro got. Eventually, his cock stood straight up. The head of his mighty member poked out of the bubbly water like a periscope of a submarine.
Ashlyn gasped noticing his endowed cock sticking up from the water. "Oh? You seemed to recover, Goro."
"Heh, your hands just feel so good..." Goro grunted.
"Yeah? You like how my hands feel?" Ashlyn said in a seductive voice.
Snaking her right hand down to his crotch, she grabbed his throbbing cock under the water. "You like how my hand feels on your big juicy cock?" she moaned into his ear.
"Gah! Hai, hai. Ohhh, kimochi!" the old man groaned.
Ashlyn then turned Goro's balding head to face her with her free hand and leaned down for a kiss. Slipping her tongue into his mouth, she began to jerk him off. The sounds of rhythmic splashing and groans of pleasure filled the bathroom.
Their tongues licked the inside of each other's mouths, swapping their saliva. Ashlyn continued to skillfully jerk Goro off for a few more minutes before he reached his limit. "Augh, cumming... Soon," Goro said between their lips.
Smirking, Ashlyn kissed him even harder and began to rapidly speed up her strokes. Goro's nostrils flared out as his breathing got labored. Feeling his cock contract and rearing up to cum, Ashlyn released her lips from Goro and went to his ear.
"Cum for me, Goro. I need you to cum. Please, cum my hung Japanese bull. I wanna see you shoot your load in my bathtub. I want to see your cum shoot out of your big juicy cock," Ashlyn seductively urged from behind him.
Giving him a few final strokes, Goro unleashed his seed. "GAHHYYAAAA!" Goro groaned out loud.
Arching his hips up above the soapy water, his thick white cum spewed into the air like an erupting geyser. His load splashed in the surrounding water and some on his belly. Ashlyn made sure to give him a few more good strokes, wringing out as much cum from his cock as possible before releasing her hold from him.
Goro wheezed heavily. His old body relaxed and melted back into the warm water. "Hm, I hope you can keep going, old man. Because the night is still young. I need you to fuck my brains out until sunrise," Ashlyn playfully said, giving him a wet kiss on the cheek.
"Gah... Don't you worry, I won't let you sleep. By the time we done, you won't be able to walk for days," Goro confidently replied, gripping her soft thick thighs next to him.
Ashlyn bit her lip. "Mhm, I hope so. Now let's get finished cleaning up so we can get back to bed." Goro nodded and grabbed a scrub and soap.
As he helped his caramel lover clean her body, she had her fingers in her pussy cleaning out as much of his thick Asian cum still inside of her from earlier. Once done, they two got out of the tub and dried themselves off.
Ashlyn told Goro to wait in bed while she freshened up a bit more. Heading into the bedroom, Goro went over to his black bag and opened it. Removing a metal flask, he twisted the cap open and took a few big swings of a strong-scented liquid he had stored inside. What he drank was a special tea that boosted his libido and sexual performance from Japan. Although he didn't usually need such enhancers, this was a rare occasion. He had already climaxed several times throughout the day, and Ashlyn still wanted more. Goro knew that he was in for a long night, albeit an amazing one. But he couldn't help but think that this woman was insatiable. She might kill him!
Sealing the flask, he hopped back into Ashlyn's marital bed. Goro triumphantly chuckled to himself at his success in claiming this hot married woman. Laying back onto a pillow, he had his arms behind his head. His naked form lay on full display and his cock was quickly reacting to the herbal tea he had drunk.
Then, turning the corner into view from the bedroom bathroom, Ashlyn sexily leaned against the arching entryway. Bracing her hand on her hip, she eyed up the hung naked old man laying on the bed she shared with her husband. She bit her lip seeing his well-endowed member fully erect for her again.
Goro couldn't help but smile seeing how sexy his caramel goddess was. Everything from her pretty face, sexy nude body, and long silky hair was divine.
"You seem ready to go," Ashlyn said, crossing her legs. "Excited to fuck me in my marital bed all night long?"
"Oh, you know I am," Goro smirked. "Now come here sexy, my beautiful slut."
At first, Ashlyn wasn't fond of being called a slut. But the thought of being a slut for such an old man was so arousing to her. So she started taking a liking to it. She wasn't just any slut, she was a slut for Goro's big Japanese cock.
Turning off the bedroom lights, Ashlyn went over to the lamp on the bedside table and turned it on. The light beaming from it wasn't too bright, in fact, it was quite low. But in a way that was erotic. The low light made the two secret lovers very aroused and horny.
Hopping into bed, Ashlyn crawled up to Goro and lay next to him. Resting her body against his chest, she draped her leg over his: Goro's erect cock leaned against her knee.
"So, are you confident you can last the rest of the night?" Ashlyn asked as she walked her slender fingers up his wrinkly chest and planted wet kisses on his old face.
"Oh, I can last alright. Question is, can you?" Goro confidently replied.
"Hm? Is that a challenge, Goro?"
"Heh, maybe."
Locking eyes, Ashlyn and Goro could see the lust emanating from within their dilated pupils from the lack of lighting in the room. Reaching down, Ashlyn gripped her foreign lover's rock-hard shaft. She gasped feeling him throb heavily in her hand. But this time he felt even harder than before. "How is that even possible?!" she thought.
"Oh, my lord! Goro! How are you even harder than before?!" Ashlyn exclaimed, gripping his throbbing shaft even tighter.
"Heh, that is secret. Now come here!" Goro stated, lunging towards his caramel lover.
"Ah! Goro!" Ashlyn squealed as Goro suddenly pounced on her.
The old man assumed his position above her and pinned her hands to the bed. Looking down at her, their breathing got slow and heavy as their arousal levels grew exponentially. The setting was perfectly erotic. The low lamp lighting the room and being completely alone so no one could bother them caused Ashlyn and Goro to swell with lust and desire.
Ashlyn panted heavily as the smaller old man pinned her from above. She couldn't believe that this old man was so dominant with her, she loved it...
"So what are you waiting for? Come fuck your perfect slut..." Ashlyn sexily urged.
Without a word, Goro dropped his head down and slipped his tongue into Ashlyn's mouth. Before she knew it, he had already guided his cock into her sopping pussy and began pounding her. This was going to be one hell of a night...             
9:00 PM
"AH! FUCK FUCK FUCK! Goro! You're making me lose my fucking mind! Keep pounding my pussy like that!" Ashlyn wailed, interlocking her fingers with Goro's as he pinned her hands to the bed.
"AUGH! HAI! This pussy! Incredible!" Goro grunted as he pumped his cock in and out of her drenched pussy.
Ashlyn couldn't keep track of how long they had been fucking in this position. All she knew was that Goro's cock was rearranging her guts. Whatever he did to make his cock this hard, she was loving it!
Goro's stamina hasn't seemed to wane since their previous sessions too. And Ashlyn was starting to get scared for the rest of the night. She had already climaxed several times and Goro didn't look like he was slowing down. She wasn't sure if she was going to survive till morning!
Rolling her eyes back, Ashlyn's tongue fell out of her mouth as she moaned in rhythm to Goro's thrusts. She felt his cock delve in and out of her pussy at a consistent pace. Her velvet walls sucked his veiny shaft trying not to let him go. Ashlyn's senses couldn't catch a break. Goro's big cock was constantly stimulating her, sending her into total ecstasy.
"Gah! Cumming!" Goro finally announced.
Leaning down, the Goro locked his lips with Ashlyn's and unleashed his thick virile load deep inside her married pussy where it belonged. The caramel goddess moaned into Goro's mouth as she felt him fill her up well with his Asian semen. She could feel her mind melting away with every rope shot into her. As drained as she felt at the moment, she knew that this was only the beginning...
10:30 PM
The sounds of smacking flesh filled the bedroom as Goro pounded Ashlyn while she was on her knees and elbows. The old man's heavy sack swung back and forth as he pistoned his hips rapidly into his sexy caramel cumslut.
Ashlyn had her toned back sexily arched as she was stretched across her marital bed. Goro's beady eyes hungrily stalked the amazing view. She had this sexy valley that ran down her entire back and led to her perfect ass cheeks. Goro found himself slowing his fucking to take in the view several times.
Gripping her hourglass hips, the skinny Japanese man pulled Ashlyn into his pelvis. He needed his cock to go as deep into her pussy to extract as much carnal pleasure as possible. His cock head repeatedly slammed into her cervix, sending waves of pleasure through her body.
"AH! I'm cumminggggg!" Ashlyn screamed.
Her arms gave out and she collapsed onto the mattress. Ashlyn's hazel eyes were glazed with lust and she drooled heavily onto the mattress as Goro fucked her silly. But the lecherous old man continued his pounding of her tight pussy.
"Ah, Goro... Pwease stawp... You're gonna bweak me..." Ashlyn slurred her words as her mind melted.
"HAH! Never! This is my pussy, remember? I only stop when I cum! Now be a good slut and beg for me to cum deep inside of your married pussy!" Goro triumphantly roared.
Leaning down, he took Ashlyn's arms and pinned them on her back. The sight of the smaller man putting this bigger lush woman into such a submissive position was quite an erotic scene.
"Mmmhhmmm! FUCK! Please! Goro! Please cum in my- no your pussy! Please, please, please! I need it! Being you cumdump is all I'm good for! Please! I wanna feel you fill my pussy up with your Japanese semen!" Ashlyn begged as her old bull fucked her into submission.
"Oh! Hai! Hai! I get ready, gonna cum!" Goro growled, leaning into Ashlyn even more. "YOU - ARE - MINE!"
"AH! YES! I AM YOURS!" Ashlyn affirmed, reaching her orgasm as well.
"EEAAYYYYAAAHHHHH!" Goro uttered a loud decrepit moan as he spilled his seed inside Ashlyn's baby box yet again.
"Mhhhhfffffmmmm!" Ashlyn screamed into the mattress as she climaxed too.
The two shook violently as their orgasm ripped through their bodies. Giving her ass a good spank, Goro pulled out, making a loud popping noise, and his cum immediately started oozing from Ashlyn's pulsing slit.
He gazed upon his lover lying before him. Her face was firmly planted into the bed and her ass was sexily arched up. Goro smirked with pride seeing how good he had fucked her.
11:30 PM
Slurp* Slurp* Slurp*. The sounds of sucking rang in Goro's ears as Ashlyn skilfully deepthroated his mighty Japanese cock as he sat on the edge of the bed.
Ashlyn neatly sat on her knees as she pleasured her bull with her wet mouth. "Mhmm, hmmm, mhhmmm," she moaned, taking his cock deep down her throat.
Gripping his shaft with her right hand, Ashlyn Made circular motions as she bobbed her head up and down. Her wet undulating mouth caused Goro to groan and writhe in pleasure. Gripping her curly hair, he pulled Ashlyn deep down onto his juicy cock. He could feel her warm throat wrapping and contorting around his veiny shaft.
"Ahhhh. Suburashi..." Goro sighed in relief he bottomed out in Ashlyn's welcoming mouth.
"Gllcckkkk!" Ashlyn gagged. Copious amounts of her saliva dripped from her chin and onto her thighs below.
Goro held her there for a few moments before she urgently tapped his thigh with her free hand. Releasing his firm grip on her, Ashlyn pulled herself away from his fat cock. Strings of a mixture of her saliva and Goro's precum connected from her mouth to his slathered member.
Ashlyn coughed a few times and gather her breath. "Ah, geez. Mhmm, you like having your big cock deep down your slut's throat my magnificent bull?" she seductively grinned: everywhere around her mouth was slathered with saliva.
"Hai, hai. Your throat feels amazing, my perfect slut," Goro happily replied, caressing Ashlyn's jawline with his hand.
His pretty caramel goddess gave him a warm, yet erotic smile. Without breaking eye contact with him, Ashlyn began to stroke his wet cock with her delicate hand. The two were entranced in each other's lust-glazed eyes as she pleasured her Japanese lover.
"Mhmm, you like how I'm stroking your cock, Goro?" Ashlyn asked in a husky voice. Her hand was covered in her own spit and Goro's precum.
"Ohhhh, yesssss. Keep doing that, my beautiful slut," the old man groaned, clenching his toes.
Then, moving her face down to Goro's heavy balls, she enveloped her lush lips around them and began to eagerly suck on them. Using her tongue, she skillfully licked and wrapped around his precious baby factories. She continued her stroking and kept alternating between each ball.
Moans, sucking, and slurping filled the dim bedroom. Ashlyn reveled in the fact that she was doing something so naughty with an old Japanese man that she didn't even do for her own husband. It was so fun and naughty. She loved every second of it.
"Gah! Cumming! Soon!" Goro moaned out loud.
Popping his wrinkly scrotum from her mouth, Ashlyn said, "Yeah? Where do you wanna cum, my bull? My face? My wet mouth? Or on my sexy tits?" She intensified her stroking, causing Goro to moan even more.
"Augh! Mouth! Mouth!" Goro eagerly requested.
Obediently nodding, Ashlyn brought his bulbous cock head down to her mouth. Opening her lush lips, she sexily stuck her welcoming tongue out and cupped the bottom of his head so none of his tasty seed would spill. Keeping eye contact, she stroked him even faster, making circular motions with her hand to give Goro as much pleasure as possible so he could cum faster.
Goro's mind was melting. Ashlyn had become a pro at pleasuring him. He could feel his body going numb from her delicate hand gliding up and down his meaty shaft with ease.
With a few more skillful strokes, Goro reached his limit and finally came. "EEEEEAAAYYYAAAAHHH!" he let out a loud decrepit moan that could be heard throughout the empty dark hallways of the house.
Ropes of his thick Asian cum spew from his small slit directly onto Ashlyn's waiting tongue. A few shots missed their mark and landed on her pretty face. Correcting the position of his cock head, his load perfectly shot directly into her warm opening.
Goro squeezed his beady eyes shut as he unleashed his load. Rope after rope, Ashlyn made sure to catch it all. Using her hand, she squeezed his veiny shaft and wrung out as much cum from him as possible. She didn't want a drop to be wasted.
Getting the last drop of seed from him, Ashlyn released her grasp from his shaft and tapped Goro on the leg. Slowly opening his eyes, he looked down to see her showing him his thick seed pooled on her tongue. Seeing her lover grinning with pride, Ashlyn brought her tongue back into the depths of her mouth and closed her jowls shut.
Ashlyn then sexily elevated her chin up and made one big gulp. Goro hungrily watch as she swallowed his load. He could see her throat move his very essence down to her stomach.
"Ahhh," Ashlyn showed her empty mouth to Goro.
Her chest swelled with glee seeing that her bull's face looked to be very pleased with her work. "Ahh, that was good, very good," Goro sighed happily.
Ashlyn smiled with delight. Feeling his cum that shot on her face, she scooped it up with her fingers and lapped it up with her tongue. "Mhhmm," she sexily moaned. "Your Japanese seed tastes so good, my bull. Thank you for letting me taste it."
"Gah, you're welcome, my caramel cumslut..." was all Goro could say, before falling back onto the bed.
Getting up from her knees, Ashlyn climbed on top of his skinny body and planted her lush lips with his.
12:45 AM
Ashlyn rode her foreign bull in reverse cowgirl. Goro had his legs stuffed between her thighs and calves so they were firmly interlocked with each other. They were drenched in sweat and all they could think about was sex.
"Ah... fuck... It's so deep..." Ashlyn muttered, as she sensually rode up and down Goro's love stick.
The bed creaked in rhythm with her bouncing. Leaning forward, Ashlyn held onto Goro's boney ankles for support. Her back was sexily arched, providing a great view for the lecherous old man.
Her head hung low, and she breathed heavily. Ashlyn couldn't get enough of Goro's cock. He just filled her up perfectly and hit all the right spots. She never wanted this to end. And based on how long they had been fucking, it very well seemed like it the fucking wasn't going to stop. It's a miracle that Goro had the stamina of a young man!
Ashlyn's ass jiggled with each descent. She made sure to keep a consistent pace to satisfy her pleasure-seeking addiction. She was quickly building up yet another of her countless orgasms of the night. Her mind was consumed with lust. It was all she could properly think about. "Sex, sex, sex!" Even when her mind seemed drained, her body kept on moving. Ashlyn just needed the constant stimulation of Goro's big cock against her stretched velvety walls.
Feeling Goro's wrinkly hands kneading and groping her soft cheeks as she rode him reminded her of how depraved the situation she found herself in. Here she was fucking a pervy old man like there was no tomorrow. She was claimed by another man. And it was all Harry's fault. The thought of that caused a devilish grin to form on Ashlyn's face.



"Kimochi... I'm gonna keep giving you this cock over and over again," Goro grunted, giving Ashlyn's cheeks a good squeeze.
"Fuck... Yes... this pussy is yours, Goro. You're my bull, you can mate this pussy any time you want..." Ashlyn sexily cooed, dropping her ass onto Goro's lap, and making circles with her hips.
"Yeah? You gonna let me come to your house and fuck you every day?"
"Mhmm. You can come over and soil these marital sheets whenever you like. My husband is almost never home anyways, so he won't find out," Ashyn uttered.
Goro hungrily stared at his perfect mate's toned back as she rode him. She rhythmically twerked her ass up and down his meaty cock. He could see his shaft disappear and reappear between her wet folds. Waves of pleasure rushed through their bodies as their sexes perfectly conjoined with each other.
"Ah, I'm gonna cum, Goro..." Ashlyn muttered, sexily swiveling her head back to face her bull from behind.
"Gah, me too. Let's cum together, yes?" Goro announced.
Moving his hands from her cheeks, he grabbed onto her ankles for leverage. Goro then began to thrust his hips up into his caramel lover. They were perfectly in rhythm with each other. Every time Goro would thrust up, Ashlym would slam her ass down. His cock head would smush against her cervix, causing volts of pleasure to shoot through their bodies.
Hanging her head low again, Ashlyn focused everything on riding her bull's mighty cock. The two were relentless! "Ah, uh... Don't stop... Keep fucking me like that. Ah, mmhmm," Ashlyn cooed in a breathy voice.
Goro's endowed member reached deep into her love canal. He just filled her up perfectly! Ashlyn could feel every single fine detail of Goro's fat juicy cock. Eventually, the pleasure was too much for them to handle, and they finally reach their mind-shattering orgasms.
"AHHHHHH!" they two moaned out in unison. Planting his cock head firmly against the entrance of her womb, Goro shot yet another heavy load into Ashlyn's already cum filled baby box.
Arching her back, Ashlyn looked up to the ceiling and rolled her eyes behind her skull feeling her own orgasm rip through her body. Her tongue sexily hung from her mouth as she let out her sultry moans of ecstasy.
Goro's toes curled as he filled her full. His ass arched up from the mattress below to meet Ashlyn. He could feel the mixture of their fluids dripping down his shaft and onto his heavy sack. He was in heaven
Collapsing back onto the bed, the two desperately gasped for air. Ashlyn fell forward, and the two passed out due to sexual exhaustion while their sexes were still conjoined and their legs entangled with each other.
2:00 AM
The two eventually woke up after a few hours of their sex-induced nap. Before they knew it they resumed fucking like nothing happened.
Ashlyn and Goro found themselves spooning on the carpet floor. Goro hugged his larger female mate's torso as he thrust away. Ashlyn reached behind her and held onto her bull's balding head as he drove his male organ up her sopping pussy.
"Ah, ah, uh, uh. So deep... Your cock... It feels so good..." Ashlyn moaned. She made sure to back her ass up into Goro's crotch as much as possible.
"Ohhh. Suburashi... I love this pussy..." Goro groaned as he reach over and gripped Ashlyn's malleable breast in his left hand.
Ashlyn moaned feeling his boney fingers groping her soft flesh. She was lost in the most primal of pleasures. She was addicted to the nonstop mating she engaged with Goro.
Locking eyes with her Japanese bull, Ashlyn moved her face forward and made out with him. Their spoon fucking continued as they sloppily traded fluids with each other. They moaned and groaned feeling the constant stimulation of their sexes buzzing through their bodies.
"Mhmm, mhmmm," Goro groaned, then pulled his lips away from Ashlyn. "Cumming, soon..." he announced.
"Ah, mhmm, okay. Cum wherever you like my bull," Ashlyn cooed, leaning forward and biting his bottom lip.
Goro smirked seeing how engrossed his caramel-skinned mate was with him. As much as he wanted to cum deep inside of her again, he had done that a lot already. He was fairly certain that she was thoroughly his by now. So he decided to mix things up.
"Gah, lie on back. I wanna shoot my load on your tits," Goro ordered.
Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened in excitement. This was certainly different. She was so used to him just cumming inside of her. Which of course she loved, but the change of pace was exhilarating.
"Ah, okay," Ashlyn obediently nodded.
Goro removed himself from her wet pussy and helped roll her onto her back. Then crouching himself directly over her, he sat his skinny ass onto her stomach. Ashlyn watched as the old man began to jerk his wet cock over her tits.
Wanting to entice him, she used her hands and perked her boobs together. "Come on, Goro. Cum on my tits. I wanna feel your warm load on them," Ashlyn seductively urged, biting her lip.
Goro's cock twitched, spewing out some droplets of precum from his slit onto her chest. He was close. "Gah! I'm gonna cover you up, my SLUT!" Goro grunted, jerking his cock even faster and tilting his cock down to Ashlyn's awaiting boobs.
"EEEAAAYYAAAHHHHH!" he uttered out a loud groan, unleashing his heavy seed onto Ashlyn's perfect tits. "Ohhhhh, yeahhhhhh."
As he stroked his shaft, ropes of his warmth spewed from his small slit. Ashlyn gasped and watched as Goro painted her with his thick load. Her skin grew goosebumps feeling how hot his cum was. She was surprised he wasn't shooting any blanks at this point. He had cum so many times throughout the course of their eventful night. But that was just a testament to his virility.
Ashlyn watched as her cute dark nipples were getting covered with his white cream, and how it cascaded between the crevice of her two perfect mammaries. God, she felt so naughty.
Wanting to get some of his load elsewhere, Goro knee-walked further up Ashlyn's body and tilted his cock head down to her pretty face. Seeing this, Ashlyn sexily opened her mouth for him and stuck her welcoming tongue out.
"Ahhhh," Ashlyn presented her eager orifice to be filled.
Shutting his eyes, he aggressively stroked his veiny shaft and managed to wring out a few more ropes of semen onto Ashlyn's eagerly awaiting face. Some hit their mark and landed in the dark depths of her wet mouth, while others landed on her cheeks, eyelids, and forehead. She even got some on her now disheveled silky hair.
"Gah! Suburashi..." Goro sighed in relief, unloading the last of his cum onto Ashlyn.
Releasing his hold from his shaft, he opened his eyes and looked down at his mate. He grinned triumphantly seeing his handy work. As beautiful as she was, Goro was entranced in how she looked covered with his essence. Ashlyn's skin was slimy and glistened in the dim light of the lamp.
Showing him his cum pooled in her mouth, Ashlyn shut her lush lips and swallowed. Goro loved seeing her eagerly consume his seed.
"Ah, Jesus... Goro, you came so much!" Ashlyn exclaimed, closing her left eye so cum would get in it. As much as she like feeling his cum inside of her, she could get used to receiving cumshots from her bull.
"Heh, you look so good with my cum all over you. I need to take picture, stay still" Goro said, getting off of Ashlyn.
"Goro, I don't know if I want you to be taking pictures of me like this. How will I know you won't share it with any of your pals? I want to keep this a secret, remember?" Ashlyn voiced her concerns.
"Heh, no worry, no worry! I use your phone. Husband don't look through phone, yes?" Goro replied, retrieving her phone. Ashlyn shook her head yes. "Then this will be safe with you. You just look so sexy with my cum. I have to save!"
"Oh, um. Okay, I guess. I'll just save it onto a private cloud just to be safe," Ashlyn seemingly agreed to what the old man wanted to do.
"He he, good! This will just be for us, yes? To record good memories. And don't worry, I don't have many friends here in America. The last thing I want is to ruin our affair," Goro assured.
Ashlyn felt comforted hearing Goro say that. The subject of recording 'good memories' with him was kinda arousing. The more she thought about it, the hotter she got. The idea of having a secret file filled with salacious images and possibly videos of her naughty affair with an old foreign man that no one but herself and her secret lover knew about made her heart race.
"Okay, pose for camera," Goro told his cum covered lover.
Ashlyn smirked and made the sexiest pose possible. Pushing her slimy tits up with her arms, she seductively bit her lip and looked directly into the camera with her non cum covered eye. Goro snapped the picture and a bright flash of light briefly shined the dim room.
Putting the camera back onto the bedside table, Goro stood up. "Gonna use bathroom. Go wait on bed, I'll be back and fuck you more," he confidently ordered his caramel lover.
"Mhmm, okay. I will," Ashlyn obediently nodded. She loved how dominant the skinny old man was. It was something about her reptilian brain that made her so compliant and aroused to her bull.
Scooping up the cum from her face and tits with her fingers, eagerly lapped it up. Ashlyn moaned tasting his potent seed. She had definitely developed a taste for it. Once cleaned up, she hopped back into her ruined bed and awaited her hung Japanese lover to return...
To Be Continued...
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It was Sunday afternoon and Layla was getting ready to pick up Ashlyn for a shopping date they had set up a few days prior. As she put her wavy brown medium-length hair up into a half-bun, she wondered why her close friend hadn't called or texted her over the last two days. Usually, Ashlyn would at least send her a message or give a quick call to check up on her. So her being totally off the grid seemed very abnormal.
Layla wondered what Ashlyn had been up to. Then, thinking about what she had revealed to her a few days back, Layla began to speculate. Since Ashlyn had told her about the explicit arrangement with her massage therapist, she couldn't stop thinking about it. Her head had been running in circles at the idea that her friend was having sex with an old foreign man who was hung like a horse. The mere prospect of what her friend was doing had left her in a state of devious curiosity.
Of course, Layla had to keep it a secret, Ashlyn was her best friend after all. She didn't want to rat her out or anything. But what Ashlyn was doing seemed awfully like an affair. Although she had insisted that this was a unique form of therapy from Japan and that it was purely physical, it still seemed suspicious. Then again, Layla knew absolutely nothing about Japanese culture and she had never taken Ashlyn to be the naive type. So, despite her concerns, she was willing to accept her friend's explanation at face value. The girl was happy so, in return, Layla was, in some shape or form, happy for her.
Layla was well aware of Ashlyn's sex life with her husband. Or lack thereof! Hell, she could even relate to her since her own husband, John, was frequently too busy playing golf with his friends and going on constant company business trips to pay attention to her. So Layla could understand why Ashlyn sought out these certain 'services'. But weirdly enough, it wasn't the extramarital sex that was bothering her - hell, Ashlyn deserved to get some side-action - but rather the fact that Ashlyn was doing it with an old man in his sixties! Some old creep was fucking Ashlyn, and apparently with quite the skill, too! It was something Layla was simply having a hard time wrapping her mind around.
Ashlyn had informed Layla that this old man was hung like a horse and could fuck like no tomorrow, so that offered some explanation. But still, it sounded extraordinary. Unbelievable, truly. But strangely enough, when she thought about her friend doing the nasty with this mysterious man, Layla felt a little jolt of arousal. She was unable to imagine what it could possibly be like, but she kept catching herself before it got too far.
Layla kept going over the details Ashlyn had shared during their lunch date together. "There's no way an old man like that could really be like Ashlyn says, right?" Layla wondered. She couldn't wait to hear more from her friend, but the damn woman had kept details to a minimum!
Shaking her head back into focus, Layla finished doing her hair and observed herself in the mirror. She examined her 5'6'' frame, her well-matched D-cup boobs, her perfectly curved body, and her nicely light white skin. Layla was quite the looker. She and Ashlyn had always been seen as an attractive duo. Plenty of men tried to hit on them whenever they went out together. Back in their college days, pretty much every guy on campus had taken a run at hooking up with them.
As much as Layla had appreciated the attention, she had never been the type of girl who would get with every guy she met. Ashlyn adhered to the same approach as well. As a result, they had only been with one guy each during their time in college and those were their future husbands, back when they were more lively and actually gave a damn.
Layla checked out her outfit: She was wearing a black strapless long-sleeved blouse and a pair of tight form-fitting jeans that accentuated her curves. "Damn, I look good," she muttered before exiting her en suite bathroom.
Heading downstairs, Layla gathered her purse and slipped on some shoes. As she was about to head out, she saw her husband, John, getting ready to head out as well. He was wearing some fishing gear and carrying several bags with some additional equipment.
"Um, where are you going?" Layla asked, cocking her brow.
"Oh, me? I'm just going on a fishing trip with some of the lads for a day or two," John explained. "Of course..." she thought rolling her eyes.
"What?? A day or two? What are you talking about? You didn't tell me you were going on a trip. What the hell?!" Layla exclaimed, bracing her hands on her hips.
"It was a last-second plan. I couldn't miss out on this!" John said, defensively.
Layla rolled her amber eyes. Like Ashlyn, her relationship with her husband had deteriorated over the years. Nowadays, he is much more focused on his own interests than he was on his beautiful wife. You could say that her sex life was better than her best friend's. But that was only by default since he would sleep with her occasionally, albeit not nearly as often as she would like. On the rare occasions that they did have sex, he would either be drunk from hanging out with his friends or just do it to get Layla off his back about it. Their sex was utterly devoid of passion or love and usually ended with John finishing early, leaving her unsatisfied and disappointed.
Then, hearing honking coming from outside their home, John urgently went to the front door. "Oh! That's them! Okay, honey! I'll see you later," he said to Layla in a rush.
Before she knew it, her husband had dashed out the front door and quickly locked it behind him. Layla pinched the bridge of her nose and sighed heavily. "God, whatever happened to him? He used to be full of such vigor," she thought miserably, missing the good ole days.
John was your average brown-haired Caucasian man. Back when they had first gotten married, he had been a lot fitter. They had gone to the gym together almost daily. But now, he had let himself go a bit and had developed this dad bod - well, dad bod if you were being generous. He'd been too focused on hanging out with his buddies, and working long hours, instead of hitting the gym and spending time with his gorgeous wife.
Hearing the car out front accelerate off into the distance, Layla frustratedly sighed and pulled out her phone to see if Ashlyn had texted her about their plans for today. Still nothing. "Ugh, this is just what I need right now," Layla irritatedly muttered to herself, staring at the empty screen.
She then decided to just call her to see what was up. "Does she even remember what we had planned today??" Layla wondered. She didn't want to be stood up by both her husband and her friend. She dialed Ashlyn's phone number and waited for her close friend to respond. She restlessly tapped her foot on the ground as her phone just kept ringing and ringing.
Hearing Ashlyn's phone go to voicemail, Layla snarled in annoyance. "Ashlyn, what the hell?! Answer your damn phone! Don't you remember we had plans?!" she angrily spat into her friend's voicemail.
Layla needed to keep her mind off things. Off of John just leaving her home alone yet again. She had really been looking forward to hanging out with Ashlyn. Spending time with her friend usually helped with whatever might be messing with her mood. Layla was willing to drag her from whatever she was so busy doing that she was failing to keep their date.
Layla waited a few minutes to see if Ashlyn would call back, but there was still nothing. She snarled in annoyance and then decided to take matters into her own hands. Ashlyn had said that she was taking the day off from work, so she must be at home or something.
Hopping into her car, Layla exited her garage and drove off to Ashlyn's house. The entire drive there, her mind was wandering. "What is Ashlyn actually doing?" she thought as she went over several scenarios in her head. "Perhaps she has family over? Augh, no way, she would still find the time to message me."
In most cases, Layla might have been willing to conclude that Ashlyn had just forgotten their get-together. But this time, their plans had been exceptionally clear-cut. Layla tapped the steering wheel with her thumb as she tried to deduce what had happened. Then, a thought crossed her mind. "Could she be with her masseur?" she thought to herself. "No, no. That can't be it. She told me that her sessions only last a few hours."
Every idea Layla had was plagued by the fact that Ashlyn wasn't messaging her. She was starting to get worried. Had something happened to her best friend? Almost before she knew it, Layla had arrived at Ashlyn's house. Parking her car out front, she got out and rushed to the front door. Layla wasn't entirely sure if Ashlyn would even be home. But her worry was starting to weigh on her. She had to figure out what was going on.
Raising her hand, she knocked on the door. Layla waited for a few moments. Still nothing. She knocked again. But nothing. Grinding her teeth, she decided to take a more direct course of action. Stabbing her finger on the doorbell, she pressed it a few times. Layla never liked ringing people's doorbells, she thought it was intrusive and annoying. But that was more of a personal thing.
To her dismay, there was still no response. "Augh, dammit..." she exclaimed to herself. "Where could she possibly be?"
Layla didn't want to spam the doorbell, so she just waited. She brought her phone up and tried to call Ashlyn again. Once more, no response. Layla was really starting to get frustrated, and worried. It wasn't like Ashlyn to just go off the grid like that. Something fishy was definitely going on. Then, an idea popped into her head. Opening her finder app she brought up Ashlyn's location. They had always shared their locations just in case something bad happened to either one of them.
To her disbelief, Ashlyn's location pinged right here, at her home. Layla gasped, then went to the doorbell again and started spamming it. She didn't even stop to consider that Ashlyn might have left her phone going somewhere since she never would forget her phone, ever.
"Ashlyn?! Hello? Are you home?!" Layla called out, pressing the doorbell a few times. "If you are, I know you're here! Ashlyn! Please! Answer the damn door!"
Then, Layla suddenly heard rapid footsteps coming from the stairs since the staircase was near the front door. "That better be her," she thought.
After hearing what sounded like bare feet slapping behind the door, the door unlocked and slowly cracked open. Layla quickly tried to peer into the small opening. Her amber eyes widened to see Ashlyn in a state of disarray. Her curly hair was disheveled, her alluring hazel eyes were glazed, and she had this weird crust frosted around her mouth.
Ashlyn tried her best to hide behind the door, but Layla could still see that she was desperately trying to hold a towel around her apparently naked body.
"Ashlyn! What the hell?! What the fuck is going on? Have you forgotten the little date that we planned? I've been calling you! And why haven't you been calling or texting me?! That's very unusual for you," Layla ripped into Ashlyn.
"I- uh. Shit... Erh. That was today? Sorry... erh... I forgot about our plans... Dammit..." Ashlyn shamefully admitted. "And um, my uh, my phone has been... Broken! It broke a few days ago. That's why I haven't messaged you... yes..."
Layla's amber eyes burned with vexation. Ashlyn was lying through her teeth. And her current state of mess was very suspicious. But taking a deep breath, she composed herself. "It's fine... It's fine!" Layla said, looking down and pinching the bridge of her nose.
"Are- are you mad at me or something?" Ashlyn cautiously asked, timidly hiding behind the door.
"What?" Layla looked back up. "Why would I be mad? I'm not mad. It's just... You had me worried. It's not normal of you to go off the grid like that."
Ashlyn visibly looked guilty but sighed with relief as she saw her friend wasn't really angry at her, just worried. "But now that we got all that out of the way, I know you're lying," Layla declared.
"Wha- wha- what do you mean I'm lying??" Ashlyn nervously stuttered.
"Ugh, your phone isn't broken. And don't even try and lie again because I have your location on, and it shows you're right here," Layla said, showing her screen to Ashlyn.
Staring at the irrefutable evidence on the screen, Ashlyn averted her eyes to the ground in defeat. "Okay, now you're gonna tell me what you've been up to." Layla then tried to further push the door open to get a better view of Ashlyn.
As the opening widened, Layla immediately got a good whiff of musk coming off of her caramel-skinned friend. Her sudden actions caught Ashlyn by surprise and the door gave in more than she would like. She stumbled back revealing more of herself to Layla.
Layla's amber eyes widened as more of her friend's current state came into view. Ashlyn's body was draped in nothing beyond the loosely wrapped towel that Layla had already glimpsed. Although they had seen each other naked before, the connotation behind why Ashlyn was undressed this late in the day - breathless, blushing, and covered in a fine sheen of sweat - was embarrassing. Not to mention the strange musky smell and the weird crust around her mouth!
"Jesus! Ashlyn! Why are you like that?! And god, you kinda smell. What have you been up to?!" Layla exclaimed.
Ashlyn's face got red hot. "Right now is really not a good time! Could you just wait outside for a moment so I can get myself cleaned up?"
"Cleaned up?? From what?" Layla queried, cocking her brow and bracing her hands on her hips.
Ashlyn spilled too much. "Ugh, just wait outside! I- I will explain more later!" she shouted and attempted to push Layla back outside.
"Hey! You can't just push me out here!" Layla hissed.
The two struggled, pushing against one another. At this proximity, the musk coming off of Ashlyn was more apparent than ever. "Geez! Why is your skin so sticky?! And why do you smell like that?!" Layla pried.
"I don't know what you're talking about! Just wait outside, dammit!" Ashlyn reiterated, pushing even harder.
As they struggled, Layla's mind went in circles and was starting to piece everything together. Ashlyn's messy state, the smell, why she'd failed to return her messages. Layla quickly deduced the most likely answer to all her questions. But things still weren't adding up all the way. Something was still fishy about all this suspicious activity.
Hearing another set of footsteps coming down the stairs, Ashlyn had a sudden surge of strength and managed to push Layla mostly outside. She tried to slam the door on her, but Layla wouldn't concede that easily. She quickly wedged her foot against the door so it wouldn't close.
"Gah! Get your foot out! Get it out! I'll be out in a bit! Just wait, dammit!" Ashlyn urgently said, as if someone was getting closer.
"What are you hiding from me?! I know something is up! Just let me in!"
"Augh! Not yet! Just wait! Plea-" Ashlyn tried to say but was interrupted by another person.
Goro came up from behind Ashlyn. Layla's eyes were immediately drawn to the short skinny old Asian man. "Who this?" he asked.
Ashlyn's face got red hot and whatever reply she meant to make got caught in her throat, rendering her incapable of speech. Layla kept looking back and forth between the two and quickly connected the dots. "Is that why she wasn't answering the phone?? Because she was with him??" she thought. But there were still a lot of questions needing answers.
"Is- is that??" Layla queried, pointing at the supposed old man Ashlyn had been talking about.
Ashlyn timidly nodded her head. Layla was now able to get a better look at the old man. Like Ashlyn, he was just wearing a towel around his waist. But his towel was smaller, affording him such minimal modesty that he might as well have been naked. Layla was taken aback. Clearly, the little old Asian guy was in his sixties and wasn't remotely attractive, appearance-wise. He looked just like a pervy old man.
There was an awkward silence between the three of them. Standing right next to Ashlyn, Goro sneakily reached for her ass with his right hand and gave it a squeeze. "So, you going to introduce me to your friend?" he cheerfully urged.
"Eep!" Ashlyn squealed in reaction to his squeeze. "Gor-! Ahem. Mr. Tanaka... Em, this is my friend, Layla."
Goro's beady eyes scanned up and down the alluring brunette. He licked his lips seeing her lovely curves, long legs, and big tits. Accompanied by her very attractive-looking face, she was certainly on par with his current lover. He liked what he was seeing.
"Layla, this is Mr. Tanaka. My... masseur..." Ashlyn continued, looking abashed as she held onto her other arm.
Noticing the old man's leering stare, Layla covered her body with her arms. "Um, nice to meet you," she greeted, trying to keep a friendly composure.
Goro raised his wrinkly left hand for a handshake. Layla was a bit apprehensive since the strange man was giving her weird vibes. But wanting to be polite, she shook his hand. Immediately upon contact, a shiver ran up Layla's spine. Goro's hand felt moist and sticky.
"Kon'nichiwa, Layla. Very nice to meet you," the old man said, bowing his balding head.
"Wha- er, ahem. Nice to meet you, Mr. Tanaka..." Layla had a hard time focusing because of how mysteriously sticky his hand was.
Layla tried to speed up the gesture as they shook hands, but Goro just retained his hold for what felt like centuries. Then, turning her hand over, he ran his bony fingers over Layla's palm.
"Oh, you have very nice hands. Very nice," he smiled.
Layla froze. She didn't know how to feel about this old man caressing her hand. He was very delicate about it but, still, she felt creeped out at how intimately he was touching her. As she allowed Goro to stroke her hand, Layla looked over at Ashlyn. Her almost-naked friend looked surprised as well.
"What you do to get so nice hands?" the little man queried.
Returning her attention to the old man, Layla jerked her hand away from him and said, "Uh, thank you? I just moisturize them. Nothing too special." She tried to be as polite as possible.
Goro gave Layla a warm smile. "Oh, so sorry," he bowed his head. "I just like to voice my thoughts. Don't mind me."
Layla tilted her head to the side. Since he was a foreign man, maybe interpersonal interactions were different wherever he was from. So she just let it slide for now.
Goro's almost naked form was also distracting, but not really in a good way. Layla observed his skinny form, almost sagging chest, and small gut. "I can't believe that Ashlyn sleeps with this guy," Layla disgustingly thought.
As she took a quick glance down at his towel-covered waist, her amber eyes shot open at the sight of a noticeable tent protruding out. But before she could react, Ashlyn spoke to her.
"Em, I'm glad you two could meet, but Gor-, Mr. Tanaka, can I speak to my friend, alone, for a moment?"
Goro nodded, but before he returned deeper into the house, he reached behind Ashlyn and gave her ass another nice squeeze.
"Eep-!" Ashlyn squealed again but quickly covered her mouth. She hoped that Layla wasn't catching onto what her 'masseur' was doing behind the scenes.
"Don't take too long," he stated in a suggestive tone. He then looked up and down Layla's fetching body in a lecherous manner.
Layla's eyes widened and she blushed upon hearing his little statement and catching his leering eyes. "That doesn't seem very professional at all," she pointed out to herself.
As Goro disappeared from view, Layla locked eyes with Ashlyn and gave her a suspicious glare. "So, are you gonna explain yourself now?" Layla said sternly. "I'm not going to stop pestering you until you do."



Ashlyn ground her teeth and sighed. "Fine, fine! But this stays between us, got it?!" Layla nodded and made a zipping gesture on her lips.
"So... the reason I haven't gotten back to you today and yesterday is because..." Ashlyn hesitated for a moment and nervously bit on her thumb. "I've been with him..."
Layla scrunched her brows confusingly. "With him? You can't mean you've been doing it for that long-. Ashlyn! I thought you said this was supposed to be professional!"
Ashlyn's ears got blazing hot. "It is!" she objected.
"What?! I'm having a hard time believing that. He's at your house, and from what you said, I assume that he stayed over, right? And what about Harry? Isn't he going to find out?!" Layla whispered loudly.
"Harry went out of town for a business trip without giving me any advanced notice," Ashlyn explained, sounding frustrated. "So, with him out of town, I just needed to blow off some steam, okay? Release some, er, stress..."
"For a whole day? I never heard of any 'professional massage session' lasting for that long," Layla exclaimed, her mouth falling agape.
"Listen, I needed to blow off a lot of steam. Please understand," Ashlyn pleaded, trying to paint a clearer picture.
Layla sighed and rubbed her forehead, trying to gather her thoughts. Everything just felt so off. She was getting awfully suspicious. No, criminally suspicious. She needed more answers, but right now didn't seem the optimal time to get them. Ashlyn was still noticeably on guard and was clearly holding more back.
"Okay, okay! I get it," Layla conceded.
Ashlyn sighed in relief. "Thank you."
But clicking her tongue, Layla continued, "Oh, you're not off the hook yet. You're holding something back. And you will tell me everything."
Ashlyn gasped. "What do you mean, everything?!"
Layla's eyes went dead and gave her a knowing look. "Listen, you don't have to do it right now. Are we still gonna have our little thing today?"
Ashlyn looked ashamed. "Well, about that... Could we move it to tomorrow? That's when Harry gets back." Layla rolled her eyes. "This wanton slut!"
"Don't tell me he's gonna spend the night again. This is seriously getting strange, Ashlyn. I don't know if I can keep this up."
"Please, I'll tell you everything!" Ashlyn blurted out. "I'll tell you everything... But it will have to wait until tomorrow. Just don't tell anyone, please..." she begged.
Seeing how distressed her best friend was, Layla sighed and nodded in agreement. "For the millionth time, I'm not going to tell anyone, Ashlyn! But fine. Tomorrow then. But I want it cut and clear, got it? No more lies, dancing around, or any sort of nonsense bullshit." Ashlyn eagerly nodded. "Okay, go on and have your fun. I'll see you then."
Layla gave a playful wink and walked off. Ashlyn gasped but couldn't say anything since she was right. Watching her attractive brunette friend walk off into the distance, she suddenly felt a body press up against her back.
"Is your pretty friend gone now?" Goro asked, grabbing onto Ashlyn's wide hips and kissing the middle of her exposed toned back.
Swiveling her head back to the old man, she didn't know what to think about his bold actions. "Goro! What the heck was that?! Grabbing my ass like that was dangerous, and why were you holding her hand like that??" Ashlyn exclaimed.
"I can't grab my lover's ass? You like it, didn't you, no?" Goro replied. Ashlyn sighed and abashedly nodded.
"Heh, and I just thought your friend has very nice hands. I want to feel," Goro explained in a suggestive manner.
Ashlyn gasped. She immediately picked up on what he wanted from Layla. She should have felt repulsed that he wanted her as well. But the more she thought about it, the more she found herself getting strangely aroused at the idea of this sleazy old man trying to get at her friend. There was something primal about a man, albeit an older one, knowing what he wanted and trying to claim it. And lately, Layla had been increasingly uptight; knowing her husband John, perhaps she might also need some relaxation as well. Besides, it would serve her right for prying so damn much!
But shaking her head back into focus from her depraved thoughts, Ashlyn said, "Hey, that's my best friend we're talking about. You can't just do that!"
"What? Gomen, sorry. I just can't help. She just so pretty. Can't help."
Ashlyn noticed a devious grin grow on his wrinkly face. "Enough of that," she commanded, rolling her hazel eyes. "This dirty old man is hopeless."
Then feeling something hard and pointy poking her ass, Ashlyn bit her lip. "Oh? Hard again, are we?" she cooed, reaching over and holding onto Goro's bony wrists.
"Heh, hai, hai, you know I am. Now shall we take this to the kitchen?" Goro smirked, giving Ashlyn's exposed back a wet kiss.
"Mhhmm, if that's what you want. Come on, my Japanese bull," Ashlyn replied in a low sexy voice.
Closing the front door and locking it, the two proceeded into the kitchen to continue their nasty deeds.
-
After getting into her car, Layla just sat there, trying to process everything that had just happened. She dissected every bit of detail. From the state of Ashlyn's appearance, she could easily deduce that she had either just woken up, or was in the middle of doing something nasty and depraved.
Reminded of how moist and sticky this Mr. Tanaka guy's hand was, Layla brought up the hand he had molested. She rubbed her fingers against her palm, then she squealed in disgust as she realized that her hand was now sticky as well. "God, it's on my wedding ring, too..." Although her relationship with her husband had deteriorated, she still wore it out of obligation.
"Augh, gross," Layla muttered. She could only imagine why his hand was sticky in the first place. Though, the answer to her question could be narrowed down pretty easily. She just didn't want to think about it.
But the more she stared and rubbed her sticky hand, the more curious she got. Thoughts of her close friend doing the nasty with that old man ran rampant through her mind. And now, what she could presume was evidence from their last 'session' was directly in contact with her. But there was only one way to find out for sure.
Taking some time to contemplate, she had finally enough. Her curiosity kept nagging at her, and she needed to know. Sometimes she cursed her quizzical nature. Bringing her left hand up to her nose, Layla flared her nostrils and took a whiff.
Her olfactory sensors immediately received a good dose of musk and the familiar smell of a woman's juices. She immediately took her hand away from her nose. "Welp, that answers that question," Layla easily concluded, pumping some hand sanitizer into her sticky hand to cleanse the stench of sex.
Everything felt surreal. Although Ashlyn had told her what she was doing, Layla's brain hadn't actually wanted to believe her until there was evidence. And this was irrefutable confirmation, mostly.
Fully cleaning her hand, Layla got ready to put the keys into the ignition but stopped. She couldn't believe that her close friend was fucking an old Japanese man. It was so depraved, so dirty. The man wasn't even remotely attractive. Then, reminded of what she had seen, her mind turned to the old man's male parts.
Layla was sure that he had been erect. She hadn't been able to properly tell how big, because Ashlyn had interrupted her, but he had definitely been hard. "Did he get hard from touching my hand?" she wondered. From what she could recall, Layla hadn't seen that same obvious tenting of the towel when she had gotten her first glance at him through the door. So he definitely must have gotten hard touching her hand.
The thought of Ashlyn's pervy masseur getting hard from touching her hand sent a shiver down her spine. "That dirty old perv!" She felt irked, but at the same time, weirdly aroused. She couldn't fully grasp why she was feeling that way. Maybe it was because the lack of intimacy and affection from John had left her unfamiliar with such emotions. Of course, Layla was used to how men ogled her at every opportunity, but the way Goro had looked at her... There had been something animalistic in his stare. Like he saw prey he needed to conquer.
"He did seem kinda big..." Layla thought. She was so focused on figuring out what about him appealed to Ashlyn that she kept trying to picture what this 'magic cock' looked like.
But the more Layla thought about it, the more unsure she was about what she had seen for the briefest of moments. Maybe she was adding more to the short interaction than had actually been there. She had allowed the old man to fiddle with her hand. And Ashlyn's tales had no doubt played some part in what Layla had read into the situation. Her curiosity continued to eat away at her.
"Ugh, why am I like this..." she groaned, banging her head against the steering wheel. The shrouding veil of that towel had rendered things mysterious. Whatever was under there certainly had her best friend enamored with it.
After still more thought and speculation, Layla found herself contemplating one of the creepiest things she had ever done in her life. A thought that was totally out of character for her. She was tremulously unsure whether she wanted to go through with it. Except she wanted, no, she needed to know. Of course, Ashlyn had said that she would tell her everything tomorrow, but Layla needed to know now.
Sighing, she tucked her keys back away and got out of the car again. As she made her way up the driveway, Layla carefully scanned her surroundings to make sure none of the neighbors were watching. Heading back to the front door, she suddenly stopped.
"What am I doing?" Layla queried her intentions. She didn't even have a proper plan of action. She knew exactly what she wanted to find out, but not how she meant to go about it.
But since she was already back at Ashlyn's front door, she might as well take the next step. "God, I hate myself, I hate myself," she repeated in her head, even as she allowed her own insatiable curiosity to drive her actions.
Walking up to the door, Layla placed her ear against it carefully and listened closely. At first, there was silence broken only by the ambient noise of birds chirping and the wind ruffling the leaves of the surrounding trees. But closing her eyes to focus on her hearing, Layla gradually constructed a better mental picture of what was going on behind the door.
After a few moments during which she sensed very little, Layla was about to give up. But then, her ears perked up as she thought she heard a faint muffled sound coming from deeper inside the house. Even this small bit of information made her strangely excited. Her scalp prickled, and she pressed her ear even tighter against the door as her whole body tried to merge into the door to get a better listen.
Layla heard yet another muffled sound, louder than the last. It sounded like a squeal or something else, she wasn't sure. But she knew that it was definitely coming from a person. Eventually, the muffled noises echoed consistently from wherever the source was, deeper inside the house.
"Are they? Right now? I just left! No way..." Layla mumbled, cupping her hand to her ear to try to receive an even better reception. But, to her dismay, the source was simply too far away to acquire a proper reading. Somehow, she needed to get closer.
As creepy as she felt about spying on her best friend, Layla was too invested to just give up now. She kicked herself for doing this, but she just had to see it for herself.
Partially retracing her steps, Layla made her way around to Ashlyn's side gate. She was very acquainted with Ashlyn's home since she'd been there so often. Scanning her surroundings like a hawk, Layla carefully reached over the wooden gate and lifted the latch. Cautiously opening the gate, she entered the side yard, then carefully closed the gate soundlessly behind her.
Layla tip-toed deeper around into her best friend's backyard. There was no way to be sure if Ashlyn was even on the first floor. At this point, the sneaking brunette was just moving forward without any definite plan in mind. But as she got closer to the back of the house, the faint muffled noises got progressively louder and louder. "Oh... fuck..." A quiet feminine moan suddenly came from within the house. Layla froze in place. "That was definitely Ashlyn," she concluded.
As Layla approached the pool area, her friend's moans became more apparent than ever. Whatever she was doing, she was definitely doing it in her kitchen, the room was immediately adjacent to the backyard.
"Ah, ah, ah. Right there, hmmm keep doing that. Oh... that feels good!" Layla heard from just behind the glass sliding door.
Layla's heart pounded. She was so close to the source. Hugging the wall next to the sliding door, she crouched down, listening to her friend presumably having sex just inside. More muffled moans sounded from within. Layla was aware that these moans weren't your standard moans, they sounded more sensual in nature and full of lust.
"Oh, fuck! Yes! Goro! Keep pounding me!" Ashlyn moaned.
Layla gasped and quickly covered her mouth hearing such vulgar language. "Goro?! That must be his given name." There was no way her friend should be on a first-name basis with her supposed 'therapist' if their sessions could make any claim to being 'professional'. Leaning her head closer to the source, Layla continued to listen to their naughty vocalizations.
"Augh! So tight! Suburashi! I love this married pussy," her old masseur groaned.
"Ah! Yes! I love how your big Japanese cock pounds my married pussy!" Ashlyn wailed.
The curious brunette's jaw dropped. "Big Japanese cock? Married pussy? Oh, my god... Is this really happening right now?" she muttered. Layla was more certain than ever that whatever was going on was far from professional.
Layla didn't know how to feel. She wanted to feel outraged that her friend had lied yet again about the character of her arrangement with her massage therapist. But hearing her best friend wailing with pleasure kept toying with her, playing on her own increasing level of arousal. Ashlyn sounded like she was having the time of her life!
Even during her glory days with John, she couldn't remember having the kind of sex that Ashlyn seemed to be receiving from her skinny old Japanese 'therapist'. What Ashlyn was going through gave every evidence of being the mind-blowing out-of-this-world thermonuclear level of sex she had been raving about. Layla felt that ember of arousal within her growing as the moans and groans kept piercing through the glass sliding door to the kitchen.
A part of her wanted her to get up and leave. But her curiosity kept her anchored right where she was. Layla felt like she must look so desperate and depraved as she crouched down in the backyard of her best friend's house and listened in as she got railed by an old Asian man.
Closing her eyes, Layla began to conjure up images of what must be happening just on the other side of the sliding door. She didn't dare peek around the corner. But the more she listened to the muffled moans, the more her nosiness kept picking at her.
"Oh, fuck fuck FUCK! Goro, you're going to make me lose my fucking mind! Holy shit!" Ashlyn screamed.
A shiver ran down Layla's spine. Ashlyn sounded like a woman possessed. What kind of dick was she receiving? It must be amazing. No matter how well she could imagine what was going on, Layla needed to be certain that the rumors were true about this Asian man's magic cock; she needed to see for herself.
More moans came echoing from inside. Layla ran her hands through her hair and she unknowingly bit her lip. The nefarious activities she was listening to sounded so erotic, so hot. It was like she was listening to something she shouldn't, something secret and dirty, but that she just couldn't pry herself away from.
The burgeoning urge to witness her friend's fornication with her own eyes continued to eat at her. She gripped her wavy brown hair as she contemplated what to do. She didn't want to seem like some pervert spying on two people having sex. But at the same time, the moans and groans kept enticing her to come to take a look. It was like they were playing games with her, trying to exclude her from the verification she needed the most. Like trying to forbid a prize-winning reporter from access to her next big scoop.[1]
"Mhhhhh, yes! Pound your pussy my big - Japanese - bull..." Ashlyn sexily cooed.
"Japanese bull?!" Layla screamed to herself. Now she was a hundred percent sure that this was more than professional therapy. That was the straw that broke the camel's back.
"A quick look wouldn't be too bad," she rationalized. "I'll just see for myself, then get out of here."
Carefully edging her head around the corner to peer through the sliding door, Layla was met by a veil of curtains obstructing the scene she so desperately wanted to see. Snarling in annoyance, she crawled on her hands and knees to find any sort of opening. Spotting a slight opening in the curtain, Layla swiftly scampered over to it.
Once there, she took a deep breath and composed herself, before finally taking a gander through the gap. Layla's amber eyes widened as she could finally visualize the actions she had been eavesdropping on.
Gasping, Layla was greeted by the sight of her best friend bent over the dinner table, with her dirty old masseur behind her. They were buck naked, their towels strewn on the floor around them. From where Layla crouched, she could partially see their sides, but most of the view was of their naked asses. This angle tantalized her curious mind even more.
Layla could tell herself that she was going to leave any second now, but her body was glued to this spot. She had to look for just a little while longer. If nothing else, she needed the two of them to turn a little more, to let her see just a bit of what was getting dealt. Layla couldn't pry her eyes off them. Ashlyn's Japanese masseur was humping away at her like they were rutting animals in the process of mating.
The limited angle of her view through the gap in the curtains was just enough to satiate her curiosity but was confined enough to stoke it even further, demanding that she see even more. Layla could hear their muffled moans; she could see Ashlyn's thick ass jiggle with each thrust from her 'massage therapist'. She observed a small glistening sheen of wetness gathering around where they repeatedly connected as Goro thrust forward.
"Oh my..." Layla muttered, seeing what she could scarcely believe so far. The old guy was really turning Ashlyn on, giving her everything a woman could want. "Jesus Christ, he's really giving it to her," she thought, unknowingly nibbling her bottom lip. The longer she watched the ferocity with which her best friend was getting absolutely railed, the more the warm feelings within her own core were being stoked.
Seeing them going at it, Layla's thoughts traveled back to their little gossip session a few days ago, conjuring up images of how Ashlyn had almost been aglow as she recounted the benefits of her special Japanese therapy. "Does the old bastard really have a magic cock??" Were all the rumors from Ashlyn true then? Layla was dying to know what kind of size they were dealing with, what kind of weaponry was making her friend shriek and moan so loudly that she could be clearly heard all the way out where Layla crouched in hiding.
"Fuck!" Layla cursed inside her head, feeling herself getting aroused just from watching her friend get defiled so thoroughly. She had inadvertently started to squirm where she was kneeling in place. Unknowingly, Layla's panties moistened as she bore direct witness to something so primal and lustful.



"That kitchen table will never be the same," Layla thought, as her eyes roved back and forth over the savage mating spectacle playing out before her.
Realizing that she was staring longer than she had intended to, Layla quickly pulled away from the gap. Her chest heaved as she hyperventilated. She couldn't believe her eyes. She had known what was happening based on the sounds alone, but actually seeing it for real rocked her to her core. "She's actually doing it with that old bastard..." she quietly muttered, running her hands down her face.
"Okay, I got what I came for, I need to leave." But as Layla was about to stand back up, she heard yet another loud moan coming from Ashlyn.
"Oh fuck! I'm cumminggggggg!" she wailed from the kitchen.
Layla crouched back down and carefully rested the back of her head against the cool glass surface of the sliding door. "No, I can't look again. I need to leave. Augh!" she argued with herself.
But hearing another loud moan, Layla squeezed her fists and turned her head back to sneak another look. Her amber eyes meticulously scanned the scene before her. As she obtained a better view of what was happening, her heart thumped in her chest and her face reddened. It was like her arousal seared through her, pumping blood and excitement into places that had lain in hibernation for too long.
Layla saw the old man hold onto Ashlyn's wide hips as he thrust away. Since he was shorter, he had to stand on his toes to properly fuck her. She watched in awe as the skinny man pistoned his hips with such vigor and precision. She couldn't imagine how such an old-looking man could move as if he were forty years younger.
Then, her eyes were drawn to what hung between his scrawny legs. "Oh, my god..." she uttered in shock. His balls hung low, and they looked so big and healthy. "How can that man be so virile at his age?!"
Layla drew her head back and tried to compose herself. "Jesus... He's really fucking her good. That dick must be amazing..." she thought, squeezing her loins.
Her mind wondered how big he truly was. From her frustrating angle, she just couldn't quite get a proper observation of his manhood. All she saw was his scrawny thrusting ass, his big bouncing balls, and Ashlyn's reverberating ass cheeks. But Layla needed to know. Layla was so transfixed on this specimen of an old man that she had forgotten that she had promised herself she'd leave once she'd gotten a quick peek.
As Layla went back for another look, the scene of her best friend getting her pussy pounded by the skinny old man was once again spread before her astonished amber eyes. Ashlyn now had her arms pinned behind her back by her fuck buddy. Sultry moans spilled from her lips as the Asian man served her with long fast strokes. Layla's fluids began to seep even more into her panties as she saw how much of a pro this man was at sex. Maybe that's what Ashlyn meant by insisting on the term 'professional'!
And the way he had Ashlyn pinned against the kitchen table was so primal. Layla could tell that the old man liked to take what he wanted. It was kind of hot seeing the way he was dominating her chaste, dutiful friend. But, reminded of her objective, she twisted her neck to try to get a better angle to see the old man's cock. The more she twisted and turned to better her view, the closer she came to dangerously exposing herself through the small gap. If either of them were to glance her way, they would definitely notice her peeking through the glass. But Layla was too lost in the moment to care, she had to know what this man was packing.
Getting the best angle she could, Layla's nosy eyes widened to see the old man's shaft just enough. But most of it was obscured by his skinny hip. The only time she could get a glimpse of it was when he drew his hips back. From what she was able to see, he looked like he packed a fat shaft, thoroughly glistening with what Layla guessed was a combination of her friend's and the old man's juices. Other than that, she wasn't close enough nor at the optimal angle to see anything more.
Layla snarled in annoyance at not being able to see the goods. A part of her screamed at herself to just leave, that what she was doing was wrong and depraved. But her strange fascination with this Asian man's mysterious cock drowned out her voice of reason.
As if on cue, the old man drew his hips back and pulled out, making a long loud slurp. It happened as if it was in slow motion. He withdrew himself at a slight angle as if to show Layla just how long he was, and just how wet and slippery his cock had become from Ashlyn's secretions. With another agonizing slick sound, his entire cock fell out of her well fucked friend's engorged and dripping pussy. Layla gasped in shock as his steamy glistening member emerged into full view. It was so big... so long... It had to be at least eight inches, maybe more!
"She had that whole thing inside of her, that entire time?! Ashlyn was right. He is hung like a horse!" she screamed to herself, biting on her thumb and rubbing her loins together. Layla couldn't help but imagine how it would feel churning inside her. "God, that thing would wreck me from my pussy all the way to my brain..."
Shaking her head back into focus, Layla continued to watch. Ashlyn pushed herself up from the table and turned to face her hung masseur. Layla watched her friend nibble on her lower lip and gaze warmly up into the old man's eyes. Layla couldn't help but notice the pure lust and desire glinting from Ashlyn's alluring hazel eyes.
Ashlyn's mouth was moving, but Layla couldn't make out what she was saying. Judging by the devilish smirk on her face, though, it was definitely something salacious. Then, leaning forward, Ashlyn gave her old masseur a deep kiss.
Layla audibly gasped, but quickly covered her mouth. She watched in shock as her friend began to sloppily make out with the short Asian man. Layla was now completely convinced that this wasn't just some explicit therapy. Everything about how they had sex, talked dirty, and were now kissing screamed that there was something more going on between the two of them. Hell, just the act of having sex was a major red flag. They seemed like lovers more than anything.
Layla wasn't sure how to feel. Should she be mad, angry, furious about how Ashlyn had lied to her? It was now undeniable that Ashlyn was cheating on her husband. Duh. She was literally getting fucked on the dinner table, what more was there to say? Layla wanted to feel bad about Ashlyn's husband, but knowing Harry, she had little sympathy for the man. It was his fault for not tending to his wife. A woman has needs, so when a man fails at meeting them, it isn't entirely the woman's fault when someone else has to pick up the tab. If Harry had made any sort of effort with Ashlyn, this would never have happened. But Harry had faltered in his husbandly duties. And now his luscious wife was getting her guts rearranged by a hung foreign man. A little old foreign man, but one with a huge cock who knew how to use it.
But, as incriminating as things looked, Layla would give her close friend a chance to explain herself when they met the next day. If for no other reason than to get the whole picture for her own devious curiosity. For now, though, Layla continued to spy on Ashlyn's explicit fuck session.
Releasing his lips from Ashlyn's, the old man reached his right hand under her right leg and lifted it up. For a scrawny-looking man, Layla was surprised at how easily he was able to manipulate her body like that. Biting her lip, Layla secretly liked where this was going.
As if they knew she was watching, Ashlyn's lover shifted their bodies just enough so that Layla could get a full view of her friend's pussy. There was something strange about seeing how exposed Ashlyn was. Yes, they had seen each other naked plenty of times, but seeing her like this made her feel things she couldn't describe. It felt wrong, but at the same time strangely arousing. As straight as she was, she had always admired how very sexy Ashlyn's caramel body was. Her long legs, fetching curves, pretty face, and perfectly full boobs were all too delectable.
Now that they were facing more in her direction, the sneaky brunette quickly retreated from the gap but continued to poke just enough of her head around the corner so that she could still watch the lovers, but with less fear that they would see her. Though, they were so focused on each other, that Layla cautiously resumed her old position and continued to spy on them intensively.
Draping Ashlyn's long left leg over his right shoulder, the old man grabbed the base of his cock and directed his tip against the soft sluice of her dripping pussy. Then Layla watched as, with one big thrust, his excessively endowed manhood delved deep past Ashlyn's swollen folds.
Her mouth fell agape at how far his shaft sank into her depths. His inward surge seemed to go on forever until he finally bottomed out. Layla couldn't help but let out a quiet mewl seeing how deep that magnificent member had gone. "That thing would surely not be able to fit that deep inside of me..." Rapidly shaking her head, Layla couldn't believe what she was thinking. She swore nothing like that would ever happen to her. As naughty as her friend was, Layla was determined to be good. For now at least...
She felt her pussy aching and an itch forming, deep within her core. Her husband didn't remotely reach that deep. At best, he was about four inches. It made her wonder what it would actually feel like to have such a large tool inside of her. "Ugh, it would probably hurt more than anything," Layla thought, trying to suppress the niggling of her rampant curiosity. Yet again... It was sort of hypnotizing watching the old Asian man stuff Ashlyn full, stretching her both wide and deep. And from how she was reacting to getting fucked with his large member, Layla began to doubt that it would be painful to have that thing stuffed inside of her. Or, she thought, any pain would certainly be tempered with other... sensations.
Hugging her leg, the Asian man began to vigorously thrust in and out of Ashlyn's pussy. His heavy balls swung back and forth like church bells. Layla's amber eyes were transfixed on their ferocious fucking. She had never known that sex could be this erotic. Even when John was at his best, he couldn't remotely fuck her as well as this elderly man was plundering her best friend.
Watching his cock disappear into Ashlyn's sopping cunt, and then reappear, slathered in girl juice, Layla failed to notice the way her own hand was drifting down to her crotch, and into her jeans.[2] As depraved as it was, she had to admit that this was hot as hell. Who knew that an old geezer like this could be so full of life? That her friend could be such a happy, willing - and vocal! - recipient?
"Oh, fuck... It's so deep, Goro..." Ashlyn mewled.
"Hai, hai. You love how I fuck you deep?" he grunted, driving his hips even deeper into her, his balls loudly slapping against Ashlyn's ass.
"Nhggg, yes! I fucking love how deep and good you fuck me. It's just so big!"
Their dirty talk stoked the flames of arousal building within Layla even further. Her hand was now deep into her jeans and squeezed between her loins. She failed to recognize how soaked her panties were! "God... that's hot..." she trailed off, not wanting to overshadow whatever came next.
Layla was surprised that he could maintain a steady pace at that age. Sweat permeated their skin and glistened in the light. As he hugged Ashlyn's leg, he began to kiss and lick her calf. The old bastard was relentless. But as crude as it seemed, Ashlyn moaned even more. And based on the look on her face, she was loving it!
Rubbing her inner thighs together as she crouched outside the sliding door, Layla pressed her hand even deeper into her crotch. Her fingers twisted, trying to work their way past her soaking panties, and into her throbbing pussy; she needed just a little more of any sort of stimulation to ease herself. She hadn't realized how pent-up she'd gotten. It had been far too long since she'd last had sex, good sex. Heck, any kind of sex. Much less the best dicking of her life that her friend was getting right in front of Layla's desperately watching eyes. The more of this sensory input Layla acquired, the more she was getting all riled up her own self.
Her amber eyes tracked up and down their naked bodies. But her gaze kept returning to their conjoined sexes. Dwelling on the way Ashlyn's folds perfectly wrapped around the old man's shaft and how he would plunge deep into her depths with such ease, Layla found herself more and more aroused. Her mind was so horned up she failed to recognize how perverted she looked, how she was exposing herself to discovery amid her flagrant distraction. Here she was, kneeling on the ground with her hand shoved between her thighs, her fingers wriggling wetly, spying on her best friend cheating with an old Japanese man. Layla had officially plumbed a new low.
Then hearing a gasp and giggle coming from Ashlyn, Layla glanced up to see that her elderly lover was slowly licking up the sole of her foot. She found it kind of unsanitary, but weirdly enough, it was kind of hot. Like everything else this unlikely sexual pairing was getting up to.
Ashlyn propped herself on her elbows and watched as her elderly lover ravaged her foot with his tongue. "Oh my! That tickles! Goro, you dirty old man! Why are you licking my foot like that??" she playfully queried, biting her lip.
"Mhhmm, feet... so... Pretty. Heh," the pervy old man said in between licks.
Then, reaching the top of her foot, he enveloped Ashlyn's cute white pedicured toes with his old lips and began to eagerly suck on them as he continued to thrust his juicy cock deep inside her pussy.
"Goro! My lord!" Ashlyn excitedly giggled.
Layla's jaw dropped. What she was seeing was so depraved and nasty. This perverted Asian man was insatiable! The sucking and fucking continued. Layla watched in repulsed arousal. The elderly man slathered Ashlyn's entire foot with saliva and ran his tongue between her pretty toes.
Rubbing her loins, Layla let out a small moan. What he was doing was gross. But at the same time, kinda hot. She wondered what it would feel like to get her pussy pounded and at the same time have her sensitive feet ravaged. The sensory overload must be mind-numbing!
Ashlyn's tongue sexily hung from her mouth and her eyes were rolling behind her skull. Layla listened to the muffled slapping of their flesh and the slurping sound as the masseur assaulted Ashlyn's toes. Layla's panties had soaked through with her own secretions, inundating her busy fingers and beginning to seep through her jeans. Though she was still too entranced by the salacious scene before her to notice.
"Oh, fuck..." Layla muttered quietly, stuffing her hand deeper into her crotch, jabbing her fingers past the barrier of her panties.
For the next few minutes, Layla squirmed and trembled where she was crouched. Her eyes were locked on her best friend getting fucked silly. Disgust turned into lustful desire. Layla started to imagine what it would be like to get fucked like Ashlyn was. It looked so fun and exhilarating. She tried to keep her mind off the fact that the man doing the fucking was this elderly Japanese man, but deep down, she secretly was growing aroused by it.
"Goro! Oh, fuck! Are you trying to eat my foot??" Ashlyn playfully said in a husky voice.
The old man just hummed and continued to lick and suck on her pretty toes. His cock kept driving deep inside her tight pussy, which was now spattering out droplets of juice with each inward impact. Layla could see Ashlyn's wet lips perfectly enveloping his girthy shaft. It was like they were made for each other!
But Layla couldn't get over the size difference between the two. It was almost otherworldly, the way the short skinny old man was fucking her taller luscious friend like she was his.
Then, as his lips slipped off of her toes, the old man spoke. "Gah, oishī! I'm gonna cum!" he announced in a breathy voice.
Layla gasped and leaned forward, her forehead flattening into the cool pane of glass. It was as if she had been waiting for this very moment. But even as she awaited the impending climax of her spectacle, she thought ahead enough to wonder where he would cum.
Realizing the elderly man's cock didn't have any sort of protection sheathed on it, Layla's heart raced. "Ashlyn never mentioned that they went raw!" She hoped that he wouldn't allow such a pervy old man to soil her insides with his semen! That would be beneath her!
"Do it! Fucking cum in me, Goro! I need it! I need your cum deep inside of my married pussy! Do it! Take what's yours, my Japanese bull!" Ashlyn pleaded, lifting her other leg up from the floor and wrapping it around his skinny waist, trapping him.
Layla felt her stomach drop. The flurry of words spilling from her best friend's mouth sounded so depraved and naughty. She couldn't believe that Ashlyn was so eager for him to cum inside of her. "She better be on a pill," Layla thought, biting her lip. She couldn't imagine her best friend getting knocked up with a Japanese man's baby.
As the old man's hips thrust faster, needy moans spilled loudly from Ashlyn's lips as his cock drove into her with enhanced vigor. Layla subconsciously wiggled her hips into her now-slathered-wet hand.
With a few more deep thrusts, Ashlyn's lover drove his mighty love stick balls deep into her and let out a cryptic groan. "EEEEYYYAAAAAHHHHH!"
At the same time, Ashlyn firmly held him in place with her strong leg and moaned loudly as well. "Fuck! Ahhhhhh!" she wailed. Her toes clenched and her body shook violently.
Layla gasped seeing her friend climaxing at the same time as the hung old man. She shuddered and her legs quivered witnessing the most primordial of pleasures taking place. "Holy shit..." she muttered, biting her lip.
As Layla's amber eyes were drawn to their conjoined sexes, they widened as she saw the old man's juicy shaft and heavy balls pulsing, pumping Ashlyn full of his seed. Pump after pump, she wondered when he was ever going to stop.
As the two finished their orgasms, they panted heavily. Putting her legs down, the old man pulled out of Ashlyn's well-creamed pussy. Layla quickly covered her mouth as a waterfall of white essence gushed out of her friend's slit.
"Jesus Christ... How is that even possible?" the baffled brunette wondered. "John doesn't even cum that much!" Her horned-up mind wondered what it must feel like, to get pumped full of cum like that.
With a trembling exhale, Layla watched as Ashlyn struggled to stand back up. Leaning forward to her elderly lover's ear, she began to whisper something. Layla subconsciously tried to put her ear up to the glass and get a listen, but to her dismay, she couldn't hear a thing.
Then, out of nowhere, loud barking roared from behind her. Layla squealed and fell on her ass, making some commotion. Swiveling her head around in a panic to see what it was, Layla saw that it was the next-door neighbor's dog peeping through a small gap in the wooden fence.
"Gah, son of a bitch! Stupid dog! Shut up!" Layla hissed.
"What? Did you hear that?" she suddenly heard from behind the sliding door.
Layla's heart jumped from her chest. "Shit shit shit!" she muttered in a panic.
Hearing muffled footsteps approaching the sliding door, Layla hastily removed her hand from her pants stood back up, and made a run for the side gate. She didn't even bother to look back, she just ran as if her life depended on it. She didn't want to get caught spying on her best friend! What would Ashlyn think?



Opening the gate, Layla burst through and then, dropping out of sight behind it carefully closed it until the latch caught. Then she spun and sprinted to her car. She had never run so fast in her life. Once in, she started the ignition and drove off into the distance. "Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god!" she nervously repeated.
She gripped the steering wheel tightly and hyperventilated the whole drive back home. Layla couldn't believe she had just done that. She felt embarrassed, but at the same time, she was exhilarated. Though that could well have been the adrenaline still coursing through her veins.
Images of her best friend fucking that old geezer were burnt into her memory. All Layla could think about was how nasty and depraved their fucking was. They were like wild animals!
Once back, Layla parked her car in her garage. Turning the engine off, she just sat there and reflected on everything that had happened. Her mind went in circles trying to make sense of it all. It felt like she had been embedded in the kind of porno you would find only in the skankiest corners of the internet. Hot explicit sex between an exotic beauty and a big-cocked stud, but somehow far more perverted than 'normal', given the bizarre age and attractiveness difference that otherwise made the two lovers seem like they had been plucked from two different species. Resting her head back, Layla let out a heavy sigh. Then, feeling something cold and moist in her crotch, she looked down and saw a noticeable wet mark.
"Ah, jeez..." she abashedly muttered.
Reaching down, she gasped feeling how wet she was. "Did I really get that wet from watching them?? Ugh, I'm such a pervert..." she said, disappointed with herself. Then noticing the hand she was reaching with was wet as well, Layla gasped.
"Jeez... Did I really have my hand stuffed down there too? Ugh... What have I become... Stupid Ashlyn, this is all your fault. Cheating with the big-cocked old man..." Layla disappointingly muttered.
Glancing forward, she also notices a noticeable wet mark on the steering wheel, further cementing her depravity in her mind. Sighing, she got some wipes and cleaned her womanly secretions off of her hand and steering wheel.
Getting out of her car, Layla went inside her house. Tugging her soiled jeans off her legs, she tossed them into her laundry basket. The exposed air made contact with her drenched panties, sending a shiver down her spine. Feeling her face getting hot from embarrassment, she quickly took them off and tossed them into the basket as well. She didn't want to be reminded about what she had done.
Trudging back upstairs naked from the bottom down, Layla made it to her bedroom and slammed the door shut behind her. Stripping the rest of her clothing, she hopped into bed and blankly stared up at the ceiling.
She thought about the old man's cock driving deep into her friend's pussy. That meaty pole was imprinted upon her recent memory. It was all she could think about. "So it's true..." she quietly muttered. "He does have a magic cock..."
It wasn't just the size of his cock that amazed her, it was how good he could seemingly fuck. Now she understood why Ashlyn continued to see him. He was a fucking sex demon! The more she reminisced, the more her body heated up and the more her pussy moistened.
Slowly but surely, her hand slowly drifted down to her crotch. The image of the old man's juicy cock and heavy balls repeated like a broken reel over and over again in her mind. Her body squirmed as her fingers just barely grazed her clit. But before she made contact, Layla stopped.
"Ugh, no. I can't do this," she argued with herself. She didn't want to fall deeper into the hole of depravity she had already dug herself into. So getting up, she went to take a cold shower to calm her down. Perhaps it was good for her peace of mind that it never occurred to her that the hand that was wet with her own juices, the fingers that had begun to play with her moist lips, were the same hand and fingers that the old man had transferred his own stickiness to when they had been introduced.
For the rest of the day, Layla kept her mind busy by working out, doing some groceries, and cooking. But the entire time she was doing all that, her mind raced, eagerly waiting for what Ashlyn had to tell her tomorrow...
-
It was the very next day and Layla was getting ready to meet with Ashlyn so they could have the talk she'd been promised. She was eager, mad, embarrassed, and aroused. Her mind was a total mess, Layla didn't know what to feel about Ashlyn lying to her, and how she was cheating on her husband by a hung old man.
She had tossed and turned in her bed the entire night before, her mind plagued by recurrent images of her best friend getting righteously railed by that old man. She eventually resorted to taking sleeping pills.
Layla thought that sleep would be a temporary escape from those lewd memories, but she was wrong. She found herself dreaming about the salacious scene. Layla dreamt that she was in the kitchen with them, albeit she was some sort of observing ghost. The dream was quite hazy and the confused imagery was all over the place. But one thing was for certain, it only added fuel to the fires of her underlying arousal.
By the time she woke up, her body was slick with sweat, and her panties were soaking wet. Layla even had to change the sheets of her bed since a noticeable wet spot had formed under her. As wet as she was, she adamantly refused to face up to how totally aroused that old man and his massive tool had made her.
Now, the eagerly waiting brunette sat in the corner of a cafe sipping her coffee. "Where is she?? Ashlyn should have been here ten minutes ago," Layla annoyingly thought, checking the time on her phone. She hoped that her friend hadn't forgotten about their arrangement again.
Ashlyn had managed to send her a text about where to meet earlier that morning, but since then, Layla hadn't heard a lick from her. She guessed that her caramel-skinned friend had spent the rest of her morning getting fucked by that hung old man. Layla unknowingly bit her lip thinking about it.
Having had enough of waiting, Layla was on the verge of calling Ashlyn, but before she could dial her number, her amber eyes lit up as she spotted her entering the cafe. Her attention caught by Layla's raised hand, Ashlyn quickly made her way over to where Layla had chosen seats far away from any other people. Good choice.
"Er, hey, Layla," Ashlyn nervously waved, pulling out a chair and sitting down.
"Uh, hey..." Layla abashedly replied, reminded of her naughty snooping.
The two awkwardly stared at each other not knowing what to say. Neither of them wanted to be the first one to commit to speech, but Ashlyn decided to go first. "Um, about yesterday... Sorry if I seemed a bit pushy..."
Layla knowingly nodded. "No, no. I'm sorry. I was the one being super pushy and aggressive, ringing the doorbell like some angry aunt or something... I don't know what came over me. It's just that, girl, you had me worried."
Ashlyn gave Layla a warm smile and understandably nodded. "Yeah, it was very unlike you. And I thought you were the more cheerful one out of the two of us. Did something happen at home? How's John?"
Layla rolled her fetching amber eyes and snarled. "Ugh, don't even get me started on him."
"What? Did he head out on one of those fishing trips he goes on all the time?" Ashlyn queried, tilting her head to the side. Layla just sighed and nodded. Ashlyn knew her married life so well. "Perhaps you need to take some time for yourself and relax."
Layla cocked her brow. "Yeah? You want me to go to some massage parlor and get totally railed by an old foreign man?" she teased. Ashlyn gasped and kicked her leg under the table.
"Augh! Be quiet! We're in public!" she hissed, yet Layla swore she saw a small smile hidden underneath her friend's shock. Layla chuckled and took a sip of her coffee. She tried to contain her eagerness to find out more about Ashlyn's little arrangement. She had been waiting for this all day.
"So, are you gonna spill the tea, or am I going to have to force it out of you?" Layla smirked, putting her coffee down.
Ashlyn's eyes widened. Taking a deep breath she composed herself before saying, "Let me get my coffee first, then I'll talk, okay?" Layla' snarled in annoyance, and shrugged. She couldn't wait any longer, she needed to know now. She knew, but she needed to know every detail, preferably from the lips of her otherwise dutiful friend.
"Fine. But hurry the fuck up," the eager brunette commanded. Ashlyn sighed heavily as she rose. Layla just had to know everything. How had it come to this? How good was it really? What had caused good little Ashlyn to act like such a slut? And what was the deal with letting that old fuck hit it raw anyway?
Once Ashlyn got her coffee, she returned to their little corner and sat back down with yet another sigh, like this was some devious yet heavy burden. Taking a sip, she closed her eyes and affirmed herself, before opening them and locking eyes with Layla. "Okay, what do you want to know?"
Layla's mind raced. She hadn't expected her friend to be so direct. She didn't know what to ask. So much swirled around in her head. She needed it all. "You're going to tell me everything?" she cautiously made sure.
"Everything," Ashlyn confirmed.
Her mind went in circles. She had already witnessed her friend fornicating in the flesh. And based on what she saw, Layla had a basic idea of what was going on. But she didn't want to ask anything that revealed the depth of her own illicitly acquired knowledge. So she decided to play it safe and test the waters.
"Okay, so, you are really fucking that guy? God, when you said old, I didn't think he would look that old. He almost looks senile."
Ashlyn chuckled. "I know he looks... old. But that doesn't matter. He tends to me really well. That's all I can ask for."
"Clearly," Layla unknowingly mumbled, reminded of the images of him fucking the shit out of Ashlyn.
"What was that?"
"Uh, nothing!" she quickly backtracked. "But there has to be more than that, right? You say he has a magic cock, but I'm sure you can find plenty of younger attractive men with the same thing rather than that skinny short geezer."
Ashlyn's ears got warm. "Heh, you're probably right. But, in all honesty, I think I prefer this." Layla tilted her head to the side to express her confusion.
"Well, you see, I uh. I kind of..." she struggled to reveal. But composing herself, Ashlyn voiced her unfiltered thoughts. "I like the fact that he's an old man."
Layla's eyes widened. She couldn't believe how forward Ashlyn was. From what Layla had seen yesterday, it was pretty obvious that Ashlyn enjoyed being defiled by that old man. But hearing Ashlyn come right out and say it still baffled her. "I can't explain it, but that's what makes the sex better. Being fucked by an old guy better than my own much younger spouse could do me is pretty arousing," she continued.
The pretty brunette clenched her loins together. Watching that shorter Asian man fucking her friend to kingdom come had been very arousing indeed. Layla felt her stomach churn. She felt like she was slowly finding that man strangely attractive. Layla would have liked to have thought that it was just the big cock that aroused her, but it was more than that. The idea of this decrepit old man fucking her like no one else was indeed hot. She had never known until now that she could develop a taste for old men.
"I guess I can see how that's appealing, in a weird kind of way," Layla slowly replied, without trying to admit her own newfound fetish. She wasn't even sure if it was something she had completely figured out for herself.
"Come on, Layla. You have to admit that it's pretty hot right? Or unless I'm the only one who feels that way about it," Ashlyn said with enthusiasm, sensing her friend's attitude coming around a little bit. "Ugh, please don't tell me that I'm the only one who likes the idea of getting fucked by some old guy with a magic cock."
Layla tried to contain herself. She didn't want to make her best friend feel deranged. "No, no. You're right. It is hot," she blurted out. It may have sounded like she was just playing along, but deep down Layla found herself agreeing with her friend. Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened. Then a devious smirk formed on her face.
"I didn't know you were as depraved as me. God, you're such a dirty-minded slut."
Layla playfully gasped at Ashlyn's brashness.
"Ashlyn! What?! Okay, now I'm regretting agreeing with you," Layla exclaimed, rolling her amber eyes.
"Ah ah ah, no take-backs. You said that it was hot. Now it will live with me forever. But don't worry, I can keep a secret," Ashlyn winked. Layla smirked and let out a small giggle. God, they were being so devious!
Now that everything seemed more relaxed, Layla decided to pry a little deeper. "Anyways, I'm just gonna say it." Ashlyn cocked her brow. "What's up with your masseur staying over for the night like that? And I'm guessing he stayed over last night as well. It seems very unprofessional to be doing something like that," Layla said, sending a knowing smirk, then took a dramatic sip of her coffee to let her friend marinate. "I mean, a massage with something extra is one thing, but him staying over, girl? You gotta tell me, there's something more, isn't there?"
Ashlyn froze. Layla could see her body visibly tense up. But reaching across the table, Layla took Ashlyn's hand into her own. After Layla gave her a look meant to reassure her that she would keep her deepest darkest secret, Ashlyn took a deep breath and sighed.
"Okay... okay... I'll tell the truth. This has to stay a secret between us, okay? No one can know. Ever." Ashlyn admitted. Layla slowly nodded, trying to hold back her excitement.
Gripping her best friend's hand tighter, Ashlyn scanned her surroundings to make sure no one was within earshot of them and leaned forward. "The truth is... I'm having an... affair with my masseur... Like... beyond the massages... the extra massages. Like an 'affair' affair!" Layla's heart skipped upon hearing full confirmation of her conclusions.
"I knew it!" Layla whispered to herself. Unfortunately, Ashlyn caught her.
"What do you mean, you knew it??" she pried suspiciously.
"Huh? I just had a feeling. You know me. The hints are all there, you know. It's kinda obvious after li'l miss Pushy tossed me off her doorstep so she could go back to her lover."
Ashlyn gasped and snarled in annoyance, but seeing how there was nothing she could do about it, she let it go. "Well, this only started recently. So don't go thinking you knew from the beginning," she explained, sipping her coffee.
"So whenever you first started fucking didn't count?" Layla queried.
"Yes, that didn't count."
Layla gave Ashlyn a cautious side glance. "Hm, okayyy, whatever you say," she said with an undertone of sarcasm. Ashlyn kicked her under the table again. "Hey! I said okay! What do you want from me?! Ugh, anyway, so when did you 'officially' start your affair?"
Ashlyn closed her eyes and nervously puckered her lips. "Well, you see... We actually started the day after Harry left for his trip," she revealed, looking at the table, avoiding eye contact. Layla nearly spat out her coffee hearing that.
"That recently??" she exclaimed. Ashlyn just abashedly nodded. "My lord, you didn't even wait until Harry left to start cheating on him. 'Officially' or whatever you wanna call it."
"I know it sounds kinda bad, but Harry just leaving without telling me that day was the breaking point for me. I'm just sick and tired of his antics," Ashlyn explained. "Ugh, anyways... The more sessions we had together, the more intense things progressively became. So naturally, it led to this."
"More intense?" Layla wondered. "What do you mean by that?"
"I- um. Well," Ashlyn struggled to find a good way of putting it. The first time she had fucked Goro was as intense as sex could be. "Well, at first I was okay with just the sex. But over time, he became more entangled with my personal life. I confided in him about all my problems with Harry. I went to him to get away from everything, and he started to fuck me like he was trying to make me his... Then eventually, he convinced me to be his... erh... You know... lover..."
"He what?? My lordy," Layla exclaimed, squeezing her loins together. Everything was coming around, full circle. Hearing her friend unfolding the whole story right in front of her made her exhilarated. This was the best gossip she had ever heard!
"Yeah, he's my lover now. And we've been going at it all weekend," Ashlyn said in an almost prideful way. Like she had finally found some happiness.
"Well, um, whatever makes you happy, I'm here for you," Layla assured. Though, she knew that she would be condemned by society for supporting such debauchery. But it was her friend. She had to support her. And besides, Ashlyn had a shithead good-for-nothing husband anyway. Layla couldn't lie and say she didn't find it hot in some way. Ashlyn was the typical good girl gone bad. And over something as simple as a massage? Jesus.
"Just be sure to be careful, alright? If anyone else were to find out, god knows what will happen," Layla continued.
"Of course. I'm not stupid, Layla. I'm not one of those messy women who's sloppy with their work. I'm very careful and I take extra precautions." Ashlyn reassured. "And Harry, well, I'm going to be completely honest. He's kind of a dumbass. So he won't suspect a thing."
"Woah, that's a new one. When did you start berating Harry like that?" Layla deviously chuckled. "Not that he doesn't deserve it."
"Ugh, he's always been a dumbass. I was just too blind to see it."
"Too blind? Did your lover open your eyes to the truth or something? Or maybe it was something else he opened, eh?" Layla teased. Ashlyn didn't even act shocked or surprised anymore.
Ashlyn smirked, took another sip of her coffee, and continued, "He actually did, in fact. Unlike Harry, he actually appreciates me. He's always excited to see me, he admires my luscious body, and he just fucks me like he means it. And god, I love how his cock feels inside of me. Perhaps that's why it was so easy for me to accept him as my lover. Harry can't be bothered to even look at me. Ugh, what is wrong with him? He's so fucking clueless!"
Layla felt her throat getting dry hearing Ashlyn talk about how this old geezer's cock felt inside of her and how he worshiped her like a goddess. Hell, she deserved it: she was one of, if not the most, attractive person she knew. Layla began to long for the feeling of being worshiped. An ember of resentment towards John sparked somewhere within her.
"If John would only worship me like you say your Japanese lover does..." Layla sighed in obvious envy. Not that she would ever do anything like this, no matter how exciting it was to hear about. Dreaming about Ashlyn's adventures was plenty enough.
Noticing Layla's demeanor changing into one of slight jealousy, a small devilish smirk formed on Ashlyn's face. "Hm, it almost sounds like you want a piece of what I'm getting," Ashlyn teased.
Layla's lightly freckled face turned beet red and her ears got blazing hot. "Wha- what?! I- I would never! Why would you think that I would want anything like that?!"
Ashlyn's evil grin grew even more. "Come on, Layla. Don't you ever just think about it? What it would be like to be totally fucked silly by an old man with a magic cock?"
Layla's stomach fluttered and her amber eyes quickly averted away from Ashlyn's unflinching regard. "I- I have not ever thought about that. Ever! I just can't visualize that in my head. It's just so far out there. Ugh, I don't know..." Layla replied with less than complete conviction, knowing full well that she had indeed thought about that exact thing and had spent the whole night tossing and turning, thinking about it...



Noticing Layla's uncharacteristic angst, Ashlyn decided to pry deeper. "I think you're lying," she declared. Layla's eyes shot open and she locked eyes with Ashlyn. "I knew it! You have thought about it! And don't lie. I promise not to tell."
Nervously fiddling her thumbs together, Layla ground her teeth. She hated that the tables had been turned on her. She was usually the one interrogating Ashlyn! But accepting that she had been caught red-handed, there was no point in fighting. She trusted that Ashlyn would keep her secret safe.
"Ugh, fine... Fine!" Layla capitulated. Ashlyn's hazel eyes widened in glowing excitement. "I- I have thought about what it would be like... But it's not my fault! You're the one raving about how this old man rocks your world all the time! What am I supposed to do??" she shamefully admitted. "I'm just curious about what it's like having an old man who could turn you around like that... Being all dominant with you like that..." she quietly muttered, unknowingly revealing what she witnessed.
Luckily, Ashlyn was too caught up in Layla admitting her depraved thoughts to worry about where those thoughts had acquired their level of detail. She took solace in knowing that she wasn't the only one who was aroused by the prospect of being fucked by an old man like Goro.
"Hm, you're just as naughty as me. What would John think about you having depraved thoughts about fucking an old man?" Ashlyn playfully teased.
Layla gasped and kicked Ashlyn under the table for her crude statement. "It's not like I'm cheating on him! These are just thoughts, okay? I haven't done anything yet."
"Aha, yet. You haven't done anything yet," Ashlyn pointed out. "Besides, screw John. He's just like my husband. He doesn't invest any sort of effort into your relationship. He's always doing whatever he does. You deserve better. Don't you want to be worshipped and fucked to your heart's content?"
Ashlyn bringing up Layla's less-than-desirable at-home life with her husband caused her to think about things. She wanted to be fulfilled and receive the attention she so rightly deserved. Her resentment towards John grew even more. Because of his actions, she was tempted to stray into the path of depravity to satiate her needs.
"Yeah... I do want that, Ashlyn. I just don't know... I just can't properly picture myself going that far with a man like that, or any other man. What if John were to find out," Layla sighed, slowly sipping her coffee. Well, she didn't actually have to go out of her way to picture anything of that kind, since she'd already had a front-row seat to one of their nasty fuck sessions.
"Hey, I'm not forcing you to do anything. I'm just opening up your mind to the full range of options that are out there. At the end of the day, it's your choice. But if you do decide that you want to be properly satisfied and live a more fulfilled life, I'm not opposed to... sharing..." Ashlyn explained.
Ashlyn felt fluttery offering her best friend the opportunity to fuck her Japanese lover. She wasn't opposed to it. It wasn't like Goro was her romantic partner, he was just her lover, her fuck buddy, her bull... And there was also something primal about her bull taking another female as his that was arousing in its own right.
"Sharing?? Ashlyn! You're not seriously really trying to get me to fuck... him..." Layla abashedly exclaimed, her face blushing even harder.
"Was that not what we were already talking about? But Layla, again. This is your choice. And you're the one who admitted thinking about fucking him," Ashlyn reiterated. "You don't have to do anything. All I'm saying is that, if you want to know what it is like, you have to try it out for yourself. Nothing ventured, nothing gained."
Layla rubbed her chin and contemplated her friend's offer. If she were to do this, she would be cheating on her husband for the first time. And it wouldn't be a situation where some player was coercing her into sex, she would be willingly stepping out of her marriage of her own accord. Not wanting to move too quickly, however, Layla held off on giving Ashlyn a direct answer. She still had to perform some self-assessment before making such a pivotal decision.
"I- uh, I'll think about it..." Layla informed. "But don't go yapping that mouth of yours to your lover because I haven't committed to anything yet."
Ashlyn understandably nodded. "Okay, just let me know when you decide. But you're missing out in the meantime, hehe," she playfully winked. Layla's mouth made a big O, and she just rolled her eyes.
"Anyways... Enough about me... Keep telling me what it's like," Layla questioned.
"Hm? Oh, you want more juicy details, huh? Did I get you all hot and riled up?" Ashlyn jokingly replied.
"Augh, Ashlyn! Just tell me! You promised," Layla hissed, kicking her under the table.
"Ouch! Okay, okay! I will. How explicit do you want me to get?" Layla grew noticeably embarrassed and just shrugged.
Tapping her lips with her index finger, Ashlyn thought about what to tell Layla. Now that she thought about it, the sex with Goro was a blur. As memorable as it was, it was hard to recall anything specific since she usually got fucked to the point of passing out. Her brain would end up mushy and hazy afterward. But remembering something really naughty she had recently started to do with Goro, Ashlyn deviously smirked. Though, she wasn't sure if she was ready to share it with Layla. She had promised that it was just for her and her lover. "Gah, whatever. She'll keep this a secret," Ashlyn quickly came to a conclusion.
"Um, hey, Layla... Maybe instead of telling you how it is, what if I just showed you... I recorded some stuff..." Ashlyn cautiously said, nervously tapping her heel on the ground.
Layla's eyes widened in surprise. "Record?! Like- like videos and pictures??" Ashlyn nodded. Layla's heart rapidly thumped in her chest. Was Ashlyn offering to show recordings of her salacious activities to her? As depraved as it felt wanting to see, Layla was dying to know.
"I uh... I wouldn't be opposed to it... Do you want me to see?" Layla timidly answered, averting her eyes to her lap.
"Oh, you naughty girl," Ashlyn thought. She could tell that Layla was just playing coy for appearance's sake and was actually eager to see what she had stored in her phone.
Standing up, Ashlyn walked over to Layla's side of the table and sat down in the booth with her. "Scoot over," she ordered. Shifting over, she sat as close to her friend as humanly possible. Their arms and legs were intimately pressed against each other.
Ashlyn cautiously scanned her surroundings before positioning her phone just below the table so that Layla could see her screen. Layla's heart raced in anticipation of seeing more of Ashlyn's explicit affair.
She observed impatiently as Ashlyn unlocked her phone and scrolled through it. She meticulously worked her way through several attachments before reaching what appeared to be some sort of separate storage app. Opening it, Ashlyn was asked to put in a password. Typing in a combination of letters and numbers, she pressed enter and the app was fully unlocked. Layla didn't even bother to try and remember the password Ashlyn had used; she was way too eager to see what she had in store for her.
Scrolling through the app, Ashlyn reached an inconspicuous attachment that just read 'Files'. After tapping on it, she was asked to put in yet another password. "Wow, she is very careful," Layla thought. She admired the steps Ashlyn took to keep her affair a secret. Perhaps she could learn from her.
Just before tapping in the last character of her password, Ashlyn stopped and turned to Layla. "Whatever you see here stays between us, got it? I promised him that this would be just for me and him," she stated, asking for explicit assurance. Layla just gave an understanding nod, trying to rein in her excitement.
With the final character entered, the file opened. Layla's amber eyes widened upon seeing several rows of videos and photos. Her attention was immediately drawn to the thumbnails. It was a little hard to make out what they were, but she could definitely recognize what was going on in a few of them.
"Oh my god!" Layla quietly exclaimed. "When did you start taking these?"
Ashlyn smirked and replied, "Hm, yesterday, and the day before. Are you ready to see?"
Layla's mind raced. Since they had just started recording their naughty activities, there were a limited number of videos and photos. But Layla imagined that this catalog would only grow in size.
"Um, yeah. Show me..." Layla replied, trying to sound calm and nonchalant about it. But in reality, she felt like she was about to pass out.
Nodding, Ashlyn tapped on the first thumbnail. Layla's eyes widened upon seeing a selfie of Ashlyn lying on her stomach ass up and her lover pounding her from behind in a dimly lit room. Her friend's face was hazed with lust. Layla could almost hear her moans just staring at the photo.
"What do you think? Hot, huh?" Ashlyn queried.
Snapping out of her gaze, Layla turned to face her. "What- oh. Um, wow. Yeah... You look like you were having fun."
"Heh, fun would be an understatement. Here, let me show you more."
Sliding onto the next thing, a loud moan came blaring from the phone. Ashlyn gasped and quickly lowered the volume. The two quickly glanced up and scanned their surroundings to see if anyone had heard them. Seeing that no one had batted an eye, they slowly looked back down to the screen.
The video now playing was of Ashlyn on her knees sucking Goro's cock. From the camera's point of view, it must have been him filming. A mirror was mounted behind Ashlyn, so Layla could see both of them in all their naked glory. Ashlyn had her pretty feet tucked neatly under her thick thighs while between his skinny old legs.
Layla unknowingly bit her lip and squeezed her loins together as she watched Ashlyn's lover grab her head and guided her onto him as she sucked him off. The engrossed brunette saw his meaty shaft in closer detail, and it looked even more glorious than she had remembered.
Ashlyn's lush lips perfectly enveloped his shaft and she bobbed her head with such skill and precision. Layla couldn't believe that her once-innocent friend could be so salaciously versed at sucking dick. She had mentioned that she didn't even do this sort of thing for Harry!
Layla got more and more entranced as the video went on. Seeing how Ashlyn's head went up and down the old man's big cock made her so aroused. She never really gave blowjobs to John. But the few times she had, Layla hadn't really felt interested or aroused by it. Maybe because he was smaller, and didn't fill her mouth as much as she would like. However, this video changed her perspective on the matter. Her friend's mouth was so full of his cock, and the way Ashlyn's partner seemed to be so totally focused and aroused by what she was doing for him incited Layla's envy. She wished that her sexual escapades with her husband were full of passion and desire. Anything they did sex-wise felt more like a chore rather than something fun.
"Damn... Ashlyn... You look really good at... sucking dick..." she uttered, focusing solely on the salacious video on the screen.
"Em, thanks... I really try..." Ashlyn said somewhat pridefully, blushing.
"Yeah... Clearly..." Layla declared. Ashlyn gasped and gave her a deliberate nudge with her elbow. But to her surprise, Layla seemed unaffected. She was too engrossed in the video of her best friend sucking an old man's cock.
As much as Layla wanted to see the video fully play out to the end, the screen went black. "What- What happened??" she whined in annoyance.
"Oh, sorry about that. He stopped recording, I guess," Ashlyn answered. She took note of how eager Layla seemed, but decided not to torment her friend, preferring to see how she would react to the other things she had in store.
For the next few minutes, Ashlyn showed Layla a plethora of pictures and videos of her doing nasty things with Goro. Layla saw videos of Ashlyn riding him, fucking him in the prone and missionary positions, sloppily making out, and providing more blowjobs. Layla was losing her mind! Seeing this old man doing all these nasty things imaginable made her feel so fucking horny. But as hot as the videos seemed, there were no actual recordings of the old man finishing. However, she was able to see some evidence of the aftermath in some of the recordings. Like his thick cum slathered on Ashlyn's luscious body, or around her pretty face in the following videos and photos. As depraved as it was, Layla wanted to see him cum like the time she had spied on them.
As they kept going through the catalog, the two pretty friends heated up and squirmed where they sat. Ashlyn was aroused by the recent memories of her intense fuck session with Goro. It made her want to go see Goro again as soon as possible. Layla's brain was short-circuiting from how salaciously her best friend acted with this old man.
Her hand slowly snaked its way down to her skirted crotch. Layla let out a slight mewl as she discovered how moist and wet her panties had become against her folds. Her attention was locked onto Ashlyn's screen. The dirty recordings she was being shown were being ingrained into her retinas. Though she was growing increasingly irritated that none of the videos showed the old man cumming.
The two kept restlessly squirming. They found themselves constantly nudging each other and rubbing their inner thighs together. Glancing to her left, Ashlyn finally took notice of Layla's restless wriggling. Her eyes widened in surprise as she saw the way she was biting her lip and how she had shoved her hand up into her crotch.
"Layla!" Ashlyn called out. "God, you are so fucking horny right now, aren't you??" she declared.
Layla quickly turned her attention to Ashlyn and gasped. Removing her hand from her crotch. "Huh?! I- uh, ugh... shut it..." she abashedly replied. There was no point in objecting since she had basically been caught red-handed. Or wet-handed! "I can't help it! These things that you are showing me are so lewd! What do you expect me to do??"
Ashlyn giggled and smiled devilishly. "You're just thinking about his cock inside of you, huh? You're wondering what it must feel like, aren't you? When was the last time you had sex with John?"
Layla's mind went into circles at this interrogation from her best friend. "Ugh! Ashlyn! I cannot with you right now!" Ashlyn gave her a knowing look and refused to back down. Sighing, Layla knew she wasn't going to get out of this. "Fine... fine! I'm thinking about it, OK?! It's just so big... And the way you are acting in these recordings is making me... feel things... Ugh... I think I'm forgetting what sex feels like. It had been weeks since John and I had sex."
Ashlyn smirked triumphantly and nodded. "It sounds like you really need to get your needs satiated. Have you changed your mind yet?"
Layla pinched the bridge of her nose and sighed. "Girl, it hasn't even been that long, and you're asking me that again? I haven't even had time to think about it. You really seem like you want me to fuck him. But the question is why?"
"Hmm, your body language says it all, Layla. I mean look at you. You look like a starved animal. And I just want my friend to be happy and fulfilled. But, I would be lying if I didn't say that it would be exciting for my best friend to get totally railed by my Japanese bull," Ashlyn admitted.
Layla's stomach fluttered at her best friend's confession of wanting her to get fucked by her lover. "Japanese bull?? Ashlyn! You are so naughty!" she exclaimed, nudging her.
Ashlyn just chuckled and gave her a playful wink. "Ugh... We are hopeless... I can't believe that we're drooling over some old man, and his magic cock," Layla continued, shaking her head.
Ashlyn gave an agreeable nod. "Yup... So are you still thinking about it or..." she tried to pry again. Layla sighed. "God, she really wants me to go see him."
Taking a sip of her coffee, Layla replied, "Hm, I still need to think about it, okay? But I can only confirm one thing." Taking a deep breath, she continued, "I'm certainly not, going to turn down the offer..."
An excited grin formed on Ashlyn's face. "Okay. I'll take you by your word then," she giggled. Layla gave her a side look and giggled with her as well. She couldn't believe she was allowing herself to fall deeper into the hole of depravity. She was hopeless.
"So... you have any more pictures? Or videos..." Layla queried, trying to sound nonchalant about it.
Ashlyn cocked her brow and went back to her phone. "Hmm, I don't know... I think we went through everythin-. Wait! Here's one more." Tapping on the thumbnail, Layla's amber eyes widened in excitement seeing that it was yet another video.
This time, it was a view of Ashlyn and her Asian lover fucking missionary on her bed. The phone was propped up on the side, presumably on the bedside table. Most of the recordings Layla had seen appeared to be taken at night, but this one was different. It was as bright as day. Perhaps the morning, or high noon.
Layla bit her lip seeing that old man fucking her friend's brains out. His smaller skinny body was engulfed by Ashlyn's longer limbs. She saw as Ashlyn's long legs were firmly snaked around his waist, pulling him deep inside her needy pussy with every thrust. His balding head was neatly stuffed into Ashlyn's neck; licking, kissing, and sucking her. Taking a quick glance, Layla could make out faint hickies on the very place her lover was ravaging covered up by makeup.
Her friend had her hands firmly on the old man's back, clawing at him with her feminine white pedicured nails. Ashlyn looked to be having the best sex of her life. Her lush lips were agape, presumably spilling out moans of sultry pleasure since the video was muted in fear of others possibly listening in on what they were doing.
As Layla intently watched her best friend fucking, she took a smaller glance to her right. Her eyes widened to see Ashlyn nubbling on her lip and ribbing her loins together. "God... I remember taking this video..." Ashlyn quietly muttered.
"Mhhm, when did you take it?" Layla hummed, biting her lip, returning her attention to the salacious video.
"This morning," her friend stated.
Layla's heart skipped a beat. It was weird thinking about how her best friend was getting railed merely a few hours before meeting her. But god it was very arousing thinking about it.
As the video went on, her friend's elderly lover began to thrust even faster and harder. Ashlyn began to visibly writhe and squirm in pleasure under his small body. Layla squeezed her loins together and felt her juices seeping through her panties. She sensed that the old man was going to cum soon. The horny brunette's heart raced seeing that she was finally going to get what she was desiring to see. Layla prayed to god that the video wouldn't abruptly end.
Then, seeing Ashlyn's lover pull his head up from her neck, he locked lips with hers and began to sloppily make out with her. "Jeez... He's a really good kisser..." Layla muttered, trying to contain her horniness.
"God, I know. Every time we make out, my mind melts," Ashlyn pridefully gushed. "He really has a way with his tongue..." Layla quivered hearing that. She imagined what it would feel like to have his old tongue put to work on her.
On the screen, Ashlyn moved her hands from her lover's back and wrapped her arms around his neck. Layla could see their wet tongues battling between their lips. She grew envious, she wished John kissed her like that. Then, seeing the old man make a few more heavy thrusts, the brunette knew that he was about to cum.



Making one last big thrust, Ashlyn's Japanese bull firmly bottomed out inside of her married pussy and came. Ashlyn firmly secured her long legs around his ass and held him there. Releasing their lips from one another, they planted their foreheads against each other and moaned loudly. Or so Layla suspected since she couldn't actually hear the audio that accompanied this scorchingly hot and shockingly taboo video.
Then, feeling Ashlyn squirm violently beside her, Layla pried her eyes from the video and turned to look at her friend. Her eyes widened: Ashlyn's was trembling; her hand was stuffed between her thighs. "Ashlyn! Did you just..." Layla urgently questioned.
Ashlyn looked visibly flustered and replied, "Heh... sorry... I couldn't help it..." Layla's jaw dropped. Her best friend was really evolving, no, devolving into this horny wanton slut right before her very eyes!
"You are hopeless..." Layla sighed, before returning her attention to the video. Seeing how the two lovers panted heavily, holding tightly onto each other, she couldn't help but let out a small mewl and squeeze her own thighs together. Oh, how she longed for something that looked so passionate and arousing.
Their orgasms seemed so intense and raw. Layla could only imagine the amount of cum that virile old man was pumping into her friend. Then, to her surprise, in the video, Ashlyn grabbed the phone and handed it to her lover. Positioning the camera directly over their conjoined sexes, he filmed himself pulling out. Layla gasped seeing his monster cock slathered with Ashlyn's womanly juices and a river of his thick white seed pouring from her friend's used slit. It was just as she remembered. It never seemed to end! Then, to her dismay, the video ended.
Layla was left speechless. She needed time to process the truckload of explicit imagery she just had witnessed. "Wow... That was intense..." Layla muttered. Her body shuddered in reaction to how primal and raw that video was.
Ashlyn chuckled and put her phone away. "You can say that again. God, I'm so hot and riled up after all that. Hmm, I might need to go see him again."
Layla turned to her and cocked her brow. "Girl, didn't you just spend the entire morning and weekend with him? God, you're such a slut..." the pretty brunette teased. Ashlyn just chuckled. Then, reminded that he had just fucked her raw and come deep inside her pussy, Layla needed to bring up the naughty matter.
"Hold on a second. You two didn't use protection, and you let him cum inside of you?! Girl, you better be on a pill, or so god help me. Are you trying to get knocked up??" Layla sternly exclaimed.
Ashlyn got flustered and smiled deviously. "Goro doesn't like to use condoms. He says it's best if we fuck raw. And I fully agree with him. I can't imagine what it would be like using that pesky rubber. It just wouldn't feel as good." Layla gave her a discerning look. "Ugh, yes. I'm on the pill, Layla. You don't have to worry about me getting knocked up."
Layla let out a sigh of relief. However, what she asked was a rhetorical question. If Ashlyn hadn't been on a pill, she would surely have been pregnant by now. Unless she had been keeping it a secret, though, unlikely since Layla would have found out by now. That old man was definitely virile enough to get any young fertile woman pregnant with his foreign baby.
"Well, when we first started, we had some close calls and I had to take a lot of Plan B's. But that was a while ago," Ashlyn nonchalantly added. Layla nearly choked on her coffee.
"Jeez. Ashlyn! You are something else, you know that?" Layla was baffled at how riskily Ashlyn had behaved. What had happened to her chaste, innocent friend from all those years ago?
Ashlyn rolled her hazel eyes at her and got up from the booth. "I'm gonna go use the restroom. I think I made a little mess, hehe... Um, be right back" she abashedly informed her, before dashing to the bathroom.
Layla sat there and processed everything that had just happened. She'd witnessed firsthand how well that old man could fuck. It made her contemplate what she truly wanted. She tried to imagine what it must have felt like to be in Ashlyn's place. Closing her eyes, she thought about that old man pinning her from on top, slamming his big juicy Asian cock deep inside her neglected pussy over and over again.
"Mhhmm... fuck..." Layla mewled. Rubbing her loins, she realized that her crotch was so moist and sticky. Opening her eyes, she glanced down and patted around her groin and felt her soaking panties through her skirt.
"Augh, dammit... I'm such a pervert..." Layla mumbled. Thankfully, since she was wearing a skirt, she had no fear that there would be any evidence of her secretion showing on the outside of her clothing.
After waiting a few minutes, Ashlyn finally returned from the restroom and they resumed where they had left off. The two neglected wives continued to gossip about Ashlyn's sexual adventures with her elderly lover. Any awkwardness about the subject quickly dissipated. They felt like school girls gossiping about a hot guy but, instead, it was a hung Japanese man.
The more they talked, the more aroused Layla got. She had said that she needed to think about Ashlyn's offer, but she was quickly making up her mind. Layla was already head over heels about going through with seeing Ashlyn's lover. Though she felt like it was too soon to come right out and admit it. So she decided to let it simmer until she could come up with a plan of action about how she wanted to proceed with this.
Layla was confronting a big choice, no matter how enticing getting railed by the old man was, she would be cheating on John for the very first time. She wanted to feel guilty, but he had done this to himself. His failure to deliver the love and affection she was entitled to from him had led her to this depraved path. It was all John's fault. Of course, Layla could have used the euphemistic label of 'professional therapy' that Ashlyn had employed, but she knew that was all bullshit. Layla just wanted to get her brains fucked out by this old man with his magic cock.
But, still, Layla needed a plan of action. She didn't want to jump the gun and tell Ashlyn. She needed to figure this out on her own. Without the interference of her friend.
Once they'd had their fill of gossip, the two close friends got up to head their separate ways. Layla needed to go home and think things out. Plus she was so pent up and horny from all the recordings and stories from Ashlyn that she needed to relieve herself before anything else. Especially after denying her aching pussy for the past day and a half. While, Ashlyn, well... She hadn't particularly mentioned what she was going to do afterward, but given how horny she was, Layla assumed that she was going to see her lover yet again.
"Okay, I'll see you later," Ashlyn said, checking her stuff in her purse. "Hey, before I leave, do you want his number or something? So you can get in contact with him whenever you've made up your mind?"
Layla paused. "Is that the parlor's number?" she queried. Ashlyn shook her head.
"This is his personal." She winked. Layla felt like everything was moving too fast. She wasn't sure if she wanted to have this old man's number in her pocket like that already! She had barely even met the man! Though, knowing that she wanted to do this on her own accord, she guessed that it wouldn't hurt to have his number.
"Um, yeah, sure. I guess I'll have it." Ashlyn deviously smiled and texted her Goro's number. "Em, thanks..." Layla said, sounding a little nervous.
"Of course!" Ashlyn replied happily. "Just be sure to tell me whenever you pull the trigger. Girl, you won't regret it." Layla uneasily nodded, before waving goodbye to her friend and heading to her car.
-
Almost a week had gone by since Ashlyn had admitted her affair to Layla. Since then, Layla had been thinking about what she wanted to do. Well, she knew what she wanted to do, but she was as nervous as hell about actually jumping the gun and doing it. Deciding to cheat on her husband was a big decision. Though Layla had been scrutinizing John's actions more and more, on a daily basis. The things he did that would have just irritated her before all this came up, were flat-out pissing her off now. Everything from his lack of affection, his constantly being out of the house to do god knows what, and the way he had always waved her off, all infuriated this new Layla. Her resentment towards him was now a raging wildfire. The accumulation of her discontent only made it easier for her to make her final decision.
Since that talk she'd had with her best friend, Layla found herself constantly masturbating to the ingrained memories of the videos and photos of Ashlyn fucking her Japanese lover. She was apprehensive and embarrassed about it the first time she did it, which was immediately after she had come home from the cafe that day. But since then, she had been a woman possessed. Layla usually did it maybe twice a day at most. But now, she touched herself anywhere from three to five times a day. As depraved as she felt, she was just so fucking horny all the time. She even went as far as going on the internet to watch old Asian man pornos. Though, the men in the videos weren't as big as Ashlyn's lover. Hell, she was even tempted to ask Ashlyn to send her the recordings for her own personal use. Layla cursed her best friend for tempting her into this sinkhole of depravity. But this taboo newfound fantasy of fucking an old man made her feel alive, made her thrum with thrill and excitement!
Layla's horniness was impacting her real estate job as well. It was getting harder for her to focus when dealing with her clients. Her increased level of masturbation only provided temporary relief; she was craving the real thing. Her fingers and her rubber toys were only capable of taking her so far. Layla had even had some pretty embarrassing calls where she would step aside to do a quickie in the bathroom while her clients were left waiting for her. She was ashamed of herself, but it was something that she needed to do.
But she was still hesitant to go ahead and see Ashlyn's Japanese lover. But then one day, John did something that was the final straw for Layla. It was well into the evening and Layla was scrolling through her phone in bed. She had kept the number Ashlyn had given her and kept finding herself staring at it as if she was finally going to make the move. But still, she waited.
Then, John came barging in with some luggage and started to zip around their bedroom packing his things. "What the... Where are you going, John??" Layla sternly questioned, tilting her head to the side.
"Me? Oh, heading over to, uh..." John tried to say.
"Let me guess, you're going on a fishing trip with your friends?" Layla sighed, her eyes projecting death rays as she stared at him.
"Well... not exactly..." he continued. Layla cocked her brow.
"What do you mean by 'not exactly'? Where else could you possibly be going?" Layla began to scan the things he was packing. Her amber eyes widened to see summer clothing, swimming trunks, and other loungewear. "John... What is the meaning of this??" Layla demanded.
"Uh, don't get mad. But me and some coworkers of mine are going to, uh... the Bahamas for a few days. We are leaving tomorrow morning," John explained.
Layla's jaw dropped. She couldn't believe her husband right now. She had been prodding him to take her on vacation there for months! As beautiful as it was over there, she had also hoped that going there together would rekindle their marriage, would take things back to the way they used to be. But now she was hearing that he was planning to go there with his 'co-workers' instead of her, and all without informing her in advance.
"The Bahamas?! John! What the fuck!" Layla shouted. "You know I've been wanting to go there for months! And you just decided to go now without telling me?! Ugh! I can't believe you! Please tell me I can come with you at least."
John smiled uneasily. "Sorry, honey. This is just business. So you can't come..."
Layla rolled her eyes and snarled. "Business?? That's bullshit! You just want to be selfish and just hang out with your pals! Ugh, you're so selfish. I can't even with you..."
John turned away from her and continued to pack. "Well, I don't know what to tell you, Layla. This is for business whether you like it or not. I'm sorry you can't come. I really am. Perhaps we can plan another time to go together."
Layla snarled and rolled her eyes. "Yet more lies... He doesn't even care..." she angrily thought to herself. "Yeah, sure. Whatever, John. I'm going to sleep." She laid all the way down and turned her back to him. She was too tired to argue with him right now, so she just accepted the fact that her husband was going to paradise without her. She wasn't even sure he loved her anymore. What had happened?
She had hoped he would say something to her to ease her mind. But to her dismay, the sounds of packing continued. Checking her phone again, her mind drifted to the number Ashlyn had given her. Layla brought it up and stared at it once more. After a moment of contemplating, she felt her resentment and anger towards John spill over. She was going to finally do it. She was going to get her pussy pounded by an old Japanese man. And it was all John's fault.
Inputting the number into her contacts, Layla named the old man's number as 'Massage Therapist'. It was nothing too conspicuous. Though John would never bother to look through her phone anyway. She dallied over the text bar, wondering what she would say. Layla felt too weird to just introduce herself and ask if he wanted to fuck. That would be too forward, too fast for her taste. And as much as she was willing to go through with this, she was still nervous as hell. This was the first time she had ever done anything like this.
So Layla decided that she wanted to take things slow. Her mind raced as she contemplated just how long 'slow' might actually take. She was eager, but still nervous as hell. The end result would just be them fucking anyways. But she was afraid that she might get cold feet if she were to just dive straight in. Layla felt like she needed to be eased into it. After some thinking, a sudden idea popped into her head.
Layla wasn't sure if this sudden plan would work since the old man had already met her and it was always possible that Ashlyn had let him know about her friend wanting to see him, even though Layla had specifically warned her not to. But, it didn't hurt to try. Plus, she figured that this new approach would make things exhilarating and arousing for herself. Checking over her shoulder to see if John was looking, she turned back to her phone and typed a message.
"Hello. Is this Mr. Tanaka? I was wondering if this was the number of the owner of that new massage parlor in town." Layla quickly put her phone down and felt her heart thumping in her chest. She couldn't believe she was actually doing this. Though, as she lay and waited, she wondered if he would even be able to respond since it was pretty late at night.
Then, to her surprise, she felt her phone vibrate and she immediately brought it back up and read the message sent back. "Yes? Who this? How you get my personal number?"
Layla could feel her blood pumping. This was it. There was no turning back now. "Hi, my name is Layla. I got this number from my friend, Ashlyn. She recommended I come to see you for a massage session. I believe we met briefly no too long ago." Layla eagerly stared at the screen and awaited his response.
After a few agonizing moments, Goro replied, "Is that right... " Layla froze. She was banking on the fact that he wouldn't catch on to the exact level of 'services' she wanted from him. She needed to play coy if this was going to work.
Then he sent another message. "I know Ashlyn. But so sorry, having hard time remembering if we met. My apologies, my old brain can't remember things like it used to."
Layla let out a breath of relief. He was pretty old, so it was understandable that he might not remember her. Thinking of a reply, Layla typed, "Oh, no worries! I have just heard many good things about your establishment. I was told that your treatments are very therapeutic!"
Goro then replied, "Oh, yes. My treatment is very satisfactory indeed. Many of my clients always leave happy and relieved! Is that why you message? You want to come try for yourself?"
Layla bit her lip and devilishly smiled. She still couldn't believe that she was actually going through with this. And her plan was seemingly working. Who knew that she was capable of doing something so depraved?
"Yes, you are correct. I would like to get a massage. I've been really stressed lately, and I think I really need this." Layla felt her heart racing in excitement. She felt so devious typing that somewhat suggestive text.
"Is that right... Well, I can certainly help you with that. No worries. If you want the best treatment, I would recommend you get the full-service package. If that works for you of course."
Biting her lip, Layla checked behind herself one more time. John was still totally focused on packing for his selfish 'business' trip. Turning back, she typed, "Full service? I like the sound of that. May I ask what that entails?" Layla could hardly contain herself. She felt so naughty.
"Hm, that's for you to find out. But trust, you will love it. I guarantee it," he replied. Layla felt like she was about to pass out. She knew the old man was trying to work magic on her. And it was working.
"Hmm, I do like the sound of that. Count me in. I'll take the full-service package then if you say it's that good," Layla eagerly agreed.
"Good, good! So when do you want appointment?" Goro typed.
Layla thought about it for a moment. But remember that John was abandoning her for the Bahamas tomorrow and that she had no work for the next couple of days, her schedule was essentially free. "I am free for the next two days. But preferably as soon as possible. I've been really stressed. I need this pretty badly." Layla felt she was being just as naughty a girl as her best friend. She loved it!
It took a short while for him to reply. Maybe he was checking his schedule. But he finally replied. "Hm, the soonest I can do is tomorrow at 8:00 PM." Layla's eyes widened. Although it was happening tomorrow, she didn't want to wait that late to meet him. She needed this as soon as humanly possible!
"8:00 PM? That's a little late in the evening. Is there any chance we can go earlier?" Layla eagerly queried.
"Ah, sorry. This is best I can do for you. I have many clients already scheduled. You should be very lucky I do this for you. Parlor usually closes at eight. But since you say you are friend of my favorite client, I do this for you, yes? But if this won't work, the best I can do is the next day after tomorrow."
"Favorite client? Of course she is," Layla quietly chuckled to herself. But seeing how this was the best he could do, and she wasn't willing to wait another whole day to finally satiate her needs, Layla sighed and agreed.
"I guess that works then... So do I pay you now or later?"
Goro replied. "You can pay when you come in. No worries."
Everything was set in stone. She was going to fuck Ashlyn's lover. "Okay then. Thank you for doing this for me. I'll see you then!" Layla texted, trying to contain her excited grin.
"Oh, don't thank me yet ;). See you then," the old man suggestively replied. Layla gasped and squeezed her thighs. This old man was such a player! She couldn't help but feel embarrassed and aroused!



Putting her phone down, Layla closed her eyes and imagined all the things he would do to her. She felt her slit moisten as she thought about that big Asian cock of his finally delving deep within her neglected married folds. The urge to touch herself came coursing through her body. But as much as she wanted to, she decided to save it until she went in for her 'massage therapy'.
Checking to see what her no-good husband was doing, Layla saw that he was now in their bathroom presumably getting more stuff to pack for his solo trip. A devious grin formed on her face knowing that while he was having his fun, she would be having some fun of her own at his expense. His beautiful wife was going to get her pussy totally railed by a foreign man, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.
Layla felt the adrenaline coursing through her veins. As much as she wanted to sleep, she felt wide awake. She was eager for it to be the next day already. So opening her drawer on her bedside table, she got some sleeping pills and popped them in her mouth. Drinking some water, Layla gulped them down and closed her eyes, trying to hold back an excited smile. Before she knew it, she was knocked out, and soon enough, she was going to get the 'special treatment' she deserved...
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An Alien Enslavement Pt. 01
Exiting out of jump space, Emma arrived in the Pyrus system. This star system lay well past the Vamier treaty zone, far beyond Coalition jurisdiction. Emma felt somewhat uneasy as her ship flew ever closer to Abogon. A real shithole of a planet far beyond civilized space. This place was a living hellscape and a breeding ground for some of the most degenerate and depraved beings, metaphorically and, sometimes, even literally.
The planet was home to pirates, gangs, drug cartels, and slavers from all corners of the free territories. The main draw to this place was the copious amounts of drugs, parties, and pleasure the planet had to offer. Abogon was known for its countless brothels and slave auctions for lecherous heathens who wants some flesh to fuck.
Abogon was ruled by a single head of state, King Gornu the Conqueror. He was known by many titles, such as Emperor, Grand Warmaster, and Khan. But most just referred to him as king. He was the leader of one of the most notorious crime syndicates in the galaxy. This empire of his was known for waging war against neighboring space-faring civilizations. They would often raid and pillage planets for their precious resources. But most of all, they loved to enslave other species for labor and pleasure...
Emma couldn't believe that she had to come to this wretched system. It was beneath her and everything she represented to strike a deal with the vilest being of this sector of the galaxy, but it was all for the greater good. Emma was part of an underground organization formed to fight against the rule of the Coalition. This movement had secretly been cultivating a following and growing for years now. Secret pacts and alliances between nations across the galaxy had been formed to stand up against the Coalition, one day at least. Unquestionably, the Coalition's intelligence bureau was already suspicious of the discontent and growing grudges among neighboring nations and certain parties from within their borders. Fortunately, however, they had yet to comprehend how widespread this whole movement was. And it was best kept that way. Oddly enough, with how predominant the Coalition was, it was surprising how little they had noticed. But perhaps they were too smug and self-satisfied to recognize the vastness of the resistance, its full scope, and the potential for an uprising... But it was typical of them, given their suffocating grip on the galaxy, to misjudge the depth of the resistance that their rule engendered.
For this new alliance to stand even the remotest chance of stopping the Coalition's dominance over the galaxy, it needed time. Armies, weapons, munitions, and fleets of warships needed to be constructed and assembled, all under the Coalition's watchful scrutiny. Which was easier said than done since the Coalition had eyes and ears almost everywhere.
Emma was tasked to strike a deal on behalf of the insurrectionists with King Gornu. The deal went as smoothly as butter during its early stages. The insurrection would provide the Gomu's criminal enterprise with valuable naval data about Coalition trade routes so it could be sold on to various factions of pirates and lesser crime syndicates to raid and exploit. King Gornu would allow the rebels to use his domain and his shipyards to construct their fleets in relative secrecy since Gornu's rather primitively constructed empire was outside the Coalition's current boundaries and beneath its contempt.
But things failed to go as planned for Emma and the resistance. The operation by her contacts on Antares IV, who were supposed to retrieve the data from a planetary Coalition data farm, went horribly wrong. She still had little idea of the precise mechanisms of failure: on paper, the plan she had drawn up was almost flawless. King Gornu was deeply displeased that the resistance's side of the deal was not being held up, and he demanded that the architect for this 'plan' show themselves on Abogon. Thus Emma found herself traveling out to that shithole.
As she approached the planet, Emma immediately received a hail. Pressing the receiver button for her ship's comms, she received the hail. "You are approaching Abogon, the preeminent domain of King Gornu the First. Ruler of Pyrus, Zebala, Naarm, Yuktebeban, conqueror of the Peraxys star system, and leader of the almighty Guraxian Crime Syndicate. What is your purpose here? Business, or pleasure?" a scratchy-sounding voice said through the comms.
"As much as I would love to be here for pleasure, unfortunately, I'm here just for business. I need to see King Gornu for a... deal... we had arranged. Here's my clearance code," Emma responded, putting on a small act.
"Ah, hsssss. So it is you that our lord is expecting. From what I've heard he is quite dissatisfied, hsssss."
Emma rolled her green eyes knowingly. "Thanks for that preview of his attitude," Emma said sarcastically. "Now, am I cleared for landing? I'm not planning on wasting your king's time. So I need to get this sorted out immediately."
"Hssss, you are cleared to land at landing pad 12."
"Actually, darling... Could you be a sweetie and give me a spot a bit... closer to the palace? You wouldn't want a pretty girl like me to have to walk all that far, would you?" Emma said in the most sultry seductive voice possible.
"He he he, perhaps I can arrange something for you." Their comms were briefly muted for a few moments, silence filling her ship as she waited for their instructions. "You can go ahead and land over at landing pad 1, baby. Welcome to Abogon. We hope you enjoy your stay, he he he," the voice wickedly cackled.
"Thanks, love. Much appreciated..."
"Hssss, of cour-"
Emma quickly turned off her comms before the alien on the other side could even finish their sentence and flew her ship towards her designated landing pad. As she flew deeper into the atmosphere, Emma got a good look at the planet below. The sky was in this constant state of crimson amber. It truly looked like hell in the flesh. The surface was littered with sprawling slums and countless towering buildings that housed innumerable brothels, clubs, and slave auctions. How some of these disheveled structures managed to stand against the force of gravity was beyond Emma. It was a very stark contrast from the core worlds. And at the center of it all was an ominously large pyramid-like structure known as Gornu's Palace. Inside lay all the girls, drugs, and entertainment that any low-life could dream of in this arm of the galaxy.
After landing her ship in one of the pads directly outside of Gornu's Palace, Emma prepared herself for her meeting with the king in her ship's dressing room. She was quite a notorious insurrectionist whether she liked it or not. Emma often operated as an envoy, strategist, and, when needed, assassin. Many would describe her as highly charismatic and seductive in nature. Combined with her stunningly beautiful form, she could wrap almost any sentient being around her finger. With such a useful skill, she could persuade anyone to do whatever she wanted, or she could get her assailant's guard down just enough to quickly flatline them.
With such an ability, she was highly sought after by many organizations across the galaxy. She had even been approached by the Coalition to work in their espionage branch at some point. But she found herself working for the insurrection instead. Emma found their cause very... admirable. She believed in what they were trying to do, even if as a practical matter she thought that the task of overthrowing the Coalition was almost impossible. It was her twin sister, Ava, who had done the most to convince Emma to join up. But the main draw was the exorbitant amount of creds the insurrection was willing to pay for her services. Emma had a hard time believing that such a secret underground group could cough up that amount of money. But considering that the organization had roots almost everywhere, she could make some sense of it.
Emma wore a black long-sleeved turtleneck crop top with a hole at its center that flaunted her cleavage pretty well and gave everyone a good view of her sexily exposed well-toned torso. Combined with her dark green tight-fitting combat trousers, she looked incredibly alluring.
Taking a glance at her dressing room's mirror, Emma made sure her long flowing amber-red hair was in order. Her siren green eyes closely examined her sexy 5'9" form. "Damn, I look good..." Emma muttered to herself as she ran her hands along her curvy hips.
As she applied some final touches of eyeliner, Emma received another call on her ship's comms. She accepted the call. "This is Emma," she stated, as she carefully applied her makeup.
"Emma, have you arrived in Abogon yet?" a male voice went straight to the point.
"Oh, hey Lance, it's so nice of you to drop in and check on me... Thanks for asking how my day was," Emma sarcastically replied. "How are you doing?"
"I don't have time for this... Are you on the planet, yes or no?"
"Jesus, I'm just pulling your leg a bit. Could you loosen up, already?" she sighed.
"Emma, just so you know, this mission is of the utmost importance to us. There is no room for mistakes, so stop messing around! If King Gornu were to deny us the use of his territory to build our ships, it would cause serious... problems for our cause. We can't - no, you can't - afford to be gallivanting around."
Emma rolled her green eyes. "Yes, yes, Lance, I know. Don't worry about me. I'll get the job done. I promise."
"Good. How do you plan on convincing Gornu to go through with our deal since your scheme over on Antares IV fell through? I hope it's a good one because he isn't the one to make compromises."
Emma squinted her eyes in annoyance at being reminded of what had gone down on Antares IV. She felt ashamed of herself that such a thing could have happened. "Oh, I'll figure something out. You know me. I can be rather... convincing," she said in a low seductive voice.
"Er, don't tell me that you're gonna-. Oh god, I might throw up in my mouth," Lance distastefully replied, gagging.
"What?!" Emma jolted up. "I would never! God, who do you think I am? Just some prostitute or something?! Just so you know, my looks and how I act don't reflect how I get down. I can't believe you would think that I would do anything like that with that fat pig!"
"Uh, sorry Emma, I- sorry..." Lance quietly muttered. Emma angrily snarled and continued what she was doing. An awkward silence fell between them for a few minutes while Emma finished up her makeup.
"Anyways..." Lance said, breaking the silence. "Command has some special orders for you if you can't convince King Gornu to change his mind."
"What kind of orders?" Emma curiously replied as she slipped on her open-fingered gloves.
"The kind that you're really good at," he insinuated. Emma smirked knowing exactly what he meant: assassination.
"I don't think that will be necessary. King Gornu is just like every other meathead in the galaxy. He thinks with his cock rather than his brain if he even has one. It will be easy for me to sway him the right way."
"Emma, this is just in case. Just for a reminder, King Gornu can be rather... unpredictable. You don't want to take any risks," Lance pointed out.
"Fine, how do they want me to do it? Slit his throat while his guard is down, poison, or just a good ol 'bullet to the head? I can get very creative if you want."
"Hm, you may devise your method of dispatching him at your discretion. Just be sure you have a good escape plan. You don't have any allies within 20 parsecs of Abogon. So you'll be on your own for this one. And once their 'king' is dead, you can be sure that his palace will get hot quickly."
"I'm betting that's what Command wants," Emma knowingly chuckled.
"Right, you are. King Gornu's syndicate empire is very poorly structured. It's very top-heavy: Gornu is the sole reason that his whole empire is holding together. Once he's dead, all his lieutenants and subordinates will turn on each other and rip each other apart for control. Then, our allies will swoop in and seize what's left of Gornu's territory."
"Hm, sounds like a pretty good plan," Emma agreed.
"It is. But most importantly, please get back in one piece."
"Oh? I didn't know you cared so much about my well-being, Lance. I'm flattered! You wanna take me out for dinner or something?" Emma playfully responded, strapping on her boots.
"What? Er, no. It's your sister, Ava. She's worried sick about you. This particular part of the galaxy is awfully dangerous, especially for a human such as yourself. The last thing your sister would want is for you to get killed, or worse..."
Emma didn't like what he was implying. But he was right. Humanoid females were a much sought-after commodity in this part of the galaxy. Her spine shivered at the mere thought of what might happen if she were ever to get caught up in all of this. But such a thing could never happen to her, right? She knew her way around too well to fall into any such traps. And besides, if it came to it, Emma was more than capable of defending herself and getting out in a hurry if need be.
"Tell Ava I'll be fine. I'll be back before you know it," Emma assured. "Alright, getting ready to head out, wish me luck."
"Okay, good luck Emma, signing off-."
Emma went over to her weapons locker and began equipping herself with all her essentials. Clipping her utility belt on, she holstered her trusty D-75 hand cannon - the one she had named 'Devil's Kiss' - her comms beacon, and several other useful gadgets. Prior to all of this, Emma had carefully studied the main chamber of Gornu's palace. There weren't many avenues of escape if plan B was necessary, so she had to think of something. That line of thought brought to mind something that could help her, so she strode over to her ship's safe.
Putting in a passcode, she opened the safe. Reaching in she produced a small case. After closing the safe and cycling its lock, she opened the case and took out two devices. One was a medium-sized triangular-shaped device, and the other appeared to be a remote activation unit. It was a prototype translocator device that she snagged from a Coalition R&D facility on Meridian. She had tested it on several occasions and, based on what she had learned, the device represented cutting-edge stuff. It was a prototype handheld teleportation device. Its operation required her to leave the triangular module, or anchor, somewhere secure. If she pressed the button on the remote device anywhere within a rather large radius of the anchor, she would instantaneously be teleported back to wherever she had left the anchor. The perfect escape route. Emma had to admit that those Coalition eggheads were brilliant at creating new tech for her to steal and appropriate for her own use.
"I was saving this for another time. But I might as well use it now," Emma muttered. Attaching the remote device to her utility belt, she took the anchor and left it on the floor in an open space on her ship.
"Butler," she called out to her A.I.
"Yes, mistress Emma," a male gentlemen-like synthetic voice replied to her. She knew having Butler call her mistress was a bit extra, but she couldn't help but program him to call her that since it made her feel like royalty.
"Would you be a dear and keep the ship's engines warm until I get back?"
"Of course, Mistress Emma. Your ship will be ready on the fly when you need it. Should I put out a distress beacon in case anything goes wrong?"
"When have I ever needed that? I'll be fine, Butler, like I always am," Emma confidently said, rolling her green eyes.
"If you insist, mistress Emma. I do wish for your safe return. God forbid what I would do if anything were to happen to you," Butler stated. Emma felt her stomach wrench. Her A.I. was making her feel a little worried about herself. But, as always, she was sure that she would get out of this in one piece, right?
"Alright, toodles, Butler. I'll be back safe and sound like I always am," Emma reassured her trusty A.I. before leaving her ship.
Opening the hatch to Abogon's atmosphere, Emma stepped out and observed the far-from-appealing new world. Taking in a small breath of air, she immediately started coughing. The surrounding air was permeated with orange dust. Looking down, she could see that the ground beneath her was covered with dust as well. Not wanting to stay out here and breathe in this polluted air, Emma covered her nose and mouth with her hand and hastily made her way into the palace.
The main walkway to the palace entrance was lined with pillars with flaming pyres on top of them. As Emma made her way towards the large ominous entrance, she could see the eyes of many alien scum carefully watching her. She was definitely out of place, and she knew it. It isn't very often that a human such as herself would travel to such a depraved planet and walk around freely.
Emma watched her back carefully to see if any stupid alien bastard would try anything with her. Moving through the main entrance of the palace, Emma stepped into the halls leading up to King Gornu's main leisure chamber. The path leading to her destination was buried in more sex, drugs, and entertainment than a person could sample in a lifetime.
The atmosphere was hot with tentacles, insectoids, and other strange alien species doing nasty things to plenty of humanoid slave girls. Emma stomached the depraved activities happening around her and pushed forward. She felt the leering wet eyes of all the lecherous beings within her vicinity caressing her flesh.
Reaching a checkpoint just before Gornu's chamber, Emma was met by several Hyraxian royal guards equipped with crimson armor highlighted with gold adornments. They firmly gripped massive Kryl alloy dual electro staffs.
"Hey, boys," Emma sexily waved in a low alluring voice.
"Grrhhh, you. Stand by to be scanned," one of the beefy guards growled. Then, a small floating ball-shaped drone hovered right in front of Emma and emitted a blue ray of light from its large mechanical eye. It scanned up and down her pert athletic body several times before retracting the beam.
"Several - identifiable - weapons... Please - confiscate," the drone said in a meticulous robotic voice.
"Grrhhh, weapons in the tray. Grhhhh," the Hyraxian guard commanded.
Bracing her hand on her curvy hip, Emma sexily replied, "Is that really necessary? I promise I won't bite..." The guard just let out a low growl and flashed her his massive white canines.
"Okay, okay. I get it. Don't need to get your panties in a bunch," the alluring redhead muttered.
Reaching behind her, she removed her secondary sidearm from its holster, neatly tucked on her lower back. She went on to remove several grenades that had been packed in her utility belt. Then, reaching down to her left boot, she unsheathed a pretty hefty knife and placed it into the pile of her confiscated weapons.
"Okay, there. May I proceed?" Emma queried. The royal guard just stared at her as if there was something else. "What?" Tracking the imposing alien's large predatory eyes, she noticed that he was staring at her trusty iron on her hip
"Oh, yeah. Sorry, let me get that." Unholstering her favorite weapon, she hesitated for a second, before begrudgingly placing it onto the tray. "Er, be careful with that one."
The guard looked at her in a weird way, then smirked. Grabbing her 'Devil's Kiss,' he holstered it in a band around his armored waist. "Hmmm, I will be sure to keep this close then, heh," he snickered.



Emma winced and squinted her eyes at the beefy guard. She cringed at the sight of her prized weapon in the grimy hands of this extra-terrestrial bastard. But she took solace in the knowledge that she would have it back in her possession soon enough.
"Thanks, boys," Emma said, plastering on a fake smile before promptly striding past them.
But as she walked, she heard them mutter something behind her back. "Heh, check out the ass on that one, grah!" Rolling her eyes, she pushed onward.
As she finally reached Gornu's main chamber, Emma's attention was immediately drawn to the fat fuck sitting on his throne on top of an elevated platform. She was repulsed by his pig-like snout, protruding fat belly, pudgy limbs, and oily dark green skin.
"God, Gornu is even uglier in person," Emma tried to hold in a gag. This was the first time she had actually seen him in person and he didn't look like he had been described. Yes, Gornu was regarded to be a fat lecherous pig, but she had heard that he was over ten feet tall and very imposing. In actuality, he was at most a few inches taller than her and a good deal less grandiose than he had been claimed to be. But he still emanated an ominous aura that made Emma feel uneasy.
Surrounding him was his harem of slave girls adorned with ornamental silk clothing that barely conferred any semblance of modesty. They were practically naked. Some of them lay in cushioned beds around his throne. Others danced on podiums to entertain his esteemed guests. The girls who Emma thought were the least lucky were off to the side getting gangbanged by those who must have paid top cred to get a taste of Gornu's kitties.
Noticing that a few of Gornu's concubines even had noticeable baby bumps protruding from their stomachs, Emma cringed and clenched her fists. "Holy fuck. I can't believe those poor girls are carrying that fat bastard's demon spawn," she cursed to herself. "I do not want to end up like them... I'm so glad I'm never going to end up like them..."
Turning her attention back to Gornu, Emma noticed an alluring girl clad in the most lavish purple silk garments sitting on his lap, presumably his favorite. Her skin was this perfect shade of bronze. Her hair was chocolate brown and, based on the glittery purple accents that were featured around her face and exposed body, she was a Numydian from the planet Numia. Her species was widely renowned as an attractive race. Unfortunately, that made them a target for slave trafficking.
The beautiful Numydian home planet had since been pillaged and burned to a cinder after years of plundering by Gornu's empire and other similar factions. What was left of the sorry race had been scattered across the galaxy. Some had tried to create colonies on remote planets far away from anyone. Most just found sanctuary in the Coalition. And, since they were barely dissimilar to humans, they were accepted with open arms.
Considering how rare this slave girl was, Emma could see why she was Gornu's favorite pet. Though she was taken aback at having to observe the fat fuck licking and sucking on his pet's voluptuous tits. His slimy tongue slathered the slave girl, causing her to quietly mewl. "God, this motherfucker is a pig!" she declared.
But taking a deep breath, she stepped forward and presented herself in the open area before the throne.
Noticing the attractive redheaded human standing directly in front of him, Gornu licked his grimy lips with his disgusting tongue and let out a loud bellow. "Ho ho ho! What brings such a fetching human girl here? These parts of the galaxy aren't safe for a person like yourself. Ho ho ho!"
"I'm here to discuss our deal," Emma informed, crossing her arms. Gornu cocked his bushy brow since they only communicated through voice comms. Seeing his perplexity, she continued.
"It's me, Autumn Fox? Do you recall now?" Emma reminded him, using her designated codename.
"Bah! Ho ho ho! I did not realize it! I didn't know my liaison would be such a looker! Bahaha!" Gornu let out a snorting bellow. "Consider myself lucky! Gahah!"
Emma's siren eyes widened in disgust. God how she hated this sleazy bastard. But for the sake of the mission, she put on her agreeable act. "Huh, thank you, handsome." This little ploy seemed to get him in a good mood.
"Now that we recognize each other, could we discuss our deal?" Emma reiterated.
"Hmm, of course, we can. Let us address the matter. And from what I heard, I am quite displeased. Let's hope those are only rumors," Gornu agreed, taking a large messy gulp from his fancy gem-covered goblet.
Emma cocked her brow. She was hoping that they would go somewhere more private to discuss things. "Um, do you mind if we discuss this... important matter somewhere else? I don't want your... guests to overhear," she politely suggested.
King Gornu chuckled. "No worries, girl. These degenerates are too busy fucking and smoking Spice to bother. Hah! They probably won't even remember this conversation! And if anyone were to try and leak our little conversation, I would find out soon enough, and their heads would be on sticks! No one crosses King Gornu! GAHAHA!" he assured, grabbing a handful of his favorite pet's ass.
Sensing that she had little choice in the matter, Emma rolled her eyes and nodded. "If you say so..." she muttered.
"So about my side of the deal... Something did happen..." Emma apprehensively informed the monstrous monarch. The fat pig grumbled and raised his brow.
"Gah, it must be true then. Hmmm. What do you mean??" he questioned.
Emma winced in annoyance. She was never the one to admit failure, but she had to for the sake of the mission. "We, um... Failed to retrieve the data you wanted..." she quietly admitted.
"GAH! WHAT?!" Gornu roared, sitting up from his throne. "What went wrong?? I was assured with full confidence that you would get what I desired! Did you lie?? GAH! And you have the audacity to show up to my palace empty-handed! Grrahhh!
He angrily slammed his goblet on his armrest, spilling whatever he was drinking onto his lap. "Grrh, clean me up, pet..." he grumbled to his prized concubine.
"Yes, master," the pretty Numydian girl obediently replied. Hopping off his lap, she fell onto her knees and began to clean up his wet lap with her tongue.
"Everything was going according to plan until something unforeseen happened at the data farm," Emma tried to explain.
"Unforeseen?!" Gornu growled.
"Yes, according to my contact, the authorities had no idea what was going on, right until the crew was about to make their escape. It was as if someone had tipped them off. We-, I still don't have any idea how anyone else could have known. Everything was kept close-knit."
"Gah! You are making excuses! It doesn't matter what happened! This failure is on you, girl! Do those fascists know that you-, no, I was involved?? I'm not planning on having an armada of Coalition warships looming over my orbit. Graahhh!"
Emma cautiously took a step back. She sensed that relations were quickly deteriorating. She needed to act quickly and salvage the situation. "No, of course not! I made sure of that," the redhead assured. "They don't know. As of now, they just think that a rag-tag group of overconfident bounty hunters wanted to test their luck."
Gornu grumbled and squinted his grimy eyes. However, his temper seemed to calm a bit for the time being. "You are not at risk. You lost nothing here. If anything, my neck is more on the line. So why don't we just settle down a bit, huh? I have an alternative deal I would like to present to you," Emma continued.
King Gornu took a sip from his goblet as he mulled this statement over. "Hmm, tell me, girl. What is this alternative you speak of? Are you going to let me have a taste of that fine ass of yours?? GAHAHA!"
Emma was repulsed by his suggestive comment. She hated every fiber of him. "Heh... Em, no..." she waved off his remark. Producing a holo chip from her utility belt, she waved it into the air. "My people are willing to give you free rein over a select few systems as an alternative to our original deal. Trade exclusives, taxation deals, all in writing." It wasn't a deal the insurrection was happy to make, but if that was what it took...
"Is that right..." Gornu curiously replied. "Selene, retrieve the chip for me."
"So that's her name..." Emma thought.
"Yes, my master," she complied. Giving his lap a few more licks, she stood up and daintily skipped down the platform to Emma. Taking the chip from her hand, Selene took it back to her lecherous master and presented it to him.
Removing the holo chip from his slave's delicate hand, he waved another of his obedient slave girls to bring him his datapad. Within moments, a girl stood next to him, holding up the screen for him. He inserted the chip and scanned the information on the screen.
Emma stood there nervously as she watched King Gornu scroll through his datapad. "Hmm..." he hummed, cocking his brow. "Interesting... Hmmm..." She wasn't sure if he was buying it. But this was her only option, she needed this to work.
After a few moments, Gornu waved off the girl holding up the datapad. Emma clenched her fists waiting for his answer. "Please, please, please," she pleaded to herself.
"Hmm... I am afraid that this arrangement won't work." Emma's stomach sank. But she wasn't going to give up that easily.
"Are you sure? The systems presented are perfectly suitable for your operations. We went through a lot of trouble to ensure that," Emma explained.
"Perhaps, but these systems are not to my liking. Most of these offer nothing more than what I already have. I have no use for these. You'll just have to present me with something else."
Emma clenched her fists. "But this is all I have to offer. Please reconsider. This is very fair," she insisted, trying to maintain an uneasy smile.
"Gah! Fair?! Our deal was so that your 'people' could use my territory for their own devices. And, in turn, you're giving me a few fringe systems I have no desire for?? That data you promised is worth ten times, no, one hundred more than your alternative. I could be making millions of creds with that information!" Gornu roared in frustration.
"But, Gornu, I-" Emma tried to say.
"Gah! It's King Gornu to you, girl!" he corrected, slamming his fist onto his armrest.
"Er, apologies. 'King' Gornu. I'm sure we can work something out, can't we?"
He just snarled and aggressively shook his head. Emma sighed. She hadn't thought that it would come to this. She had thought that Gornu would be easy to persuade, but his brashness had gotten the jump on her and it was too late to salvage this. So, onto plan B.
Rhythmically pressing her right palm with her fingers, her glove glowed blue. "Well, that's a shame. Perhaps we could come to another arrangement?" Emma said in a low suggestive tone, running her left hand sexily down her chest. All she needed was his affirmation of the deal... A little teasing and a little bit of suggestiveness could go a long way, as Emma had good reason to know.
Gornu's eyes popped from his sockets and he hungrily licked his lips. "You know when I came here, I was asked if I was here for business or pleasure," Emma informed. "I wanted to say pleasure..." Gornu grunted and fidgeted on his throne excitedly. "But, unfortunately, I told him 'business'!"
Then with one swooping motion, her trusty hand cannon slipped from the guard who had it tucked in his belt and flew across the chamber and into her gravity link glove. Hastily pointing the gun right between the fat bastard's eyes, she pulled the trigger.
Click!*
But to her dismay, nothing happened. Emma pulled the trigger again.
Click*
Still nothing. "Augh! What the?! Dammit!" she exclaimed.
King Gornu and everyone in the entire chamber broke out into laughter. "BAHAHA! Stupid girl! Your weapons don't work here!" Gornu snickered, pointing up to the ceiling.
Quickly tilting her head up, Emma's green eyes widened in shock at seeing a large spherical device. It looked like a black hole contained within a sort of force field. Her heart dropped upon recognizing the contraption. Those things were expensive and extremely rare, never in her life would would she have thought that this slob would have one in his possession.
"Shit!" Emma frustratingly cursed.
Rapid footsteps approached her from behind as Gornu's royal guard quickly encircled her and lowered their electro-staffs. "GAHAHA! Did you think you could kill me?! King Gornu! Stupid girl. Now you must be punished! I will enjoy you soon enough!"
Assuming a fighting position, Emma smirked. "Not if I have anything to say about it." Reaching down to her utility belt she pressed the button to her translocator device to be teleported out of this tight spot.
"See you never you fat bastard," she said confidently just as she pressed the button.
But, to her dread, the translocator device wouldn't work either. "What the- No no no! Dammit! What the fuck?!" Emma said in a panic. Grabbing the device, she urgently shook it and rapidly pressed the button. But still, nothing. She had been sure that the contraption above her head only worked on weapons! Yet, again, this was only a prototype.
"GAHAHA! What are you trying to do?! Whatever that gadget is, it won't work here! Guards! Subdue the insolent human!"
Emma quickly holstered her weapon as the surrounding guards closed in on her. Using her martial arts skills, she managed to kick away a few of the electro-staffs. But there were simply too many for even her superb skills to handle.
Getting shocked from behind, Emma screamed in pain. "AHHH! SHIT! Fucking bastard!" She swiftly spun around and kicked away the staff. But no sooner had she turned her back to deal with that attacker than she was again shocked from a new direction. "GAH! Dammit!"
Try as she might, her strength and willpower were quickly waning, leaving her increasingly defenseless against the remaining electro staffs. "AUGH!" she screamed again. Her vision was blurring from the sheer amount of pain coursing through her body.
As she was hit by yet another shock, she fell to the floor. Struggling to stand back up, she dimly saw through her darkening vision the crowd of aliens watching in amusement from behind the ring of guards.
Emma groaned, trying to summon the willpower to get up and fight. But her body simply didn't have the strength to comply with her brain's demands. She collapsed back onto the floor. Her green eyes slowly blinked and her hearing began to grow distant.
As she was on the verge of passing out, she heard Gornu say something. "HEHE! Bring the girl to me. It's time I show her the true meaning of pleasure. BAHAHA!" His triumphant roar of laughter was soon followed by his crowd of esteemed guests doing the same.
The deafening cackles all around her rang in her ears, before she promptly passed out. The Hyraxian guards soon fell upon her. Picking up her limp body from the black marble floor, they dragged her away to her new fate...
-
Slowly waking up, Emma tried to move her arms, but they were firmly shackled above her head. Regaining some strength, she began to slowly try and open her lids. "Ugh... what the hell..." the redhead groaned through her pain.
Emma continued to tug and squirm, attempting to free herself from whatever held her bound, but to no avail. Once her siren eyes were fully open, she slowly tilted her head to see that her wrists were bound together by magnetic cuffs held up by a gravity well device connected to the ceiling. Emma tried to establish a firmer footing, but she was hanging just far enough above the ground that her toes barely reached the floor.
"Dammit. What the fuck..." Emma grunted, trying to squirm herself free again. As she struggled, she tried to reassemble a picture of what had happened to her. The last thing she remembered was fighting off Gornu's guards. But her thinking was suddenly interrupted by a deep bellowing voice.
"Ho ho ho! It seems our little assassin is finally awake!" Emma's heart dropped.
Then, a loud chorus of laughter came roaring from all around her. Scanning her surroundings, Emma realized that she was hanging on King Gornu's grand dais, right next to the fat pig's throne. A sudden surge of adrenaline shot through her body and she began to kick and flail her legs.
"Augh! Let me out of here! Once I get out of these shackles I will skin you alive, you ugly bastard!" the redheaded assassin hissed.
Gornu bellowed in laughter. "HAH! Stupid girl! You aren't getting out of those anytime soon, not unless I deem it so!"
Emma used all her strength to try and separate her bound wrists, but the gravity cuffs were simply too powerful. She grimaced and snarled. As much as she hated to admit it, he was right.
Emma quickly ran through her options to get herself out of this tight spot. Tilting her head down, her eyes widened to see that all her tech and gear had been stripped from her body. Emma ground her teeth and shuddered as she saw that her trusty hand cannon was gone. But she let out a sigh of relief as she saw that she was still wearing the clothes she had come in here with.
Realizing that there wasn't any chance that brute force would win her free from her predicament, Emma started to get seriously worried for the first time in a while. She was beginning to regret not being more careful. She had assumed that King Gornu was just a dumb meathead. She had grossly underestimated him.
Glancing to her left, Emma watched in disgust as the fat pig messily drank from his chalice and horked on some unidentifiable meat. "Gross..." she muttered. "Hey, I think we all just got off on the wrong foot here. Why don't we make this easy for everyone and just let me go, huh? Let's just forget this ever happened and go our separate ways," Emma tried to sweet talk him.
"Let you go?? Ho ho ho! That's a good one!" Gornu chuckled, not taking her seriously.
Emma glared at him. She was fuming at this point. What would she do just to kill the fat fuck. "I'm being serious now! I have friends! Powerful friends! Once they find out what is happening here, you'll be sorry. And look who will be laughing when they come and rescue me. So just make this easy for yourself and let me go," the amber-haired assassin threatened.
Gornu cocked his bushy brow. "Friends?? HAHAH! This one is funny! I'm gonna enjoy breaking you and making you mine! HO HO!" the gluttonous king roared. "Let them come, then. I'll be sure to take extra precautions now, all thanks to you!"
Emma's stomach churned. Gornu sounded confident. And as much as she trusted in her people's ability to save her, she had an uneasy feeling in her gut that she was now bait for a trap.
"Now, now. I've had enough of talking. I want to get a feel for my new pet. Guards! Relieve her of her clothing and bring her to me," Gornu commanded.
Emma gasped. Her heart raced as the Hyraxian guards approached her helpless body. "Don't you dare touch me, motherfuckers!" she screamed, as she violently, yet skillfully kicked at the encroaching guards.
She managed to nail a guard's nose with her boot. Emma laughed triumphantly and said, "Hah! How do you like that? Well, there's more where that came from! Come and try me, you hairy bastards!"
The guard she kicked grabbed at his bleeding snout and growled. "Hold her legs!"
Try as she might, Emma couldn't manage to fend off the guards for long, there were simply too many of them. And judging by her current state, she was in no shape, or form to properly defend herself. She gasped, as she felt large strong hands grabbing onto her long toned legs. She used all her strength to try and break free, but to no more avail than her attempts to loosen the hold of the gravity cuffs.



"No more kicking for you, bitch," one of the guards taunted. "Alright, boys, let's relieve her of her clothing as our lord requested." Emma shuddered in fear as she began to feel their claws tugging at her clothes.
Loud ripping sounds echoed throughout the main chamber. Emma could only close her eyes as she felt her clothes getting ripped away from her bit by bit. "Ah! Wait, stop! Don't you do this! Augh! Fuck you!" she hissed at a guard tearing her sleeves off. "And fuck you!" she shouted to another, helping strip her entire top off.
The entire upper half of her body was now exposed to the world. Emma's face reddened seeing that her perky double D's were now on display for everyone to see. Whistles and cheers came clamoring from below Gornu's dais. It felt humiliating to get catcalled like this. It was beneath her.
Then, feeling claws grabbing at her pants, Emma surged and tried to flail her legs loose from their grasp, but still to no effect. "No! No! Don't!" Emma pleaded. She could hear Gornu laughing victoriously, watching her ongoing humiliation. She gasped as the fabric protecting what little was left of her modesty was torn away. "Ah! Noooooo!"
She felt the entirety of her tight-fitting combat trousers being stripped away, leaving the defiled redhead only in her underwear. She closed her legs, not wanting to show her crotch to the many spectators. But, before she knew it, Emma felt a pair of claws pinch at her waistband and effortlessly shred the last remnants of her modesty.
Emma's lightly freckled face turned a deep red now that her perfectly clean-shaven pussy was exposed for all to see. She had been utterly humiliated. Shame and dreadful disgrace coursed through her as the masses of leering eyes roamed her voluptuous body. She wanted to kill every single being who dared to look at her in this sorry state. But Emma was powerless to do anything. "Motherfuckers! Look away!" she shouted aimlessly at her surroundings.
Then, the hands holding her legs snaked down to her feet and swiftly clawed her boots loose with her socks, leaving her barefoot. Emma now had nothing concealing her, besides the open-fingered gloves on her hands. She had her eyes shut and averted her face to the floor, not wanting to face the ugly eyes that ogled her.
"Ho ho ho! Mhmmm. Your body... It's so sexy... I'm certainly going to enjoy you," Gornu lecherously licked his lips. "Bind her arms behind her back and bring her to me."
The gravity cuffs abruptly disengaged and Emma immediately fell to her knees. "Augh, dammit..." she grunted. But with her wrists momentarily unbound, she immediately tried to reach for one of the guard's weapons. But they had anticipated this; they kept her arms remained firmly restrained. Her efforts to grab any weapon at all were important.
"Ah ah ah. Stupid human," a Hyraxian sneered.
Jerking her arms behind her, Emma snarled as they reengaged the cuffs, binding her wrists together once more. "Fucking bastards. I'll make sure I use your fur as my coat once I get out of here," the redhead hissed.
"Unlikely," the imposing guard confidently growled, grabbing her arm and violently forcing her to her feet.
"Ho ho! Bring that sexy redheaded human to me..." Gornu urged.
His guard led Emma over to King Gornu's throne and promptly presented her to the fat pig. Emma looked away, refusing to make eye contact with Gornu as she stood before him. She shuddered and groaned as his grimy pudgy hands suddenly grabbed onto her hourglass hips.
"Hmmm, these childbearing hips... very nice..." Gornu uttered, licking his lips.
He ran his sticky hands up and down Emma's serene delicate white skin. The usually capable, but now completely helpless, assassin wanted to shed a tear, but she held on for the sake of her sense of dignity. "Hmm... You will make a fine concubine... Perhaps you might be my new favorite," Gornu declared.
Then, gripping her hips, he promptly pulled her down and forced her to straddle his lap. Emma groaned in disgust feeling her exposed skin thrust into contact with his grimy hide. Grinding her teeth, she endured as he ran his big hands onto her supple cheeks.
"God... you are disgusting..." Emma uttered.
Gornu chuckled and gave her naked cheeks a good squeeze. "Ho ho ho! You will eventually learn to worship me. To love me. Like my other beautiful concubines. But for now, I'm going to enjoy my 'Autumn Fox'."
His hands traced across Emma's curves, alternating between gently caressing her and giving her the occasional firm squeeze. He let his fingers graze across her midsection and up to one of her breasts, mauling it roughly before moving to her other generously formed mound. Gornu kept molesting the different parts of her luscious body, humiliating her even more in the process. Just hearing how he groaned as he kept groping her was enough to send a continuous stream of disgusted shivers through her spine.
For the next few minutes, Emma loathingly groaned and grunted as the fat king violated her body, thoroughly feeling her up. She couldn't believe that this was happening. The best she could do was to close her eyes and try to drown out her defilement. But Gornu's big strong hands were too much to ignore. She kept wishing she could wake up from this nightmare. But, to her dread, this unceasing assault on her body and senses was all too real.
Then, Gornu grabbed Emma's head and turned her to face him. She kept her eyes shut, not wanting to see the fat bastard's ugly face up close. But even with her eyes closed, she could still detect his very presence as he inched closer to her own face. His breath grew louder and puffed heavily on her as he moved her face to his. Feeling her face jerked towards him, her green eyes involuntarily shot open, soon followed by his porky lips locking with her lush ones.
"Mhhmmm!" Emma let out a muffled scream. She squirmed violently, trying to break free. But Gornu held her firmly against his fat body.
Her nostrils flared and her eyes opened wide in utter terror as the lecherous lord began to hungrily make out with her. As much as she might wish that things would get no worse, they did. She had never felt so powerless to direct her fate. Gornu's slimy tongue then invaded her mouth and began to eagerly subdue her own tongue. The redhead wanted to sink her teeth into his fat tongue and rip it off, but Gornu had a firm grip on her cheeks, keeping her jaws open. Emma could do nothing as he twisted and twirled his tongue with hers.
As this was happening, he grabbed at her soft cheeks and shoved her further down into his crotch. Blood rushed down to his nether regions and his member began to stick up into his royal loincloth.
Emma squealed as she now felt something big and hard poking at her exposed snatch. To her terror, she knew exactly what it was. She writhed and her body tensed. As much as Gornu was dominating her, she refused to give in.
As Gornu released his lips from hers, long strings of their mixed saliva arced between their mouths. "Augh! You disgusting pig!" Emma hissed, spitting on her captor's face.
Gornu chuckled as he wiped her spit away from his face. "Ho ho ho! You are a feisty one! I do like my women with some fire in them. It only makes it all the more satisfying when you finally submit!" The fat lord then gave Emma's ass a hard spank, causing her to squeal, leaving a red four-fingered hand mark on her white ass.
"Ugh! Fuck you!" Emma cursed, wincing from the sharp pain that coursed through her body.
"Hah! Indeed you will fuck me, soon enough! But, for now, let's get you acclimated to your new favorite toy," Gornu snickered. Then, gripping her torso with his pudgy hands, he forced her off his lap and down between his chubby legs on her knees.
Emma's green eyes widened upon seeing the fat alien's crotch immediately in front of her. She gasped, observing a noticeably large tent protruding from his loincloth. The scent of heavy musk began to permeate her nostrils, causing her to gag.
Gornu grabbed a handful of Emma's amber mane and began to run his grimy fingers through it. "Hmm, I didn't know humans came in this variety. You are a rare one, aren't you? I like having exotic pets," Gornu salaciously snickered.
"Hmph! Fuck off! Whatever you want me to do, I won't do it!" was all Emma could say.
"Ho ho ho! Curse all you want, girl. But you are not going anywhere anytime soon. So you might as well enjoy your time here. You will learn to love my cock. It can be rather convincing. I mean, look at my other precious pets. They are sluts for my mighty conqueror. " Grabbing his loincloth, he lifted it up and moved it over to the side, revealing his member.
Emma gasped to see his erect phallus towering before her. His cock was a shade of dark green. His shaft was fat, wrapped all around with thick veins, and littered with alien bumps and contours. His cockhead was big, bulbous, and purple. And his size... He was big. Emma's eyes traced the length of his imposing member in fear. He had to be eight inches, maybe nine! Additionally, Gornu's sack was something to behold as well. His pair of balls throbbed before her, huge and heavy. With the mighty package he carried, he has been able to sire dozens of his demon spawns.
Noticing her mile-long stare and gaping mouth, Gornu bellowed pridefully. "Ho ho ho! Do you like what you see?"
Emma shook her head into focus and snarled. "Wha-, ugh! No! I would never! Get that disgusting thing away from me!" she shouted.
"Oh, don't say that. You just met him. Now why don't you greet him properly with that pretty mouth of yours," Gornu toyed with Emma.
As he tugged her head towards his tool, Emma's heart raced. Relentlessly, her face was pulled ever closer to his royal cock. She stiffened, fighting back against him, but without success. Gornu was simply too strong. "Gah, no, no! Don't do this! No!" Emma pleaded.
Grabbing the base of his cock, he angled it toward Emma's lush lips. Emma tried to turn her head away, but Gornu held her in place. Inch by inch, she was forced closer to his monster phallus. She winced and writhed, not wanting to surrender to what he wanted. Then, with one final jerk, his purple cockhead made contact with her lips.
"Mmpphhhh!" Emma groaned. His saltiness immediately came seeping through her lips and onto her tongue. She tensed and puckered her lips, but to her dismay, this only pleasured the fat bastard even more.
"Ohhh, yeahh! Those lips feel nice! Why don't you be a good pet and take me even further?" Gornu urged, though, he wasn't really giving her a choice.
Even as he forced her head forward, Emma tried to compress her lips tightly enough that he couldn't enter. Realizing that his red-maned pet wasn't going to open her lips for him, Gornu remorselessly jerked her head forward. His cock splayed her lips and he delved deep into her wet mouth. Emma's green eyes shot open and watered as she felt his fat cock fill her mouth.
His musk and saltiness overwhelmed her taste receptors. He forced his cock deeper and deeper until he hit the back of her throat. Emma began to shed tears as her breath was cut off. Gornu held her there until she was on the brink of passing out. Her chest burned and her vision blurred. At that moment, Emma was willing to die on the spot rather than endure any more of this humiliation.
But at the last second, Emma was brought back from the brink when her fat captor shoved her head away from his cock. An audible popping sound could be heard as his cock slipped from her mouth. "Augh, ah... Dammit... I'm gonna kill you for this..." Emma struggled to say as she coughed and wheezed for air.
"How does my cock taste, slut?" Gornu chuckled.
"Disgusting..." Emma uttered, sniffling her nose.
"Ho ho ho! You will come to appreciate my taste soon enough. Now it's time we continued your training." The lecherous king pulled Emma's mouth back onto his mighty member.
She squealed as she felt his cock fill her mouth and delve deep into her throat once again. "Oooohhhhh, yeaaahhhhh. Fubahshaka..." Gornu groaned in his native tongue.
Once his cockhead had reached the back of her throat again, Gornu began to forcefully bob Emma's head back and forth on his juicy cock. She groaned in disgust as she was forced to deepthroat this fat pig. The saltiness and bitterness of his cock made her eyes water. It was so potent. She hated every fiber of Gornu's being, she wished that she could gouge out his eyes and strangle his fat ass to death. Instead, though, it was she who was getting strangled by his bloated fuckstaff.
Glucking and slurping rang in Emma's ears. What she was doing was so depraved. And the sounds of more cheering and whistling coming from behind her only made her feel more demeaned. She was a notorious assassin. Respected and feared across the galaxy. And now she was on her knees, stripped of all her agency, sucking on the cock of a disgusting warlord for the amusement of any and all onlookers.
A mixture of her saliva and Gornu's precum began to slather down her chin and onto her thighs below. She tried to remain as stiff as possible in order to minimize any of the pleasure Gornu was forcing her mouth to deliver.
As the deepthroating that he was coercing from her went on and on, though, Emma's mind slowly began to get hazy. She couldn't figure out what was happening to her but she felt her resistance slowly starting to wane. Unending resistance to your captors was turning out to be extremely burdensome.
As if he had somehow deciphered the trend of her thoughts, Gornu gripped her amber hair tighter and drew her off of his cock. "I've had enough. As my new pet, you must do all the work now," he demanded.
"Gah... What?! I'm not going to do that!" Emma objected as she coughed.
Suddenly, Gornu smacked her across the left cheek, making a loud popping noise. Emma gasped and she winced in extreme pain. A noticeable hand mark could be seen across her face. "You will suck my cock. Don't force me to discipline you, my pet. Because I will," Gornu threatened.
Emma smirked and looked up at him. "I guess you're going to have to force me to do it, then, because I will never, I mean never, willingly suck you off! I've been through worse. Do you think just slapping me around will turn me into one of your obedient kitties? You will have to try harder than that, fucker."
Gornu squinted his grimy eyes at the defiant redhead. "Very well. This could have gone easier for you. But you made your choice. Collar her!" Snapping his fingers, a small gremlin servant came skittering up to the grand dais holding a ringed device in hand and quickly placed it around Emma's neck and secured it in place.
"What the! What is this?!" Emma exclaimed. Then, a sudden shock of searing pain came coursing through her body. "AAAUUUGGHH!" she screamed in agony as she collapsed onto the floor.
Her body tensed and thrashed violently as waves of electrical shocks pounded through her. Once the jolts ceased, Emma collapsed at Gornu's feet and lay limp. "Ah... ugh... ah..." she panted heavily, trying to recover from the onslaught of pain that had just assaulted her.
"Will you obey now, pet?" Gornu queried.
Emma groaned and slowly got up. "Augh... Never..." Gornu shook his head and used his neural link to activate the collar again; the lack of any physical remotes or controls prevented his slaves from trying anything stupid.
Emma was again tormented with more searing jolts of electricity. She screamed and wailed in pain. Her body convulsed and shook violently. But as painful as it was, she still refused to give in.
Disengaging the collar, Gornu began to speak again. "You ready to comply with your master now?" Emma just lay there, snarling in defiance. Her green eyes burned with hatred as she glared at him. Gornu sneered in annoyance, then chuckled ominously. "Stupid girl. I can do this all day. The collar won't kill you, I can assure you of that. And, as painful as it is, this is only the lowest setting."
Emma's watery green eyes widened. She was managing the pain, but just barely. So hearing that this was only the lowest setting caused her to panic. But before she could say anything to try to stop her captor, Gornu upped the collar to the next power level and activated it.
"GAAHHHHHH! FUCCKK!" Emma screamed. The pain was even more intense this time. She could feel every nerve of her body burning with searing pain. Her back arched up violently from the floor and her eyes rolled back into her skull. Each shock came in heavy waves. It felt like spikes digging into every cell of her body, ripping them apart and putting them back together. Gornu left the collar on only for a few seconds. But for Emma, it felt like centuries.
Once the collar had been turned off again, Emma collapsed onto the floor and quivered in pain. She felt like her body had been fried from the inside; her will was in shambles. She feared that if she went through another volley like that again, her brain would overload and she would be turned into a vegetable. Tears sprang from her eyes and she drooled helplessly onto the floor.
"Now. Will you obey and suck my cock, pet?" Gornu asked again.
Emma just lay there and gave him no response. Seeing this, Gornu sighed heavily, signaling that he was going to activate the collar again. But before he could, Emma let out a small plea. "Wait..." she whimpered weakly. Gornu cocked his brow and grinned victoriously.
"What was that? Did you say something?"
Emma mustered what little strength she had left and said, "I'll do it... I'll do it..." She did not want to go through that experience ever again. She had never been through anything remotely that painful before since she had almost never gotten caught, or found herself stuck in a dangerous situation. She had thought she was untouchable, until now...
"Could you say that again?" Gornu playfully reiterated.
Emma groaned and shouted, "I'll do it, dammit!"
"Do what?"
"I'll fucking suck your cock!" she uttered.
Gornu chuckled triumphantly and licked his lips. "Then hurry up and get up, my pet. Don't force me to punish you again. I've grown tired of disciplining you. And it would be a shame to see my little kitty go through more pain."
Emma groaned and got back up to her knees. Shuffling back between his legs, she took a deep breath and composed herself. She hated that she was being forced to stoop so low. But for the sake of her own well-being, Emma had no choice but to concede. Her green eyes fixated on his still-erect member. It was hard and it throbbed heavily. She was kind of intimidated by it.
Swallowing her pride, she leaned forward and wrapped her lush lips around his cockhead. Gornu let out a loud groan of pleasure. "Ohh yes... Go deeper, my pretty fox." Emma hated how he was mocking her with her code name, but she did what she was told hastily in fear of getting shocked again.
She swallowed his cock even deeper into her reluctant mouth and groaned. The taste of his salty precum now stained her tongue. Surprisingly, though, she was starting to get used to it. His cock went further and further until he reached her throat again.
"Augh... Yes... Now suck..." Gornu commanded. Emma briefly looked up at him, but seeing how he gazed down upon her, she felt so demeaned and disgraced. She quickly shut her eyes and began to bob her head back and forth.
"Ohhhh, ohhhhh," Gornu groaned.
Hearing his low moans of pleasure repulsed Emma, but she kept pushing forward. The sounds of slurping and sucking resumed as she pleasured her captor. As she made circles with her bobbing head, Gornu started to moan and chuckle.
"Gah! You really know how to suck dick, don't you?" he taunted.
Emma didn't bother to acknowledge him. She knew her way around a man's thing. And the fear of not wanting to get shocked again made her subconsciously want to do the best job of pleasing Gornu. Was she submitting to the fat bastard already?



Emma kept skillfully bobbing her head and taking Gornu down her throat. More saliva dripped down her chin. The longer she sucked him off, the more her body began to betray her. Feeling his warmth filling her mouth and his strong musk permeating her olfactory sensors was strangely arousing. As much as she refused to like what she was doing, her body thought otherwise.
Emma's pussy moistened as she sucked him, she began to let out small mewls instead of groans of disgust. "Hmm, that's the way to do it... Girl, look up at me as you suck my cock. I want to see your pretty eyes," Gornu ordered.
Emma hesitated but, reminded of the consequences of not listening, she reluctantly opened her eyes and looked up at her lecherous captor. She was met with the disgusting view of his protruding belly and his ugly face grinning down at her.
Maintaining eye contact, Emma continued to suck on his juicy cock. His shaft was slathered with the mixture of his precum and her saliva. The glucking intensified as she worked his cock down her throat with ease; thank god she didn't have a gag reflex.
Gornu fixated his eyes on Emma's pretty green ones. He victoriously chuckled to himself knowing that he had managed to reel in a rare catch. And what made things sweeter was that she had attempted to assassinate him. Nothing felt better than forcing his enemies to submit to him. He was really looking forward to breaking her spirit down and breaking her body in. It served her right that this was the punishment for such a foolish act. Permanent servitude.
"Kiss my shaft, my fox," Gornu ordered.
Emma involuntarily slipped his cock from her mouth, making a popping sound. She gave him a small glare but moved to obey his commands. Maneuvering around his veiny shaft, she began to plant flurries of wet kisses and licks.
She was pleasuring him as if she had been doing this for a while now. King Gornu was pleased with how accustomed she seemed to his cock already, she will make a fine concubine to add to his harem. Emma kicked herself for applying maximum effort to pleasing this fat pig. This was supposed to be for someone like your lover!
"Mhmm, mhmm," Emma began to quietly mewl as she smooched and licked his phallus.
"Ah... Give my cock a nice long lick, pet," Gornu commanded.
Emma obeyed and planted her tongue at the bottom of her shaft and slowly slid it up. As her tongue glided up, she felt every vein and contour lining his cock, making her pussy subconsciously wetter. Reaching the notch at the bottom of his cockhead, she could taste the precum profusely leaking from his slit. As Gornu gave her a knowing look, Emma sighed and began to lick and lap up his salty essence with the tip of her tongue.
After a few minutes of this, Gornu had had enough of staring at this piece of hot human ass beneath him. He needed to delve his conqueror deep inside her pussy. "Come here, my pet. It's time I give you a ride on master's cock," the king ordered.
Emma's eyes widened and she stopped licking his cock. In a strange way, she was okay with what she was doing, but now he wanted to fuck her. Her surge of resistance was quickly rekindled and she backed away from his throbbing member.
"What? No! I'm not going to fuck a fat pig like you! I refuse!" Emma hissed.
Gornu shook his head and sighed. "Do I need to remind you of the punishment for not complying?" Emma's heart dropped and she quickly backtracked.
"Wait, wait! Okay, okay... I'm okay with just... sucking you off..." she struggled to get out. "Just please don't make me have sex with you."
"Ho ho ho! I appreciate your willingness to suck my cock. But it is your duty as my concubine to pleasure me with your body. Now, I will only say this one more time. Come to me now, or get punished. The choice is yours," Gornu explained.
Emma's mind raced. She didn't want to fuck that fat pig! But weighing her options, she didn't want to go through another volley of searing electrical shocks again. Taking a deep breath, she sighed and slowly nodded. "Okay..." Emma uttered in defeat.
Getting up from her knees, she stood in front of Gornu. "Look at that ass!" a sudden shout came from the crowd. Emma swiveled her head around to see where that came from. "Who the fuck said that?! I'll skin you alive!"
"Hey! Your master is waiting!" Gornu called out to her. Emma quickly returned her attention to him and sighed.
Moving forward, she straddled herself back onto his lap. Emma groaned as she felt her naked body so close to him. The humid heat emanating from his body made her stomach churn.
"Hmmm, that's better," Gornu grinned. "Now, let's see this pussy of yours."
Reaching under her, Gornu touched Emma's slit with his pudgy fingers. Emma winced and groaned at him touching her folds. "Hmm, wet already? Must be from sucking my cock. HAH!" Emma squinted her eyes. She refused to believe that her body was aroused by sucking this fat fuck off.
Emma let out a sudden gasp as two of his coarse fingers slipped between her folds. "Let's get you a little more warmed up," Gornu said, digging his pudgy fingers deeper into her pussy.
"Mhhm! Ah! Wait- no!" Emma struggled. Knowing his way around female humanoids, Gronu skillfully explored her wet slit.
Bottoming out, Gornu wiggled his fingers around. "Oh! Hmm... Augh... No..." Emma mewled defiantly, but she couldn't help writhing in unwanted pleasure. Her velvety walls wrapped and contorted around her captor's fingers. Her juices flowed from her slit, slathering his fat digits and pooling in his palm.
As Gornu rolled his fingers up, Emma's eyes shot open, and she moaned, "Oh fuck!" She quickly silenced herself, not wanting to entertain Gornu, but it was too late.
"Hmm, you like the feeling of that? Well, you'll certainly enjoy what else is coming your way. Get ready, slut," Gornu confidently said, slipping his fingers from Emma's soaking snatch.
Grabbing the base of his cock, Gornu positioned it directly under Emma's now sopping pussy. Emma's eyes were wide with panic as she looked down upon his meat pole. Her heart raced and she broke out in a sweat. She gasped as Gornu grabbed her hip with his free hand and tugged her down his prodigious pole.
"Wait! Please! I don't want to do this! You can't! It's too big!" Emma pleaded, stiffening herself to resist his downward pull.
King Gornu snarled in annoyance. "Augh! You have no choice in the matter. You are now my concubine. Hah! You don't need to worry about my cock, you will learn to love it soon enough."
Then, with one more strong tug, Emma gasped as Gornu's cockhead made contact with her moist lips. He ran himself up and down her slit. Emma groaned and writhed. As pleasurable as it felt, Emma refused to indulge herself in it. It was beneath her to submit to having sexual relations with such a fat bastard.
"Hmm, no... Nhhgg..." Emma winced, as he glazed her lips with his precum.
"Ho ho ho! Feels good?" Gornu snickered.
Emma shook her head in defiance. "No... never..."
The fat lord smirked and replied, "Just wait until you have it inside of you..."
Then, with one final tug, Gornu finally pulled Emma onto his grand cock. "AHHHH FUCK!" Emma squealed out loud. A sudden outburst of cheers and whistles came roaring from behind her.
Emma shuddered and her body quivered. He was so big, so thick! She felt like he was going to split her apart! "Augh! My god!" Emma shouted in pain. She could feel the nerves of her pussy walls firing in all directions as Gornu forced her to sink further down his alien cock. She never had anyone this big in her life! She might as well have been a virgin.
"Ohhh, yeahhh," Gornu let out a low bellow of pleasure. Emma shut her eyes and puckered her lips as she tried to endure the stretching of her now-defiled pussy by his oversized cock.
Feeling Gornu bottom out inside her, Emma let out an involuntary moan: his bulbous cockhead was pressing all the way up against her cervix. Gornu smirked. Grabbing her hips, he forced her to make circles on him, further contorting and molding her pussy to his cock.
"Ah, no... Mhhmm, nhggg... No!" Emma squirmed. Though it hurt like hell to have his hard member molest her insides, the pain slowly dissipated, and pleasure eased into her senses instead.
The fat king continued to reshape Emma's pussy to conform to the dimensions of his mighty cock until her squirming and groans of pain ceased. "Ohh... hmm... Wait-. Augh, no! Let me go, you fat bastard! Get it out! Get it... ohhh..." Emma tried to fight how good he was starting to make her feel.
"Ho ho ho! Why are you fighting it, girl? It feels good, doesn't it?" Gornu taunted. Emma opened her eyes and glared at her captor.
"No! I refuse to allow myself to enjoy... hmm... You! You're gross and fat! Fuck you!"
Gornu chuckled and confidently replied, "As you wish. If you won't allow yourself to enjoy me, then I will make you!"
Emma gasped. "Wait- That's not what I mea-," she tried to say before Gornu began to lift her up from his cock and forcefully pull her back down. "Ohhhh! Fuck! Ah!" the defiant redhead moaned out loud.
Using his strength, Gornu kept fucking his Autumn Fox into his lap. Emma was powerless to stop him. What little strength she had left was being stolen away from her by the big cock that was fucking her insides into oblivion. As much as she hated this fat fuck defiling her, her body continued to betray her. Now that her pussy was getting more acclimated to his freakishly endowed member, the pleasure was supplanting her feelings of pain and anguish.
Now, the pleasure was all she felt. It pulsed through her body as his thick alien shaft nicked and rubbed against all her weak points perfectly. Emma hung her head down low and tried to contain the moans of pleasure trying to escape from her lips. She could feel her pussy leaking profusely around Gornu's fat shaft, allowing him to glide between her folds with greater ease.
"Mhhmm... hmmm... Nhgg... Ah..." Emma quietly mewled as Gornu skillfully guided her hips up and down his cock. Her flesh clapped against his and her resistance waned even further.
"Do you like that?! How does my mighty conqueror feel inside of you? It feels good, doesn't it?" Gornu bombarded her with salacious questions, wheezing heavily. Emma just defiantly grunted. "Hmm, you may not want to admit it yet. But you are secretly starting to love it now. I can tell by the way you're breathing. How wet your pussy is, and how it wraps around me. And the way you are quietly moaning..."
Emma's green eyes widened. She didn't want to give in yet. She didn't want to submit! But try as she might, her mind was succumbing to a haze of lust and desire. She cursed her body for betraying her, but the pleasure was too great to deny. It was as if her body needed this.
Slowly but surely, she was being forced to ride her captor, she began to subconsciously loosen up, making it easier for Gornu to fuck her. Sensing her increasing surrender, Gornu coaxed Emma, "That's it... Give in to me... Submit yourself to your new master..."
Emma just grunted and quietly moaned in response. His cock filled her up perfectly, and the way he kept smashing against her cervix was making her body tremble with pleasure. Her body screamed at her just to give in to Gornu's cock. But still, she refused.
But without her knowledge, Gornu slowed his guidance and she subconsciously started to move on her own, taking up the slack in his efforts. The lecherous pig snorted and licked his lips seeing his labor coming to fruition.
"Ah, fuck... hmmm... fuck..." Emma mewled, as she slowly bounced up and down on her own. Her riding grew faster and more enthusiastic as they fucked. Pleasure was now the sole driver of her body. As much as she refused to think about how good he felt inside of her, her actions expressed the truth.
Eventually, she was completely fucking Gornu on her own, failing to realize that he had released his grip on her hips long ago. "Oh... fuck... yes..." Emma moaned, a little louder this time.
"Hmm, I see that you love riding that dick now, huh?" Gornu questioned. Emma tilted her head up and glared at him.
"What... makes... you think... that? You fat fuck," Emma said in a breathy voice.
"HAH! You don't see it? You are fucking me totally on your own. It seems that your body has given in already." Emma quickly realized what she was doing and stopped riding him, pulling herself up from his cock.
"What-. No... What am I doing?! I can't be enjoying this!" Emma exclaimed to herself. Gornu then grabbed her cheeks and forced her to lock eyes with him.
"You are enjoying this. How does it feel now that you aren't riding my cock? Empty, huh? Now just be a good pet and enjoy this. You have nowhere else to be. And it is unlikely that you will ever escape my grasp. I like to keep my kitties close. Very close... So obey and do what you are told," Gornu spoke with unwavering dominance.
Emma could only glare into his grimy orbs. She had this sinking feeling in her chest that everything he was saying to her was true. Her mind was a mess and worn out from the bombardment of pleasure, and the searing torture she had experienced not too long ago. Her stare off with her captor continued. However, his menacing eyes dominated her green gems.
Weighing her options, Emma's stomach began to sink even further. She had been overly reliant on her confidence that she could get out of this mess. But the reality of her situation was crashing down on her. She was trapped, captured, enslaved, and she was reminded that she had virtually no help for many light years in any direction. However, she still had her ship and Butler. But Gornu might well have seized them both already. Emma was starting to regret not having Butler send that distress beacon just in case.
Feeling a puff of humid breath hit her face, Emma snapped back into focus. Gornu's cock was still buried halfway into her and an itch had formed deep inside her core that begged to be scratched. She hated herself for what she was going to do, but what choice did she have?
Snarling, Emma began to sink back onto Gornu's raging cock; slowly, she resumed riding the fat pig. "Ava... save me..." Emma thought out to her sister. Gornu smirked triumphantly as he saw his new pet submit, though she still maintained a piercing glare. He didn't mind that at all: he did love women with fire.
Having no realistic choice, Emma continued her slow ride up and down the bumps and contours of Gornu's girthy and lengthy cock. She tried to maintain her glare, but the feeling of his meat stick stimulating every nerve of her pussy made it oh so hard to continue. Emma's squinting eyes started to quiver and her breathing trembled.
As repulsed as she was by willingly riding this fat bastard, she couldn't deny how good it felt. Every time his meat drove deep into her cunt, a trembling exhale escaped her throat. His repeated slamming of her cervix was making her go mad!
"Ahhh, yess... Keep riding me like that, slut... Oohhh, Satamusha..." he groaned, speaking his alien tongue. Emma ground her teeth and kept riding on. Eventually, she was doing it instinctually rather than forcing herself.
Growing tired from doing all the work, Emma needed to rest herself on something. But with her arms still bound behind her, she had nothing to hold onto. Looking forward, she cringed to see that her only option was to rest her body on the Gornu's fat greasy body. Letting out a short snarl, Emma leaned forward against Gornu.
"Oh, my! You love me already?? HAH!" he bellowed. Emma groaned at the sensation of his oily skin against hers. Her exposed boobs pressed up against his chest. She wanted to die, but her instinctual need to keep fucking this monster cock kept her going.
"Ugh... fuck..." Emma mewled as she rolled her hips into his lap, fucking herself deeper onto his grossly alluring cock.
Emma could feel the heat emitting from Gornu's fat body. It was gross, but weirdly, the more she absorbed his warmth, the more comfort she received. Then, Gornu grabbed onto Emma's naked torso with his pudgy hands. The captured redhead gasped as he groped her. As violated as she felt, his warm hands clutching her with their irresistible strength only added to her pleasure.
"Gah... Let... go..." Emma struggled to get out of his grasp, but a small moan of pleasure escaped instead. King Gornu chuckled.
"Yeah... that's it, keep riding your new master... Augh, your human pussy is so tight!" Gornu let out a low groan. Snaking his hands down her body, he enfolded Emma's ass, taking a double handful of her soft cheeks as he began to knead and grope her.
Emma unknowingly bit her lip at the feel of his strong hands kneading her flesh. She was slowly sinking further down the hole of depravity that Gornu had tossed her in. Her original mission was fading into distant memory, and the only thing she could think about was the pleasure this fat bastard's cock was giving her.
Gripping her cheeks, Gornu began to help Emma roll her hips into him, further adding to her pleasure. "Oh... mhhm... ye-... nhggg..." Emma moaned, struggling with herself not to fully give in.
Sensing Emma's struggles, Gornu intensified their fucking, thrusting his hips more powerfully into her sopping snatch. "GRAHHH! Do you like that?! I can sense that you like my cock fucking you!" he declared confidently. Emma let out a flurry of involuntary moans and burrowed her face into Gornu's flabby chest.
"Gah! Look at me, pet!" he ordered. Emma's mind was melting from the way his cock was rearranging her guts; she obeyed his command instinctually. Locking eyes, Gornu now saw that Emma's glaring green eyes were glazed over with lust and desire. The fat lord licked his lips as he saw the success of his efforts.
Leaning down, Gornu locked lips with hers. Emma's eyes widened and she moaned as his slimy tongue invaded her mouth. That, combined with Gornu's ever-increasing thrusts, caused her eyes to roll behind her lids. She lay limply in his arms as Gornu continued to fuck her into the next star system. Her mind was engulfed in pleasure as she allowed her captor to play with her tongue and swap his fluids with hers.
The repeated slamming of her cervix and the aggressive tongue fucking she was receiving were sending Emma over the edge. Her core was on fire and she began to breathe heavily through her nose. Flaring out her nostrils, her chest heaved into Gornu's.
Feeling Emma's velvet walls tighten around his veiny shaft, Gornu drove his cock even harder into her and shoved his tongue deeper into her wet mouth. With a few final thrusts, Emma felt her body explode with pleasure as she was forced into her orgasm. "MMMMHHHPPPPMM!" she moaned heavily into Gornu's mouth.
Her toes clenched and her body shook violently as her orgasm ripped through her entire body. Gornu smirked and groaned between their connected lips as her pussy contracted around him. Her cream gushed down his mighty cock and onto his heavy balls.
Emma's mind was lost. She struggled to remember that she was supposed to hate the fat fuck defiling her. As sensitive as her body was from her mind-shattering orgasm, Gornu continued his fucking, causing her brain to melt even further. All she could do was moan like a wanton slut while he pounded her like the good pet she now was.
Eventually, Gornu felt his own orgasm building within him as well. Emma's tight human pussy was taking a real toll on him. As he unbound his lips from hers, steamy puffs of breath escaped from their mouths. "I'm gonna cum inside you, pet! You are now going to be officially mine!" Gornu announced.
Aghast at these words, an ember of Emma's sanity was rekindled. She rolled her eyes back and gasped. "What?! No! Please! Anywhere but inside!" she pleaded in a breathy voice. "You can cum on my face, chest, belly! But not inside! Please!"



Unfortunately, her pleas fell upon deaf ears. In Gornu's domain, where he decided to cum was solely up to him. And his pets had no say in his imperious decree. Giving Emma a few deep pumps, he planted his cockhead at the entrance of her womb and finally came.
"YOU - ARE - NOW - MINE!" Gornu roared as he came heavily into Emma.
His heavy balls contracted and he began to thoroughly fill Emma's womb with his thick sticky seed. Emma's green eyes involuntarily rolled back as she felt him shoot heavy ropes of cum deep inside of her.
"Augh! Fucckkkkkk!" Emma wailed. Feeling his warmth filling up her insides ushered her into another orgasm. Her wet walls firmly gripped his cock, trying to suck up as much of his seed as humanly possible. Milking him for everything that the fat lord had.
"Gahhh! Yes... That's it... Cum on your master's cock..." Gornu groaned, dropping his head back in pleasure. Emma groaned and mewled as he kept pumping her full of his thick cum.
Once their orgasms subsided, Gornu grabbed his chalice and took a huge swig. "Ahhh, that hits the spot after a good fuck. How about you? Did you have fun riding my conqueror?" he taunted.
"Ah... fuck... off..." Emma managed to get out, panting heavily onto his fat chest. Her post-orgasm clarity was starting to set in. She'd just let this pig-like bastard defile her insides with his vileness. Shame coursed through her, yet... As much as she didn't want to admit it, the ravishing fuck he had forced upon her was comprehensive in the extreme. Better than any partner she had ever dabbled with. She was disgusted with herself for enjoying her defilement even to the slightest extent.
"Ho ho ho! You're still acting like that after what I did for you? Tsk tsk tsk. You loved it, and you know it. You will learn soon enough," Gornu stated.
Emma felt defeated and humiliated. However, she still held on to a sliver of hope that her sister would come to rescue her. That was all she needed to keep pushing forward.
"Guards! Take her to be cleaned and prepared for me. I think I found my new favorite pet," Gornu commanded, lifting Emma's weak body up off his cock. An audible popping sound of his cock slipping from her used slit could be heard. A waterfall of his thick yellowish cum came pouring from her and onto his lap.
"And Selene! Come over and clean me up!" he ordered his Numyidian concubine.
Two of his Hyraxian guards quickly went over to him and lifted Emma off of his lap and onto her feet. "Get moving!" one of them growled, forcibly pushing against her back.
Emma's knees wobbled, but she managed to stand up straight. "Augh! Okay, okay!" she grunted. As she was being escorted off of the dais, she glanced over to Gornu to see him hungrily eyeing her and licking his chops like some animalistic carnivore, as if she were his prey. She watched as his bronze-skinned pet eagerly lapped up his cum from his lap. Emma's stomach churned to see how obedient and slutty the slave girl was for Gornu, it made her lurch inside to see how far down these women had fallen in their service to this disgusting warlord. She didn't want to become like that!
In the course of being led to a side corridor off of Gornu's main chamber, Emma endured a heavy rain of cat calls and salacious cheers. She was mortified and embarrassed. Emma had now been stripped of everything she had: her clothing, gear, and her very agency. She averted her eyes to the marble floor to avoid seeing the hungry glances of Gornu's guests.
Emma recovered some measure of safety once she was finally led into the corridor. As she was escorted down the dimly lit hallway, all she could hear was the clanking of the guard's ornamental armor and the slapping of her bare feet against the floor. One guard firmly held onto her arm while the other led the way. She quivered, feeling Gornu's thick cum leaking down the length of her legs. Emma was eager to get herself cleaned up, not because she had been ordered to, but because she was desperate to wash Gornu's alien semen out of her.
After being led through still more twists and turns along the large hallways of Gornu's palace, Emma was finally brought before a set of ominous-looking doors. The guard leading the way lumbered over to a control pad and placed his clawed hand on it. The pad scanned him for a moment. Emma's keen mind took the opportunity to observe the kind of security this hell hole had. But it wasn't safe to assume that every door required a simple hand scan. And taking down a Hyraxian was easier said than done. Actually, given Emma's current state, it might prove almost impossible. They were almost seven feet tall, their fur hides were thick and they were furnished with sharp teeth and claws. Not to mention the armor they wore to supplement their natural endowments. No normal human would stand a chance against them without the assistance of appropriate weaponry.
Once the security scan was complete, the imposing doors slid open. Emma squinted her eyes against the gleaming whiteness of the interior that was now revealed; humid tendrils of steam came curling out from the entryway. Soon a pink-skinned humanoid woman appeared; she wore simple white cloth rags that lewdly covered her chest and the lower part of her body. She might as well be naked! Emma took note of her pristine medium-length white hair and calming yellow eyes: she appeared to be an Isarin, a human-like race known for their calm beauty and their attentive caring nature.
"How can I help you?" the woman kindly asked, with her arms down, holding onto her wrist.
"Lord Gornu has a new girl," the guard holding onto Emma informed the woman. Forcefully tugging her forward, he continued to convey his orders. "He wants her cleaned and prepared. He said that she might be his new favorite. So be careful with her." Emma was kind of flattered hearing that but, reminded of the near hopeless situation in which she found herself, she just snarled in disgust. Whether she was more disgusted with herself or Gornu, she wasn't entirely sure.
The pink servant woman obediently bowed her head and replied, "Of course. She will be looked after, I can assure you."
The guard nodded and shoved Emma forward towards the servant. "Hey! Stop shoving me around like that!" Emma hissed, turning around to face him. The Hyraxian let out a low growl and flashed his sharp canines.
The servant went over and gently grabbed Emma's arm. Her head quickly swiveled over to the pink woman. Although brief, Emma felt comforted and safe in her presence. She had been shocked, humiliated, and defiled during her entire time here. So this small gesture made her want to lunge at the servant and embrace her.
"Um, would you kindly remove her cuffs?" the woman kindly asked.
"Grhh, what? Oh." The guard went over to Emma. "Turn around," he ordered. The redhead quickly did what she was told. Her arms were starting to cramp from being tightly confined in one position for so long.
As the cuffs unlatched from her wrists, Emma emitted a sigh of relief. A part of her wanted to try and go for one of the guard's electro-staffs, but she was too focused on the relief of being unbound at last to care. And it wasn't like she had any real chance of success anyway. Emma was sure that they were on to her sly antics.
"Hey, furball, you mind getting this off too?" Emma asked, grabbing at the shock collar still around her neck.
The Hyraxian snarled and chuckled. "You would like to have that off, wouldn't you?" he said sarcastically. "You will have to earn the right to lose the collar. Only King Gornu can remove that collar, and only when he's convinced you have earned that right." Emma's piercing green eyes glared at the armored warrior as she snarled. She didn't like what he was implying.
"Ahem, I think it's time we get you cleaned up. Come now," the gentle servant informed Emma, sensing tensions rising.
"We'll be waiting outside for the girl. Don't try anything funny, human," the Hyraxian growled.
The Isarin woman carefully took Emma's arm and tugged the pretty redhead deeper into the white steamy room. Hearing the doors slide shut behind them, Emma felt relieved and safe. The environment of this mysterious room had an atmosphere she couldn't describe. It was a stark contrast between the dark halls and imperious main chambers of Gornu's palace. It felt like some sort of heavenly sanctuary in this hell hole of a planet.
However, Emma could barely see a thing. The room was so befogged with humid steam. But the Isarin led the way as if she knew where to go by memory.
"Hey, where are you taking me? And who are you?" Emma questioned.
The pink woman chuckled. "Didn't they say you needed to be cleaned up?"
"Er, right... They did say that... What do I..."
"You can call me Anara. I am the Mistress of Initiates here," the pink servant woman revealed.
"Mistress of Initiates?" Emma thought. "Well, my name is Emma."
"Emma, that's a pretty name," Anara said, smiling warmly. Emma smirked in response. The presence of this woman was oddly comforting.
As they walked, Emma still couldn't make out her surroundings. The atmosphere was growing even warmer and more humid. She could hear the sounds of flowing water and the air was imbued with a delightfully inviting aroma, a harmonious blend of scents that engaged Emma's senses in a gentle embrace.
The thick fog of steam began to clear up, and Emma was presented with a large pool of steaming warm water with several surrounding statues of feminine forms pouring water from what appeared to be vases in their hands at the pool's edge.
"Woah..." Emma uttered. She was in awe at how grand this place looked.
"Welcome to the royal bathhouse," Anara said happily. Emma scanned her surroundings. She slowly began to make out the silhouettes of other females bathing in the pool and in the other surrounding pools that were emerging from the wisps of steam. A few of them noticed her gaze and began to giggle amongst each other as they looked her over.
"There's only women here?" Emma voiced her thoughts.
"Hm? Oh, yes. This bathhouse is reserved specifically for the Gornu's concubines and servant girls. So there is no need to fear," Anara assured. "This is one of the many bathhouses of the palace. I would consider this to be the nicest and most state-of-the-art."
"Huh... For a person like Gornu, I thought that his girls wouldn't even get a private bathhouse to themselves," Emma said, sounding rather surprised.
"Master Gornu loves all his women. So he makes sure that all of us are well taken care of," Anara explained. "Just be sure you stay on his good side. Girls who are difficult get punished."
"Ugh... You can say that again..." Emma sighed.
Then, clapping her hands twice, Anara spoke. "Hm, It's time we get washed up. Seraphine! Virelia! Help our new girl into the waters!"
Soon, Emma heard the slapping of bare feet approaching them from their left side. Two humanoid females emerged from the fog. Both of them were of the same race. Their skin was this pretty lilac tone, they had alluring pink eyes, and their hair was silver gray. Like Anara, the two also wore the same lewd white cloths on their bodies.
"Girls, this is Emma. Our new sister," Anara informed the two pretty women. "Sister?!" Emma screamed to herself. "Emma, this is Seraphine and Virelia," she continued.
"Em... Nice to meet you..." Emma abashedly greeted. The two lilac-skinned servants just smiled and gently bowed their heads to her.
"Now, let's get those gloves off," Anara stated. She unclasped the velcro of her gloves and snaked her slender fingers inside, slipping them off. "I'm going to dispose of these and get your things ready, Emma. In the meantime, these two lovely ladies will help you get cleaned up."
"Hey! I just bought those! And things? What kind of things?" Emma exclaimed, her mind trailing back to the Gornu's girls and their attire back in the main chamber... or lack thereof.
Anara shook her head and clicked her tongue. "Oh, you don't need these gloves anymore. Now that you are one of Gornu's concubines, you will receive special... attire. Attire that befits your station."
Emma felt her throat get dry. She couldn't imagine herself wearing the attire Anara was talking about, it was degrading! But before she could say anything, the pink woman disappeared into the steamy fog.
"Come now. Let's get you into the waters. You must be exhausted," Virelia urged, grabbing onto Emma's left arm, and leading her down the small steps of stairs that went into the pool.
"Wha-, okay..." Emma replied.
The other servant girl, Seraphine, took hold of Emma's other arm as well and helped her down. Emma cautiously dipped her toes into the warm-looking water. Feeling a pang of pain, she quickly withdrew her foot.
"It's okay. It's just warm water. Come now," Seraphine assured. Emma sighed and fully stepped into the waters.
As she descended deeper into the warm embrace of the waters, Emma felt some of her built-up tension release ever so slightly. A soothing comfort enveloped her, erasing her recent memories of everything that happened during this dreadful day. Descending even further down the steps, Emma let out a heavy sigh of relief as the cleansing waters enveloped her long legs.
The two servant girls then placed their hands on Emma's shoulders and lower back, attempting to lower her even further into the water. "Hey! What are you-," Emma tried to say, tensing her body.
"Shhh, shhh... Relax..." Virelia urged, lowering Emma even more.
Emma reluctantly relaxed and allowed them to move her body. Fully resting her body in the shallow part of the pool, Emma was briefly submerged under the warm waters before being brought back up. The soothing embrace of the water further helped her forget about what Gornu had done to her. It was like her mind was being massaged by the warm, sedative waters and the delicate female forms around her.
"Hmmm..." Emma delightfully hummed, feeling her entire body surrounded by warmth... Her body lightly lay afloat like she was floating in the air. She felt like she could stay here forever.
Then, lifting her face just above the water, she just lay there in total serenity. "See? The waters feel nice, yes?" Seraphine giggled. Emma just hummed and nodded.
As she continued to lie there, she closed her eyes and let her body melt further into the waters. Grabbing some washcloths, Seraphine and Virelia began to clean Emma's serene white skin of any sweat and other exudations.
Allowing Seraphine to clean the rest of Emma's body, Virelia moved up next to Emma's head and grabbed some Pylora flower-scented soap, compounded from a rare flower known for its alluring and sweet aroma. Virelia's fingers dug into her scalp, but not in a painful way. Her strong digits started massaging the soap into her hair, in essence massaging Emma's roots too. Electricity shot through her spine and she was forced to hum in satisfaction. As Virelia was running her hands through Emma's amber mane, she began to speak, while never pausing her massaging of Emma's scalp.
"You have such lovely hair, Emma. I've never seen a human with such hair before."
Slowly opening her eyes, Emma replied, "Thank you... There aren't many humans with my hair color anymore. It has something to do with genetics and the trait being lost over time... So there aren't a lot of redheads like me... And my sister."
"Redheads?" Virelia queried, curiously tilting her head as she washed Emma's elegant hair, tickling her in the most satisfactory way. Emma closed her eyes in order to focus on the inadvertent pleasure Virelia was massaging into her very skull. "Sorry, I'm afraid I don't know what that is."
"Em, it's just a nickname for humans with my hair," Emma explained.
Virelia nodded in understanding. "Ohhh. Yes, that does make sense. Heh," she giggled, releasing Emma's head. She couldn't help but groan, wanting it to last just a minute longer. She could hear Virelia give a light chuckle at this evidence of Emma's pleasure.
Even though she had been lifted up from the deeper water, Emma still sat on one of the lower stairs of the pool; the lower half of her body remained submerged. Grabbing her arms, the servant girls lifted them up and began to carefully lather her with more of that sweet-smelling soap. As her arm muscles received the same massage as her scalp had, Emma's body immediately relaxed in order to luxuriate in the electric shocks that crackled throughout her arms as they were skillfully kneaded. The girls really knew what they were doing and seemed oh so happy to do it, giggling along the way as they saw the delight written plainly across Emma's face.
As Emma was being thoroughly cleaned, her mind was able to take a breather. She quietly mewled in response to the servant's delicate hands running around her body. It soon became apparent that the girls intended to wash every part of her. From her arms, she felt their hands move to her tense shoulders and from her tense shoulders... Emma gasped as their hands moved to clean her chest, coming dangerously close to her perky breasts.
"Woah, be careful now..." Emma warned in a low voice. It wasn't that she was opposed to women touching her naked body. In her eventful life, she'd had her fair share of lustful escapades with women. She almost regretted warning them, wanting to indulge in more of what they had already lavished upon her scalp, her arms, and her shoulders.
"Apologies. But we have to make sure every part of your body is clean. So bear with us," Seraphine kindly replied, grazing the edges of her boob with her soapy hands.
"I guess it can't be helped..." Emma sighed, trying to hold back a smirk as she allowed them to do their work.
Emma winced and bit her tongue the closer their diligent hands moved to her boobs. As if they were teasing Emma, the two pretty lilac-skinned women would trace down her torso, to her hips, before returning back to her chest. Then, with one swooping motion, Seraphine and Virelia slipped their hands directly onto Emma's boobs.
"Oh! Hey!" Emma gasped.
The two servant girls giggled and began to tenderly polish Emma's tits with soap. As embarrassed as she felt, Emma much preferred this to the lecherous hands of Gornu, so she just let them continue their duties.
"Your breasts are wonderful, by the way," Virelia stated.
"Em, thanks..." Emma abashedly replied. But she happily accepted the compliment.
Emma squirmed as she sat in the warm waters feeling their delicate feminine hands squeeze and knead at her boobs. But as lewd as it seemed, there wasn't a smidge of salacious intent behind their touching. Emma had to admit that she kind of liked this, a lot actually.
Emma's pink nipples grew erect from the effect of their slender fingers brushing past them. Her body heated up as the stimulation began to arouse her. A moan spilled from her lush lips in reaction to a slight but simultaneous squeeze from both sets of their hands. Closing her eyes, Emma melted away, lulled by their delicate touch. But to her dismay, Seraphine and Virelia withdrew their hands from her breasts and traced them down along her legs. Emma released a disappointed sigh.
Each woman took control of one of Emma's legs, lathering them up and then scrubbing away. While they were doing this, Emma's mind wandered. She couldn't believe where she was right now. She felt like she was in some sort of lucid dream. Here she was, in the bathhouse of a lecherous warlord, getting tended to like royalty by two pretty slave girls. As much as Emma had enjoyed this so far, she felt out of place. She refused to accept that she belonged in a place like this.
Slowly, she began to remember the situation she was in, and her instinct for self-preservation kicked in. Her mind raced as she grappled with what she needed to do. "What am I doing?! I need to get out of here while I can!" Emma thought. She needed to escape, to flee, to do something, anything! Emma didn't want to become a sex slave to that fat pig!



"Uh, hey..." Emma whispered to Virelia. The servant girl looked at her and tilted her head. Cautiously checking her steamy surroundings, Emma leaned over to her and whispered, "Is there any way you can help me get out of here?"
Virelia stared at her for a few moments as if what she said was completely foreign to her. "Get out of here? Why would I help you do that?"
Emma was taken aback by Virelia's reply. "What?! If you help me, I can bring you with me and we can escape this hell hole of a planet together!"
Virelia sighed and shook her head at Emma almost in a disappointed manner. "Why would you want to leave? This place is safe. We are taken care of and protected by Master Gornu. Our lord says that the galaxy is a dangerous place." Emma's eyes widened as she took in the seriousness of the woman's statement.
"Are you brainwashed or something?! You're a slave girl to an evil warlord! We need to get out of here! I have people that can help us, help you!" Emma insisted, using all her skills of persuasion. But, to her dismay, Virelia seemed to wave off her pleas. Then glancing over at Seraphine, she noticed her directing a look of warning at Virelia.
Leaning closer to Emma, Virelia whispered, "I would recommend you stop speaking such things. I am obligated to report to Master Gornu if anyone seeks to disrupt his order. He harshly punishes those who defy him. And he won't be happy hearing about one of his females trying to escape and to persuade his other girls to rise up against him." Emma's heart dropped. Reminded of the shock collar still latched around her neck, she made a big gulp.
"But since you are new here, I won't tell him this time," Virelia continued. Emma let out a sigh of relief. "You just need to get used to being here, it's not as bad as you think. This is your life now. But if you keep talking about... that disruptive kind of stuff... I will be forced to do my duty."
Emma was taken aback. She didn't expect that the girls would be so content and complacent with the situation they were in. She was fully expecting that they would be primed and ready to achieve their freedom. But Emma had grossly miscalculated. In light of the undying loyalty Seraphine and Virelia seemingly had for their master, Emma felt like her situation had just deteriorated.
Given the attitude the two servant girls held, Emma had to assume that all the other girls felt the same. Emma was effectively boxed in, with no help at hand. She didn't want to take the risk of asking for help from any of the other slave girls for fear of being punished. She could only imagine what the punishment for trying to escape would be, especially since she was considered one of Gornu's prize possessions. The shock collar was painful enough; Emma didn't want to risk anything that would lead to any more dire discipline.
"So... is every girl here going to report me if I ask for help?" Emma cautiously probed.
Virelia nodded. "Yes, everyone here will do their duty," she informed the new captive. "So please don't risk yourself. The sooner you forget your past life and accept your new one, the better."
Emma felt her morale take a huge dip. She had no idea what to do. Since she was now his new favorite pet, Gornu was bound to have her on a really short leash, and planning an escape would be extremely difficult. Her only hope now was that her twin sister Ava would come and save her.
Emma hung her head in defeat. This was the first time in a long while that she had felt so hopeless. She cursed her own overconfidence. She should have been careful. And now, she was suffering the consequences of her arrogance.
Noticing Emma's change in demeanor, Virelia placed her hand on her back and carefully caressed her. "Don't be so sad, Emma. Life is good here. Gornu's women are fed the best food, we have access to the best facilities, and most of all, we are kept safe from the dangers of the outside," she assured the new slave.
Emma slowly picked up her head and turned to the servant girl. "Is life really that good here?" she queried. Virelia happily nodded.
Emma had to take Virelia at her word. However, Emma was using a state-of-the-art bathhouse. So Virelia must be telling the truth about their access to the best facilities. Slowly, Emma was becoming more receptive to the prospect of living here. Not having to worry about all her outside problems would be a relief. But, her stomach sank as she remembered the trade-off for enjoying all these benefits. Gornu...
"I trust you are right, Virelia... But I will be forced to have sex with Gornu all the time..." Emma said softly.
Seraphine lowered Emma's leg back into the water and said, "Hmmm, you should be feeling lucky." Emma gasped.
"Lucky?! He's fat and gross!"
"Don't say such things about our master. I know his form may be... unappealing to some. But you will get used to it," Seraphine replied, rinsing her soapy hands in the warm waters.
"Our master?! He's no master of mine!" Emma exclaimed.
"Tsk tsk tsk," Virelia clicked her tongue. "He's your master now, Emma, whether you like it or not. And you're lucky. You get to be with him all the time... I wish I was his favorite."
"Hehe, I guess Selene has some competition now," Virelia giggled. Seraphine chuckled with her.
"Has he claimed you yet?" Seraphine suddenly asked. Emma was immediately reminded of her defilement and she shuddered.
"By claim, you mean rape? Then, yes," Emma said with disgust.
The two servant girls looked at each other and giggled. "I know that the first time with him can be... hard. But doesn't he feel good?" Emma cocked her brow. She was irked at how they were seemingly gossiping about her defilement.
"I- What are you two saying?! Are you out of your mind? Why would I admit to such a thing?!" Emma abashedly objected.
"Come on, Emma. Just indulge us for a moment," Seraphine playfully urged. "Didn't he feel good?"
"Yeah! Doesn't his big cock fill you up just perfectly?" Virelia jumped in.
Emma made a big O with her mouth. Was this really happening right now? She was still in the process of reeling from her defilement, and these girls were asking if her molester had made her feel good. "I- uh... he did, wha-." Emma's throat choked up.
"Hmm, god... It's been so long since Master Gornu took me... I almost forget what he feels like..." Seraphine mewled.
"Didn't he fuck you just a few days ago?" Virelia remarked, giving a knowing smirk.
"Um, yes... But it feels like it's been ages already!" Seraphine exclaimed. "Ugh, but enough about me, Emma, tell us what you think. He made you feel good, yes?" she repeated.
Grabbing onto each of Emma's arms, the two eagerly pressed their chests against her. Emma blushed at the feel of their soft breasts pushing into her. "I- uh..."
"Come on, Emma. You can be honest with us. We're sisters now, after all," Virelia prodded, squeezing Emma's arm tighter.
Emma's mind went in circles. On one end, the presence of her new 'sisters' made her feel more comfortable with her situation. But on the other hand, she didn't want to accept how good Gornu had made her feel. She subconsciously squeezed her loins together thinking about his big cock inside of her. Whether she liked it or not, that had been some of the best sex of her life! However, Emma wished it had taken place under better circumstances, and that the owner of the cock that had defiled was attached to someone more attractive.
Glancing between Seraphine and Virelia, Emma saw the look of excitement in their eyes. As reluctant as she was to answer their question, the memory of Gornu's cock was firmly lodged in her brain. The way it had filled her love canal so perfectly and nicked every pleasurable nerve she had was mind-melting. She felt like a schoolgirl back in her academy days gossiping about boys.
"Emma!" the two playfully urged again, tugging at her arms. Sighing, the redhead decided to indulge them for the moment.
"Fine, fine!" Emma conceded. "He um... he felt good..." she quietly mumbled, averting her eyes to the steamy waters.
"Mhm, I thought so! Tell me, was he the biggest person you've ever been with?" Seraphine prodded. Emma gasped and blushed heavily. She didn't want to talk about her sex life, that was personal!
Sighing, Emma gave them what they wanted. "He was... Gornu has the biggest cock I've ever had..."
"Master Gornu," Virelia corrected. Emma froze for a moment and let out a slow exhale. "Might as well get used to proper etiquette while I'm here..." Emma thought.
"Uh, sorry... Master Gornu..." Emma reiterated. It stung a bit to say since she was still resistant to fully submitting to that fat pig.
"Yes, it's best that you always refer to King Gornu as master, lord, or other honorifics befitting his supreme status. Master doesn't like it when we refer to him by any less appropriate titles, " Virelia informed the new slave. "But enough of that. He fucked you good, yes?"
Emma squinted her eyes in attempted denial, but painfully revealed more. "He, uh... he did... Gor-, Master Gornu fucked me really good. Though, having that crowd watching me wasn't any fun at all." Seraphine and Virelia let out a playful giggle.
"Oh, you get used to the crowd. They can watch all they want. But as long as you're in Master Gornu's good graces, they will never get their hands on you," Seraphine replied, carefully caressing Emma's arm.
"How did he take you?" Virelia asked. Emma squeezed her thighs, recalling all too vividly the lewd actuality of having had sex with Gornu.
"I, uh... I rode him on his lap..." Emma hesitantly revealed. Seraphine and Virelia looked at each other and gasped.
"Hmmm, I love doing that for him. I love how he uses his big hands to feel my body up as I fuck myself into his lap," Seraphine muttered, biting her lip. Emma involuntarily bit her lip as well, reminded of how it had felt to have him touching her. How his big grimy hands had pawed at her sensitive flesh, gripping her like she was his and his alone. Slowly, Emma was growing more and more comfortable with her situation. But that may have been her brain's response to coping with something so traumatic.
"Did he cum inside of you??" Seraphine suddenly asked.
"Wha- Ugh, Seraphine! Why are you so pushy?!" Emma gasped. Now, it seemed like they were already her good friends, rather than quite recent acquaintances.
"Of course he did! Master Gornu always does that for all his new kitties," Virelia interrupted.
Then, feeling a hand land on her inner thigh, Emma gasped and squeezed her loins together. Emma's green eyes widened to see that the hand belonged to Seraphine.
"What are you doing?!" Emma exclaimed, quickly grabbing Serpahine's arm.
"I need to finish your cleaning. Gornu came inside of you, no?" Seraphine explained.
"He uh, did..." Emma timidly admitted.
Letting out a devilish smirk, Seraphine drifted her hand deeper between Emma's upper thighs. "Hmm, it's a good thing that you're already clean-shaven. Master loves his girls bare," Seraphine said in a low voice.
Emma squirmed as Seraphine's slender finger delved deeper towards her pussy lips. "Gah! Hey!" the redhead tried to say, as Seraphine made contact with her clit.
"Shh, this will be quick."
Feeling two fingers slip past her lips, Emma gasped and let out a moan. Quickly covering her mouth, she stared at Seraphine in embarrassment. The pretty lilac-skinned servant just gave her a little smirk and delved her fingers deeper.
"Gah! Nhggg!" Emma winced in pleasure. Seraphine skillfully dug her fingers deep into Emma's pussy as if she had done this many times before. While this was happening, Virelia watched attentively.
"Oh my! Master Gornu came inside you a lot!" Seraphine exclaimed.
Her digging fingers made Emma's pussy throb with pleasure. Her legs shook violently as Seraphine scooped as much of Gornu's thick sticky cum out of Emma as she could. Needing something to hold on to, Emma reached over and held tightly onto Virelia.
"It's okay, Emma. Seraphine makes this enjoyable for all the girls, including me. She'd been doing this for a while," Virelia comforted Emma.
Emma's mind was lost in the pleasure. It was as if Seraphine knew every nook and cranny of her pussy. Again, all her worries about the outside world faded away, and all she could think about was the pleasure she was receiving from her new 'sister'. As her mind melted away, Emma contemplated her situation. Perhaps this won't be as bad as she had been thinking. Here she was surrounded by beautiful women and, so far, she'd had access to wonderful facilities. But what kept bringing her back down to reality was the fact that she had essentially become the property of King Gornu.
Emma suddenly gasped with pleasure as Seraphine's finger rolled up into her G-spot. "Ah! Oh my god!" Emma squealed.
"Almost done. Just bear with me. Though, it seems like you're enjoying this." Seraphine gave a knowing smirk.
"Ah, hmm. Well, your fingers are wiggling around deep inside of me. It's a little hard not to feel good," Emma struggled to get out, holding onto Virelia tighter.
Emma felt her orgasm approaching. Seraphine's rolling fingers kept prodding at her G-spot like she was doing it on purpose. Emma squirmed and thrashed, splashing some water around. Then, with one final stroke, a roaring orgasm came ripping through Emma's body, gushing out the last remnants of Gornu's effusive cum.
"AUGH! CUMMMMINNGGG!" Emma wailed. Her legs squeezed around Seraphine's hand, trapping it within her convulsing pussy. Her walls constricted tightly around the other girl's fingers as a mixture of Gornu's cum and Emma's own juices came rushing out onto Seraphine's hand.
"That's it. There, there now..." Seraphine cooed at Emma as the new girl gasped for breath. Virelia just giggled with delight as she steadied Emma's body. Sticky streams of thick white semen came pouring out of Emma's quaking slit and disseminated into the pool.
Removing her fingers from Emma's pussy, Seraphine rinsed her hand in the water. "Augh..." Emma groaned, melting into the warm waters.
"How do you feel?" Virelia giggled, holding her up to prevent her from fully submerging.
"Ah... That was good... Like really good..."
Seraphine turned and gave Emma a welcoming smile. Then, hearing someone call out to them, the two pretty women stood to attention.
"Seraphine! Virelia! Is Emma cleaned up?" Anara called from somewhere out in the steamy mist. Urgently standing back up, the two picked up Emma's slouching body.
"Yes! She's all clean!" Virelia responded.
"Okay, bring her to the dressing atrium. I'll meet you there," Anara ordered. The two pretty servants nodded and then carefully escorted Emma out of the pool.
As Emma was being led through the mist, she struggled to walk in the aftermath of her powerful orgasm. Her knees wobbled and she threatened to collapse onto the floor. Thankfully, Seraphine and Virelia were there to hold her up until she'd regained enough strength to manage for herself.
As the three girls made their twisting and turning way through the steamy mist, Emma had no idea where the hell they were leading her to. She glanced back and forth between Seraphine and Virelia to try to recover some sense of direction but, knowing exactly where they were going, the two kept their eyes directed ahead. Eventually, they made it to another set of sliding doors. Releasing her hold on one of Emma's arms, Virelia activated the nearby touchpad.
The door then slid open, revealing another large chamber. "Come now," Seraphine urged, tugging Emma into the next room with Virelia trailing closely behind.
Scanning her surroundings, Emma saw that she was now surrounded by even more attractive human and humanoid females. Her green eyes widened as she saw that most of them were wearing very salacious 'slave girl' clothing of the style she had observed earlier in Gornu's main chamber. Her stomach sank at the realization that she was going to have to wear the same kind of degrading attire. However, Emma could help but appraise the attractiveness of the various women adorned in many different variations of the revealing slave garments. She couldn't lie, they all looked sexy as hell.
The chamber extended a good way down. The spacious area was lined with changing rooms and furnished with many vanity tables where girls could tidy up. A multiplicity of connecting hallways presumably led to still more side rooms and luxurious accommodations. Emma froze as the majority of the women in the room stopped what they were doing to take note of their newest sister.
Not knowing what else to do, Emma gave a timid little wave. To her surprise, they all just smiled and gave her a welcoming wave before returning to what they were doing.
"Huh, everyone here seems really nice," Emma muttered.
"Mhm!" Seraphine hummed happily. "We're all sisters here. Master likes to promote sisterhood within his harem so that we all get along." As much of a lecherous pig as Emma thought Gornu was, she had to admit that the living conditions he provided for his slave girls were not too terrible. Still, the fact that everyone here was essentially his property remained very distasteful to her.
Anara then came up to them from behind. "Ah, hello once again, Emma. Did the girls do a satisfactory job of cleaning you?" Emma squeezed her thighs.
"I- uh. Yeah... They did..." she timidly responded. Anara gave a knowing smile before taking Emma's arm.
"Hm, that's good. Let's get you tidied up for Master. He's eagerly awaiting your return to his dais," Anara urged. Emma sighed and went along with her.
Arriving at one of the dressing rooms, the four women went inside, closing the curtain behind them. Emma scanned her surroundings. There was a large mirror on the wall, a comfy leisure couch, several counters of lotions and cosmetics, and rack after rack of salacious-looking clothing.
"Take a seat while we get your things ready," Anara said to Emma. Gornu's newest slave could only nod while plopping herself onto the soft couch.
"Anara," someone called from beyond the curtain. In response, Anara peeked through the curtain. Emma watched as she reached out and retrieved something from whoever was behind the curtain.
When she turned back around, Anara's hands held a medium-sized case decorated with fancy gold engravings and glittering gems. She lay it down on a nearby table and then opened it up. Seraphine and Virelia quickly skittered over to her to see what was inside. The two gasped and playfully snickered to each other.
"Oh my! These are so nice! I'm so jealous!" Virelia gushed.
"Indeed. Master Gornu personally picked this one out for her," Anara informed the others. Emma didn't stir from the comfortable couch, but she was unable to restrain herself from tilting her head curiously in the direction of the luxurious casket. She was almost tempted to get up and see for herself.
Turning toward Emma, Anara spoke. "Stand up for me, Emma. It's time we got you prepared." Slowly nodding, Emma arose from the couch and strode to the center of the room.
For the next thirty minutes or so, Anara, Seraphine, and Virelia helped Emma array herself with her new attire. Everything felt like it was happening so fast, that she couldn't entirely take in what exactly it was that she was putting on. Once Emma's attire had been fitted to her alluring form, Seraphine and Virelia proceeded to ply Emma with cosmetics and other beauty treatments. They did her nails, painting them a very nice pearly white. Emma's wavy amber hair was done up into a heart-shaped half-up braid and then ornamented with further fancy accessories. They then applied some makeup and lavished her with some sweetly scented perfume. Emma tried to sneak a peek at herself in the mirror, but her view was constantly being obstructed by the diligent servant girls. Even though her stomach was churning with the knowledge that she was falling ever deeper into the situation she found herself in, Emma couldn't help but be curious about how she looked. She couldn't lie to herself, being lovingly tended to like this made her feel like royalty. Eventually, the tedious work was finally finished.



Blotting up the sweat that permeated her forehead, Anara took Emma's shoulders and spun her around. Emma's pretty green eyes widened in shock as she took in her own appearance. Like all the other girls here, she was now wearing very fancy, yet salacious attire. Her top was fashioned from glittery red silk that was semi-transparent and lined with gold beads. Smooth silk swatches covered her breasts vertically; the silken strips then wrapped behind her back before connecting with a collar around her neck, revealing a generous amount of inner and side boobs. The silk straps didn't connect in the middle, so her cleavage displayed a deeply alluring divide.
As her eyes traced further down her form, Emma saw that she had been wrapped in a provocative loincloth fashioned from silk identical in shade to her top; the silken strands that encircled her loins were connected by thin strings of beads, though the fabric wasn't as transparent as her top. Further swaths of silk depended from the front of the loincloth, hanging almost all the way to her ankles; more silk was tucked between the cheeks of her ass, as well, but this strand failed to cover her supple cheeks at all. Underneath the thin swirl of silk, her pussy was accorded no additional protection. She was basically running commando. Everything she wore accentuated her curves while sexily setting off her serene white skin.
Emma turned her attention from the main attraction to the other accessories she had been outfitted with. These included gold ornamental armlets, bracelets, and anklets: the bracelets and anklets had beads that connected around her middle fingers and toes. She also had additional silk strands woven around her arms and beaded chains encircling her supple torso.
Emma's face was lightly made up. Her lips shone with glossy pink lipstick; her eyes were accented by very alluring eyeliner and eye shadow. Her cheeks were rosy with a subtle blush. Finally, very luxurious gold earrings dangled from her earlobes, and her hair was braided with still more connecting beads and gold ornaments.
"Hmm, you look stunning," Anara said, almost biting her lip.
Emma was frozen, her eyes were stuck on how provocatively she was dressed. It was so degrading! So suggestive! Yes, she enjoyed showing some skin, but this, well, she might as well have been naked! However, Emma had to admit that she looked sexy as hell.
"Hmmm, you look so beautiful, Emma. Master is going to love seeing you in this," Virelia excitedly uttered. Seraphine just rapidly nodded in agreement.
"I- um... Thanks, girls. I uh... Yeah... I look good..." Emma muttered, not knowing what else to say about how she felt. She liked how she looked, but she was not at all comfortable wearing such lovely and seductive attire for the fat pig she was forced to call 'master'.
"Oh! I forgot one last thing!" Anara exclaimed. Running over to the table, she produced a small fancy-looking box. Opening it, she revealed a black stone ring engraved in glowing orange inscriptions in some alien glyphs.
Taking Emma's left hand, Anara slipped the ring on her ring finger. "Em, what is this for?" Emma queried. She was transfixed at the engraved glowing lettering. "What does it say?"
"It's a ring that signifies Gornu's ownership over us," Anara explained. Emma immediately shuddered. She was falling even deeper into this system that she so desperately wanted no part of. "The engraving on the ring means, 'Gornu's Velsula'. Velsula means slave, concubine, or wife in Abogonian, our Master's native tongue."
"Great... I really am becoming a concubine for his harem. Never thought that this would ever happen to me... This is what I get for being so stupid." Emma kicked herself.
"This ring is also symbolic of our sisterhood. So you are now officially one of us! We all have the same ring as well," Anara added, flashing her matching ring to Emma. Seraphine and Virelia happily showed off their rings as well. Emma felt somewhat happier hearing that she was not alone in her plight. She didn't mind being a part of this sisterhood. Everyone here seemed very nice and caring.
"Huh, that's nice. Thank you. Uh- sisters..." Emma uttered. She was slowly integrating herself into Gornu's system.
The three happily smiled before quickly approaching her. Emma gasped as Anara strode right up to her and planted her supple lips on Emma's. The newest slave gasped as she tried to figure out why Anara was suddenly kissing her. After Anara finished conferring her kiss on Emma, Seraphine and Virelia quickly stepped in and took turns sharing their kisses with their newly inducted sister.
"What are you guys doing?! Why did you do that??" Emma abashedly explained, her face blushing heavily.
"Oh! Sorry, this is how we sisters greet each other. I hope you aren't offended," Anara urgently responded, bowing her head.
Emma's body tensed. It was all too much to take in: how all the girls were dressed, and now this! She couldn't properly wrap her head around being included in such a place. Nonetheless, she was now their sister. So she might as well get along with the customs here.
"I'm not offended. I was just taken by surprise," Emma backtracked. "Hmm, I think I could get used to this form of greeting. It's not so bad kissing pretty women such as yourselves." Emma flirted a bit, trying to lighten the mood.
Her sisters just giggled and blushed. "Not so bad yourself, Emma. You look so good in your new attire. I almost want to take you for myself," Virelia suggestively said, biting her lip. Seraphine gasped and playfully nudged her shoulder.
"You're so naughty!" Seraphine exclaimed. Her eyes traced up and down Emma's body. Letting out a quiet moan, she bit her lip as well. "But Virelia is right. You do look so fucking hot. I think I want to take you as well."
Emma's heart raced. She felt her body heating up from the suggestiveness of this conversation she was having with her new sisters. Never in her life had she wanted to sleep with a woman this badly before. Never mind two of them!
Anara rolled her yellow eyes and said, "You two can play with Emma once her time with her Master is done." The two lilac-skinned beauties sighed and nodded. King Gornu always took precedence. "But make sure you include me as well," Anara winked.
Emma felt giddy at everyone's playful flirting. She let out a small giggle. "Perhaps my tenure here won't be so bad," she thought.
"Anyway, I think it's time for you to head back to Master Gornu. He's been expecting you," Anara informed their newest slave-sister. Emma's smile immediately faltered. She kept forgetting that she had to be with that gross bastard. She just wanted to stay here, with her sisters.
But since she had no choice in the matter, Emma exhaled heavily and slowly nodded in agreement. "Let's go, I guess..."
"Indeed. Oh! I almost forgot." Anara quickly went over to the box that held Emma's attire and pulled out a long chain. Emma just stared at the metal links knowing what this must be for. Reaching behind her neck, she felt a link on her ornamental collar which the chain would connect to.
"Is this really necessary? I don't need that. I'll behave, I swear," Emma objected.
Anara shook her head. "I'm sorry, this is what our Master wanted. He likes to keep his pets on leashes."
"But some of the other girls don't have them! Why do I have to wear one!" Emma exclaimed like a pouty little girl.
"Sorry, Emma. Since he said that you are one of his favorites, you have to have one. He likes to keep his special kitties really close," Anara explained. Emma rolled her green eyes.
"Fine. Just hurry up and put it on already."
"Hm, not just yet. You will present the chain to your Master. And he will put it on you himself," Anara continued. "For now, I will hold this for you until we get back to the main halls." Emma's eyes eyes went dead. How much more degrading can things get?
"Let us escort you back to the main hall, shall we?" Anara suggested. Emma nodded and they proceeded out of the changing room with Seraphine and Virelia trailing closely behind.
As they walked down the halls of the atrium, Emma noticed the eyes of all the other girls were being drawn to her. Some looked amazed at how good she looked in her new attire. Some of the others looked a little jealous. Emma couldn't help but blush at the sensation of having so many pretty eyes focused on her.
Exiting the atrium, they proceeded back through the bathhouse and eventually made it to the main doors through which Emma had entered this seraglio - or whatever you called the area in which a harem was confined. As the door was activated, it slid open to reveal that dark maroon hallway.
"Finally. Come now, girl," the Hyraxian guard growled, walking up to Emma.
Emma froze to see the hulking warrior stride toward her. In her current state, she felt so vulnerable and weak. She hadn't felt like this since she was a little girl. As he was about to reach out and grab her arm, he was interrupted.
"Hey! Be careful with her!" Anara shouted. Emma turned to her with a thankful look in her eyes. The guard growled at her. "She is to be one of Master Gornu's favorites," Anara continued. "I would advise you to take her to him in one piece. Don't bother putting your hands on her, she will walk on her own. I can assure you that."
Flashing his sharp teeth, the guard reluctantly backed away, well aware of the consequences of causing any possible harm to one of Gornu's precious concubines. "Give me one second with her. It will only be a moment," Anara informed the two waiting guards.
Emma turned to face Anara, with Seraphine and Virelia standing behind her. "I'm kinda nervous, Anara. Are you guys allowed to come with me??" Emma exclaimed. She was dreading that she had to return to Gornu. She just wanted to stay with her sisters.
Anara shook her head. "I'm sorry, Emma. We can't. We are only allowed onto Master's dais if he asks for us. But you'll be fine."
"Will I see you guys again?" Emma asked. She had grown a connection with these girls in her brief time with them. She even considered them to be her friends at this point.
"Of course, you will. We'll see you in time. However, Master will want to keep you close for a bit. But if you are good to him, he will reward you," Anara informed her reassuringly. Emma sighed. There was no way to know how long she would be with that fat pig. And god knows all the salacious things he would do to her in the meantime.
"Okay... Is there anything I should know? I'm still kinda new to this whole being a concubine thing..."
Anara smiled. "Of course. One of the important things to know is that you will obey Master's orders no matter what. Don't object or hesitate in any way. He will punish you." Emma's throat got dry and she gulped as the shock collar still around her neck seemed to tighten.
Emma nodded. "You are supposed to look alluring to all his guests. So don't be stiff. Just relax and look sexy. Especially for Master Gornu," Anara informed. "Do you know how to dance?"
"Um, yeah. I can..." Emma answered. She knew what kind of 'dancing' Anara was implying. With her former line of work, she'd had to learn how to dance in order to lure in her many male targets. So she was well-versed in the kind of dancing that would likely be expected of her.
"Good. Master will ask you to dance for him from time to time," Anara replied. "But, most importantly, you have to satisfy Master's sexual needs whenever he commands." Emma's stomach sank as Anara continued. "I understand your... disdain with him for making you one of his concubines. But there is no point in reminiscing about your past. This is your life now. The sooner you accept that, the easier your life here will be, and the happier. For your own sake, it's best if you just enjoy yourself when pleasuring Master Gornu. You'll have a lot more fun that way than you will if you whine and sulk. Master will know if you are enjoying him or not. And he doesn't like it when his girls fail to fully enjoy him."
Anara's words were like daggers of truth. As much as Emma wanted to hold on to the hope that she would escape from Abogon, or that someone would rescue her, her prospects seemed bleak. She just had to hold on until her sister mustered a task force to retrieve her. But Emma was well aware that her current location in the galaxy was far from any allied space. So mounting any rescue mission would take quite some time.
Emma's best chance to survive required her to adjust as best she could to the situation she had gotten herself into. If that meant submitting herself to the lecherous bastard who'd captured and enslaved her, so be it. She might have been made into a concubine, but at least she had gained some new friends, no, sisters.
"Okay, I understand, Anara," Emma replied back with some confidence. Anara smiled happily.
"Good. I think you're ready. Guards, she is prepared. Please escort her to Master Gornu." The guard nodded and began to lead the way. "Oh! Here, don't forget this. You don't want to come to Master empty-handed," Anara quickly added, handing Emma her leash.
Emma chuckled and replied, "Are you trying to get me punished?"
Anara rolled her yellow eyes. "Oh! And remember what I said about how you refer to our lord." Emma nodded, understanding what she must do.
Looking down at her leash, Emma gripped it tightly and composed herself. "Okay, let's do this," she thought to herself. She gave a small farewell wave to her three companions and they happily waved back.
"Good luck!" Seraphine and Virelia said in unison. Anara just gave her a nod of reassurance. She had done enough for her already, so further words of encouragement were unnecessary.
Turning around, Emma took a deep breath and walked forward. She was allowed to walk on her own, but the Hyraxian guards took up positions directly in front of and behind her, just in case.
After a long walk through the endless hallways, Emma finally arrived at the entrance to Gornu's main chamber. The lead guard was met by a small gremlin-looking alien who was wearing some jewelry and other ornamental attire.
"Is she ready??" the gremlin asked in a high-pitched scratchy voice.
"Yes, here she is," the guard replied, moving aside, revealing Emma to the little alien.
Scurrying over to her, he grabbed her wrist and tugged Emma down to his level. "Girl! You understand your place, yes? You won't cause any trouble for lord Gornu, yes? Because troublemakers get punished!"
Emma was grossed out by this green little goblin thing. But she just nodded obediently. "Yes, I know my place. I won't cause trouble for Master Gornu."
"Good. But I will be keeping a close eye on you. Just in case," the gremlin said, releasing his vice grip from her wrist. "I see you also have your leash ready. Good. I will present you to King Gornu. And when you come before him, you will kneel and bow before presenting your leash to him. Then he will put it on you. You understand, yes?"
"Yes, I understand," Emma said, nodding deferentially.
"Good! Come now, girl."
As the gremlin led the way, Emma trailed closely behind him. Upon leaving the cover of the hallway, Emma came into the view of all those within the main chamber. Catcalls and whistles immediately bombarded the pretty redheaded concubine. Paying them no mind, Emma focused her attention on the center of it all.
Her siren green eyes fixed upon her new master as he sat on his throne. Gornu, in turn, was focused on that Numydian girl, Selene. Gornu took no apparent notice of Emma's approach to his dais until she was directly in front of him. But then his grimy eyes widened with delight as his new concubine was presented to him.
Licking his chops, Gornu motioned Emma up the stairs. Standing directly in front of him, his gremlin lackey began to speak. "King Gornu the First. Ruler of Pyrus, Zebala, Naarm, Yuktebeban, conqueror of the Peraxys star system, and leader of the almighty Guraxian Crime Syndicate. I present to you, Emma! The assassin sent to deceive you and end your life!"
A mixture of cheers and boos came raining down upon Emma. She averted her eyes to the ground at these noisome reminders of the humiliating failure of her original mission. Snapping his fingers at her, the gremlin servant signaled her to kneel.
Emma obediently fell on her knees before Gornu's feet and bowed her head. This was so demeaning, but she had no choice if she was going to survive this.
"Ho ho ho! My new pet!" Gornu bellowed. His hungry eyes ate up how enticing Emma looked in her new attire, so befitting of her enslaved station. He had known that what he'd picked out for her would make her look so delectable, so alluring. He couldn't wait to get some more of her sweet ass.
Gripping her leash, Emma took a deep breath, then raised it up to him. Gornu grinned evilly. "Oh? Is this for me?" Gornu taunted.
"Yes, Master Gornu. This leash is for you to put on me..." she replied. Gornu bellowed victoriously to hear her call him master.
"Hmmm, a change of heart, have we had? The last time I saw you, you were quite feisty."
Emma bit her tongue. "I- I now know my place here. This is my life now. I figure that the sooner I accept that, the better off I will be." She would have never said that on her own had it not been for the instruction from her new sisters.
Gornu gave a light spank to Selene, who obediently hopped off of his lap. He reached down and took the leash from Emma's hands. "Mhm, the better you will be. It's good you understand that sooner than later, pet. It will save you a whole lot of punishment."
"Now come here, my pet. Let me put this leash on you," Gornu commanded. Emma scooted herself forward and turned around. Moving her elegant red mane to the side, she revealed the latch for her leash. Feeling a slight tug at her neck, Emma heard a click.
Then she was suddenly yanked back. She felt choked for the briefest of moments before the collar relaxed. Swiveling her head around, she looked at Gornu, trying to hold back a glare.
"HA, testing if this thing is sturdy!" Gornu didn't need to apologize. Emma was his property. "Now come here, pet. Sit on your master's lap." As instructed, Emma rose from the floor and climbed onto Gornu's lap.
She shuddered feeling the heat emitted by his fat body. The feeling of her back making contact with his moist sticky hide grossed her out, but she pushed on. Gornu groaned and proceeded to feel up Emma's scrumptious body. His hands ran up her wide hips and up to her silk-covered boobs.
Emma moaned and held onto his flabby wrists as he kneaded and groped her D-cups in his grimy hands. "Ohhhh," she mewled, feeling him give her a good squeeze.
Gornu then stuffed his face into her neck and took a big sniff. "Ho ho! You smell so... Hmmm... Delicious." Emma groaned but masked it as a moan of delight.
"Ah, thank you, master..." she cooed.
After a few minutes of aggressive groping and smelling of her perfumed skin, Gornu wanted to sample the lips of the newest addition to his harem. "Gah, I need your lips around my cock, pet. Get on your knees and pleasure me."
Emma's heart raced. This was her first official order as a concubine with no choice but to pleasure her master. Naturally, she wanted to object, but remembering what Anara had told her, and the ferocious punishment she had incurred for resisting him the last time, Emma obediently nodded and fell off his lap as adroitly as a pussycat.
Getting between his fat legs, she stared at his groin: a notable tent was growing under his loincloth. As she looked up at Gornu, he just gave her a knowing grin. Her attention reverted back to his erect cock. Reaching over to the loincloth, Emma flipped it to one side to reveal his cock, the cock that she would be getting real familiar with for the foreseeable future.



It was as vivid as she remembered. All the details of his monstrous cock intimidated her. Seeing a long drip of precum leaking from his slit, Emma clenched her fists. But not wanting to wait any longer, she leaned forward and placed her tongue directly under his cockhead. Gornu groaned in pleasure as he felt her wet tongue touching him once again.
"GAH! YES! HA HA!" Gornu bellowed. "Keep going! Suck... my... cock..."
Emma exhaled from her nose, then proceeded to wrap her lush lips around his cock and take him down her throat. The sounds of her sucking, the groans of her master, and the ambiance of the party going on uninterrupted in the background, all rang in Emma's ears. She had swallowed her pride and surrendered to this fat bastard, accepting her fate. This was her life now, at least until her sister came and rescued her. But would she be able to hold out until then? Or would the real Emma be too far gone by the time Ava arrived? Only time will tell...
To be continued.
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Top Brass Ch. 01
Author's Note: This story takes place immediately after An Alien Entanglement Pt. 03. But you don't need to read that series to understand this one.
Disclaimer: All characters presented in this story of 18 years and older.
Sitting in the dropship, Amanda crossed her legs as she scrolled through her datapad. She was trying to catch up on her review of the countless file reports that her subordinates had sent her. Letting out an irritated sigh, she put down her datapad and looked out the window.
"Director Harkless, we are approaching the Stillguard data farm," the pilot informed her. As the 28-year-old woman peered out the window, she saw countless gunships patrolling the airspace around the facility and little dots of what she assumed were soldiers marching around the base. However, they appeared as tiny as ants from her viewpoint.
Once her dropship had landed on the nearest platform, Amanda unbuckled herself from her seat and stood up. While her security detail was assembling itself, she made sure that she was as presentable as possible. Patting down her white pearly white military uniform, she made sure that there was no wrinkle or speck of filth on her. Untucking her black gloves from her belt, she slipped them onto her hands and straightened out her matching white collared cape. Using her datapad's blank black screen as a mirror, she made sure that her long platinum blonde hair was neatly tied back. Fluttering her piercing crimson eyes, she nodded, finding her looks to be very much in order.
Her pair of Sentinel Guards took their positions on either side of her, just to her rear. Their onyx black armor shimmered sinisterly; their visors glowed an ominous royal blue. As the hangar door popped open and lowered slowly down, Amanda tugged on her tight collar and took a deep breath. Once the ramp of the door had settled to the surface of the landing pad, Amanda strode down with every appearance of confidence. Her first step was the signal for her impeccably trained guards to follow her. As she emerged from the dropship's interior, her red pupils shrunk in response to the brightness outside. As she raised her arm to shade her eyes, her attention was caught by the speech of an approaching soldier.
"Director Harkless, Officer Murphy reporting for duty. Good to see you, ma'am," the officer reeled off as he saluted her with a smart snap. She just nodded in acknowledgment. "We weren't expecting you personally, Director. We were told to expect Warrant Officer Weston."
"These sorts of assignments would ordinarily be beneath my station. But since I was already on planet when whatever happened here took place, I decided I might as well come to see for myself," Amanda explained. "Oh, and Warrant Officer Weston will be taking over for me once I'm finished here." The officer nervously nodded. He seemed intimidated by Amanda's presence.
"So, give me a report on what happened here. I heard that there was a significant data breach that occurred at this facility, is that true?" she said, checking her datapad.
"Yes, ma'am. We have concluded that the perpetrators were able to access the lower levels of this facility and that they retrieved data we believe to be moderate to highly sensitive information," the officer nervously replied.
Amanda raised her eyebrow and looked up from her pad. "Moderate to highly sensitive? You aren't sure what they took?"
The officer shook his head and replied, "Em, yes ma'am... We're still narrowing it down." Amanda sighed in annoyance.
"So you're telling me that a band of outlaws managed to get into this highly secured facility, and breach our database? Stealing god knows what. That should be fairly hard to do, if not almost impossible without the proper clearance. I will need to speak with the facility supervisor after I'm done here," she said sternly.
"And who exactly were these perpetrators? Did they get away?" Amanda added.
"Based on our investigation, they weren't just your everyday outlaws. These were contracted bounty hunters." Amanda nodded. It would explain how they got so far. Some bounty hunters could be quite savvy. But such a major security breach should still have never happened.
"Well, the good news is that we managed to eliminate most of them. There were five of them, and we got four of those five," the officer explained. "They mostly consisted of hired guns, a modified Spectre Drone, and a notable netrunner that the Security Bureau already had on its blacklist."
"Four out of five? Where's the last one?!" Amanda jumped in.
"Er- that's the bad news... We don't know. We thought we had them all bottled up at the top of the facility, but they swarmed down the exterior wall above one of the city's utility trenches to the very bottom of the facility, blew a hole in the facility's coolant drain space, and managed to escape into the neighboring sewer systems," Officer Murphy rattled off, with every indication of embarrassment.
Amanda sighed in frustration. She was baffled at the scale of this cluster fuck: a naval intelligence data farm should be impenetrable, impregnable! "Tell me that we at least retrieved the missing data," she sighed. The officer just stood there awkwardly, too timid to figure out how to word even more bad news.
Under the strength of a withering glare from Amanda, he pulled himself together enough to say, "No... it's, uh, unfortunately, er, highly probable that the last surviving perpetrator escaped with the data..." Amanda closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Her subordinate shuffled back a bit seeing her frustration growing: he didn't want to be anywhere around if a Director's temper exploded.
"Ugh... It's even worse than I thought," she muttered. "Alright. Tell me more about the bounty hunters you did manage to eliminate. I will leave the hunt for the one who got away to Weston. And please remind me later exactly who is supposed to be 'in charge' around here. I need to have a nice long chat with them," Amanda ordered. The officer just gulped and nodded.
"Yes, ma'am. Please, if you would follow me."
Officer Murphy guided the Director around the surface level of the facility, showing her where the firefights with the intruders had taken place. As they reached the main platform, Amanda's crimson eyes widened at the sight of a countless line of body bags. She also noted a pile made up of many scraps of Spectre Drones. "Who were these people? They must have been carrying some serious firepower," she thought.
"So, here are the bodies of the perpetrators," the officer added, as Amanda was led to a separate group of bodies covered only by a tarp. Crouching down, she uncovered the tarp to reveal three bodies. She saw that one was a human female, another was a heavily modified drone, and the third was a very large Aristan male. Their bodies were littered with bullet holes.
"Where is the fourth?" Amanda queried, covering the bodies back up.
"The body of the blacklisted netrunner is currently being retrieved by the Security Bureau. They were pretty adamant about exerting control over the corpse. So I'm afraid you'll have to take that up with them. Apparently, the body was found in a makeshift server room somewhere on the city's outskirts. They say the person in question was connected to several rebel cells across this sector."
Amanda stood back up. "I think that's enough for now. Would you mind telling me where the supervisor is?" she asked.
"He is currently in the main command center of the facility. I'll inform him that you are coming to see him," he immediately responded.
"That won't be necessary," she stopped him. "Thank you, Officer Murphy. You can resume your duties." The man nodded, giving her one last salute before disappearing into the distance. Amanda let out a heavy sigh as she motioned her guards to follow her into the interior of the base.
As she walked, Amanda ground her teeth in annoyance. She was angry that something like this could have even taken place. The amount of incompetence displayed here was staggering. And even more embarrassing by Coalition standards. It was a sign of weakness. And in these parts of the galaxy, weakness is death. Amanda was determined to give whoever was in charge a nice padding down. As she reached the main door to the command center, the pair of guards posted there immediately recognized her rank based on her uniform, braced to rigid attention, and saluted her. They were also slightly intimidated by the sight of the Sentinel Guards accompanying her.
The doors slid open and she proceeded into the room. The sounds of people scrambling and pacing around resounded in her ears. She watched as people shouted at each other, arguing and gesticulating wildly. And in the center of the room was what looked to be the supervisor; clad in their gray uniform that fit their station. He was in the midst of giving a person a good padding down. As he finished chewing out the unfortunate victim of his attention and waved them away, he glanced over toward the door and saw Amanda standing there. He froze in fear at the sight of a Director of Highcom in his command center.
"CLEAR THE ROOM!" Amanda ordered. Everyone immediately jumped up or swiveled around in startlement. But as soon as they realized who had issued the command, they fell all over themselves in their hurry to exit the command center, leaving her alone with the unfortunate supervisor.
Once the room was clear of all the others, Amanda ordered her Sentinels to wait outside. Finding a chair, she picked it up and dragged it towards the profusely sweating supervisor. As she set the chair down squarely in front of him, he gulped and tugged on his collar. He was clearly affected by sheer fear and nervousness.
"Take a seat," Amanda suggested in an even tone.
"I'm okay, ma'am," he restlessly replied.
"Take - a - seat..." she repeated in an implacable voice which clearly indicated that the 'suggestion' was a thinly veiled order. The man nodded fearfully and obediently plopped down. Walking around the chair so he could see her, Amanda left him to wallow in his discomfort while she spent several moments inspecting the room. Every second of her silent disregard added to the supervisor's unease. Her aura radiated unalloyed intimidation. As he sat there, helplessly awaiting the moment when her attention finally focused back on him, he kept having to wipe off the sweat that was dripping from his forehead and stinging his eyes.
"So," Amanda said, finally breaking the excruciating silence. "You're the one who was supposedly in charge of this base."
"Yes, ma'am..." he replied timorously.
Turning back to him, she slowly strode up to him and read the name tag on his uniform. "Hm, K. Bridges..." she muttered, reading his name aloud. "Would you mind explaining what happened here?"
For the next half hour, under her excruciating grilling, Amanda elicited a full and detailed accounting of everything that had happened. The base's investigation had pinpointed precisely how the perpetrators had slipped into the base and how they had managed to elude most of the base's vaunted security. To the perpetrators' credit, Amanda had to acknowledge how well thought out and executed their maneuvers had been. Even when their escape from the facility had been thwarted, the heist team had resorted to a backup plan that had come perilously close to succeeding. And, without a still-mysterious report by someone who had walked off the street into a random Peacekeeper station, the intrusion might never have been detected at all. There was no doubt that she needed to pursue a painstaking rundown on protocol and security measures once she was done here. The necessity of that appraisal didn't alter how annoying and time-consuming it was bound to be.
And there was still this supervisor to deal with. "Mhmm, considering everything you've told me, it still doesn't explain why security seemed lighter than usual that night. Anyone with eyes should have noticed the discrepancies in the security feed," Amanda pointed out.
"Sorry, ma'am... It was the night of the celebration... I- I issued orders that our personnel could take it a bit easy for the night," the supervisor nervously revealed. Amanda raised her eyebrow. The break-in had occurred here in the midst of the national holiday. Another example of the careful planning by the perpetrators of the data heist, which did go a long way to explaining the shoddiness and incompetence of the security arrangements for the night.
But an explanation wasn't the same as an excuse. Letting out a heavy sigh, she said, "You will clean up your mess here. I require that you provide me with a full written report of what happened here by tomorrow. I'm afraid a lot of what happened is going to fall on your shoulders, so you will also be written up. How harsh a punishment you receive will depend entirely on how thorough and honest your report is, and on how well you clean up this mess. If you do everything perfectly, I'm sure you'll receive little more than a slap on the wrist. If you fail to handle everything to my satisfaction, well, let's just say that your future prospects will deteriorate dramatically."
The supervisor quickly nodded. "Now, go," she ordered. Getting up from the chair, he hastily exited the room. Tapping the heel of her black boot on the floor, she sighed once again and made her way out of the command center. Once the doors slid open, Amanda snapped her fingers to her guards and they immediately resumed their positions behind her.
Receiving a call in her earpiece, Amanda tapped on it and answered. "Yes, this is Amanda Harkless."
"Hello, Director Harkless. This is Fleet Admiral Leo Caseus." Amanda's eyes widened as she walked. Why was the fleet admiral of this entire sector calling her? "We need you over at planetary HQ as soon as possible."
"Yes, sir. I'll be there right away," Amanda responded.
"Good, we'll be waiting in the main meeting room in the command wing," he stated. Before she could even ask why he needed her, he hung up the call. "We?" she thought. But perhaps the attendance at the meeting would be fleshed out by whatever subordinates and other flunkies were needed to carry out whatever got decided.
Exiting the building, Amanda returned to her dropship and proceeded to the planetary HQ of Antares IV. As her dropship gained speed and altitude, she peered through the small window of her ship's cabin. Though many thought the city reached its full liveliness at night with all the neon lights ablaze, she preferred the daytime view of the city's high rises glistening in the sunlight. As they flew higher, Amanda felt a distinct rumble add itself to the ship's usual complement of in-flight noises. Peering back through the window, she saw an Ares-Class Destroyer flying overhead coming from one of the many naval shipyards located around the city, headed for the upper atmosphere. Reclining into her seat again, she checked her datapad and went through some of the files that had arrived earlier and that she had put off to deal with the crisis of data theft.
Amanda's dropship arrived at the planetary HQ and landed in the executive hangar bay of the large governmental building. As soon as her ship touched down, she promptly exited it and made her way deeper into the building. As always, her guards trailed closely behind her. As they walked through the building, she saw the bustling chaos of bureaucracy at its finest. Crowds of civil servants and elected officials mingled around in the lobby before dispersing into their designated wings of the building. And she observed a notable statue that displayed a Coalition soldier holding up a flag in the center of the lobby.
Entering the area of the building reserved for high-ranking personnel, she stepped briskly up to the front desk of that wing of the building. The man attending it recognized her as he looked up from his computer. "Ah, Director Harkless. How may I help you?" the receptionist asked.
"I'm here for a meeting with Fleet Admiral Caseus," Amanda told him.
"Ah, of course," he said, checking the screen of his monitor. "Just in time, they should be starting the meeting at any moment, so you can head in right now. They're expecting you." Amanda nodded and proceeded down the hall. Reaching the ominous main metal doors that led into the meeting room, Amanda motioned her guards to wait in front of them while she went inside.
The doors slid open as they detected her presence and she entered a black-walled meeting room. It was furnished with a large semi-circular table surrounding a central opening. The table's circular rim was penetrated only at the point closest to the room's entrance, where there was a space allowing entry to the central area. Mounted on the far side of the table was a large screen that displayed various graphs and compilations of sensitive information.
The expansive horseshoe-shaped table was relatively sparsely occupied, but among the few people seated were some of the most prominent heads of the Coalition's military presence. Amanda's crimson eyes widened as she recognized Senior Director Preston Cole of the Security Bureau on the right arc of the table. Seated just past him was Major General William Sinclair of the special forces division with some lower-ranking menial officers scattered near them.
The left side of the table was even more thinly populated. Sitting on the near side of that arc was Colonel Richard Pentecost of the Peacekeeper Corps. As her eyes continued around the table, Amanda saw Rear Admiral Sydney Sable sitting alone on the far side. Amanda was surprised to see Sable included in this group. "Why are there naval personnel here?" Amanda wondered. But, as she thought about it further, if the topic of data theft proved to be on the agenda, then the crime had occurred in a naval intelligence data farm, which might explain their involvement.
Although Sydney and Amanda had attended the naval academy together, they mostly saw each other more as rivals than friends during their entire tenure there. Hell, the rear admiral was Amanda's exact opposite even in terms of appearance. Sydney had raven black hair and piercingly blue Nordic eyes compared to Amanda's platinum blonde hair and crimson eyes. Although they didn't see eye to eye any more than their eye coloration matched, they each maintained a wary respect for the other.
"Just in time, Director Harkless," Fleet Admiral Caseus called out to Amanda. Turning her attention to him, she saw that he was sitting at the center of the table's arc, directly opposite the opening. "Take a seat and we'll get started." Nodding, Amanda chose an empty seat and sank into the comfortable upholstery.
For the next few hours, the discussion focused on the events that had transpired at the Stillguard data farm. Amanda was glad that she had altered her plans to personally inspect the scene, although initially, no one took advantage of her detailed familiarity. Most of the meeting was consumed by briefings presented by a couple of mid-rank officers. Amanda was beginning to wonder why she was even here. Perhaps her presence was just a formality since she happened to be on the planet.
"Do we have any leads on who contracted these bounty hunters?" Caseus queried.
"No, sir," responded Security Director Cole. "But taking into account everything we've learned about the perpetrators identified at the scene, they are known to have frequented a notorious hub where criminals, gang members, and other bounty hunters like to gather," Director Cole informed.
"Tell us more about this 'hub'," Caseus added.
"Located in an alleyway in the entertainment district of the city lies a bar known as The Afterlife," Cole elaborated, calling up a holographic map of the relevant area with the bar's coordinates highlighted in the center space of the table. "Our suspects were last seen at the indicated locale a couple of days before the security breach."



"Have we gone in and investigated the bar for evidence?" someone jumped in.
"No, not yet, at least. We've been reluctant to provoke a firefight. In part because the city is still crowded with innocent folks who arrived for the holiday celebration. The regulars there are, let's say, not very fond of Coalition intervention. It's like a hornet's nest in there," Director Cole continued.
"I can prepare a task force to raid the bar by tomorrow. My Peacekeepers can handle these lowlifes," Colonel Pentecost suggested.
"Hm, perhaps. But there are definitely some actions we need to take immediately. Whoever planned this whole thing out has to have been spooked by the loss of most of their team. There's a real risk that they might bug off the planet," Caseus said, rubbing his bearded chin. "Sable, have you locked down the planet's air space?"
"Yes, sir. But I would recommend that we wind up this investigation as quickly as possible. Governor Mihaly has already been hounding me because we have effectively embargoed all commerce coming in and out of the planet," she replied.
The Fleet Admiral hummed in thought again. "Very well. Colonel Pentecost, you will work with Major General Sinclair and coordinate your efforts to deal with this 'bar'. You two are dismissed." The two nodded and promptly exited the room.
"So, Director Harkless. I understand that you've inspected the scene personally. That was well done, by the way. What can you tell us about the situation there?" Caseus called out to her. Amanda immediately sat up to attention.
"Uh- yes sir. It's perhaps not as bad as the preliminary reports may have indicated. Property damage is rather minimal, except for one blown up fuel tank and damage to a wall that separated the city's sewers from the facility's main coolant drain."
"And have you dealt with whoever was in charge of the facility?" he added.
"Yes. They have been dealt with."
"Good. Director Cole, exactly what do we know about the data that these perpetrators were after?"
"After doing some digging, we discovered that they had stolen countless logs of the movement of Coalition resources and trade routes. What's riled up the suspicions of our analysts is why, out of everything they could have taken, would someone have gone to all the trouble, expense, and risk of targeting this particular information."
"That is suspicious..." Caseus grumbled reflectively.
"I can assure you, we will be getting to the bottom of this," Director Cole stated.
"It's not just the data that I'm worried about...' responded Caseus "This sets a very dangerous precedent... If word gets out that a Coalition facility was openly attacked and had its sensitive data stolen, our adversaries will become emboldened and try something. I'm going to have to speak with Councilman Shilage about authorizing a proper shakedown of all Coalition facilities across the galaxy," the Fleet Admiral, the seriousness of his voice emphasizing the depth of his concerns. Everyone in the room mumbled to each other and nodded in agreement.
After another hour of discussing important matters, the meeting was finally wrapped up. Stretching as she stood up from her chair, Amanda was happy it had reached its end. But, just as she was leaving, she was stopped by Fleet Admiral Caseus.
"Director Harkless, could I speak to you for a moment?" he called out before she could reach the door. Letting out a slight sigh, she bent her steps back over to the admiral.
"Sir?" she queried.
"I know that your time on Antares IV is coming to an end. But, would you mind extending your stay here to oversee all our operations in response to this current predicament?" Although Amanda was flattered by the offer, she wasn't sanguine about accepting it. As a Director of Coalition Highcom, she had major responsibilities in other parts of the galaxy. None of which she could effectively carry out if she had to stick around here to clean up the mess of others.
"Um, with all due respect, sir. I do have a number of important manners to attend to back among the core worlds. I'm not sure if accepting your offer would be commensurate with the discharge of my other responsibilities."
Admiral Caseus had a look of disappointment on his face. "Listen, under normal circumstances, I would assume command over this operation. But I'm being called up to attend to important matters along the Belgani border worlds. I wish in my absence that someone like you would assume command in my stead." Amanda was flattered by his trust in her competence. While she knew that the admiral's 'wish' was very close to a direct order, she was going to take advantage of that pretense of choice, even if it turned out to be illusory.
"But, sir, I-," she tried to say.
"I'll vouch for you. I have plenty of good friends in your division. I can call in a favor to cover for you," he interrupted. "But, please, if you could." Amanda cocked her brow. To have someone of such august rank practically pleading for her compliance was somewhat disconcerting, but also oddly appealing. And it was also, undeniably, very flattering. Being recognized for her proper work ethic made her feel very proud. Her ego swelled and she involuntarily nodded yes.
"You will take on this operation?" the admiral exclaimed, seeing her slight nod. Amanda was taken aback by the rapidity with which he jumped to confirm her concession.
"I- er, uh-," Amanda stuttered, realizing what she had just done: she was taken aback at having unknowingly painted herself into a corner. But seeing how pleased her superior was with her unintended agreement to his offer, she sighed and begrudgingly accepted.
"O- okay, I'll do it..." Amanada muttered. "But I'm not sure I can manage such an operation on my own. Most of my staff and personnel are currently located in Arcadia. It will take some time for me to transfer them over here. So it may take a bit to get myself situated."
The Fleet Admiral just nodded. "Oh, don't worry about that. You won't need to take a direct hands-on approach. I just need you to make sure everything moves smoothly. And of course, if you deem it necessary, you have the discretion to intervene."
Amanda nodded. "Maybe this won't be that bad," she thought.
"Of course, you will be given all the resources you require. A base of operations from which you'll exercise overall command, full access to planetary resources, etc. Oh, and also, you will be given a special assistant."
"Special assistant?" the director queried.
"Ah, yes. Unfortunately, this is non-negotiable. Something about Councilman Rosa wanting to establish some new program for nurturing our military academy cadets. But think of it as an internship. You don't have to let them do anything too complicated. Just show them the ropes. Or just have them get your coffee or do other menial tasks for you. Nothing much."
"Er- okay?" Amanda replied.
"Good! My secretary will send you all the things you need. Oh, and your new assistant is already waiting in the lobby for you. I'll be off then! Thank you for doing this for me," Caseus said, gathering his things, before exiting the room. Amanda just gave him a salute and saw him off.
Now that she was alone in the empty meeting room, Amanda sighed and exited the room as well. Walking through the doors, she was met by her familiar rival standing before her with her arms crossed. "Been a while," Sydney smirked.
"What do you want?" Amanda sternly replied, nonchalantly checking her datapad.
"What? You don't miss me?"
"Ugh... Don't you have more important matters to attend to?" she stated.
"Oh, come on, I can't make small talk with my fellow colleague?" Sydney chirped. Amanda glanced over to her and cocked her brow.
"Well, people like us don't have time for small talk."
"We're talking right now," Sydney replied, playfully tossing her black bangs.
Putting her datapad down, Amanda fully turned to her counterpart and said, "What is it you actually want? Aren't you needed at your flagship or something?"
"Hm, my ship can function with me on the ground for a bit. I just needed some fresh air, you know? Being cooped up in space for too many months at a time can really take a toll on a person," Sydney replied. "But I heard you will be assuming command over this whole operation. Congratulations," the raven-haired admiral continued. Amanda wasn't sure if she was being sarcastic or not.
"Uh, thanks..." Amanda cautiously replied. "Now, if you don't mind me, I have to get myself situated here for the time being."
Sydney smirked. "Huh, I guess we'll be seeing each other more often then. Because I'll be staying here for the foreseeable future as well. At least until this whole mess has been cleaned up."
Amanda wasn't too keen upon hearing this. The last time she had worked with Sydney, they were too busy trying to prove who was better, which led to them being properly reprimanded by their superior officer. Amanda felt a shiver go through her spine as she was reminded of the not-too-fond memory. She never wanted to go through that again. But that had been a long time ago, back when they first graduated from the academy. Perhaps things might be different this time.
"Ah, well. I guess I'll be seeing you around then," Amanda responded. "But please, if you would excuse me, I have places to be."
"Understood, 'ma'am'. I'll get out of your way. See you around," she snickered, making an exaggerated salute to her, before disappearing into the distance. And there was that sarcasm Amanda was looking for. Technically, Sydney was a higher rank than her. Which hurt a bit. But since she was in a completely different division from Amanda, she had no direct jurisdiction over her.
"Huh, what was that all about?" Amanda wondered. But shaking her head back into focus, she proceeded to the main lobby.
As she strode past the receptionist's desk, Amanda was met by a young-looking lad standing as straight as a stick blocking her path. He wore the standard gray cadet uniform she had remembered wearing during her early years. It brought some nostalgic memories of all the hardships she had to endure to get to where she was.
As she got closer to him she got a better look at the boy. He was a little bit shorter than her and had brown hair, tanned skin, and green eyes. He was definitely on the skinnier side, too. "This kid seems really green," Amanda thought.
Approaching him, he stood formally to attention and saluted her. "Cadet Samuel Rhys! Reporting for duty, ma'am!" Cocking her brow, Amanda held in a small chuckle at how stiff and overly cordial he was acting.
"Huh... You must be my new assistant," Amanda said, bracing her hand on her hip.
"Yes! Ma'am! I have been selected to be your personal aide, ma'am!" he replied loudly. "I'll be serving under you until you complete your operations here, ma'am!"
As much as she appreciated the formalities, it was starting to get annoying. "At ease, cadet. You can drop the loud announcing thing you're doing. You don't need to do that all the time," Amanda ordered.
"But, ma'am, I was told that's how you address all superior officers..." the cadet timidly replied.
"Well, just so you know, that is just a simple formality. You don't always need to do that unless instructed to do so," Amanda explained. "So you can relax. I can see that you are nervous enough without all that."
The cadet let out an exhalation of relief but still looked tense. "So, Samuel, was it?" Amanda tried to strike up some small talk to help the boy relax.
"Uh, yes. My name is Samuel, ma'am." Amanda slowly nodded.
She was about to say something further in the way of small talk when she received a call on her earpiece. "This is Harkless," she said, accepting the call. Samuel watched his senior officer as she spoke to whoever was calling her.
He was nervous as hell at meeting the Director in person. He really had no idea what to expect. When he had first been given the assignment, Samuel hadn't known anything about this 'Director Harkless'. After doing some research on her, he had at least figured out what her job was. He wasn't going to lie, what she did had sounded a little boring. Well, compared to the more exciting assignments some of his other classmates had received. And, of course, he had been teased about his own stodgy-sounding assignment when he had told them about it.
But Samuel couldn't help but feel lucky that his superior officer had turned out to be so remarkably attractive. As she was distracted by her call, he took advantage of the opportunity to gaze at her serious, yet beautiful features. The Director had piercing eyes, elegant platinum blonde hair, and notable curves. But she was also tall, even a bit taller than him, which made him feel a little insecure. Samuel had also been a smaller kid while growing up but had ultimately grown into a near-average height. But the Director was tall for a woman, which reminded him all too well of the time when most everybody had seemed to loom over him.
"Come on, cadet. We have to go," Amanda called out to Samuel. He quickly shook his head back into focus.
"Wha- oh. Yes, ma'am. On my way," he quickly replied, picking up his duffle bag and throwing it over his shoulder. Amanda shook her head and motioned her guards to follow her again.
Samuel couldn't help but feel intimidated by the onyx-armored Sentinel Guards who were pacing along closely behind them. After a brisk walk back to the hangar, they arrived at Amanda's dropship and entered the cabin. The Director and her intimidating guards just assumed their usual seats, of course, leaving Samuel to stand awkwardly in the middle of the ship, not knowing where he was supposed to sit.
Looking up from her datapad, Amanda cocked her brow at the cadet. "God, this kid is certainly on the green side," she thought.
"Hey, kid. Just take a seat anywhere," Amanda instructed. Samuel shook himself, trying to dispel his nerves, and then rapidly nodded. He looked around for a seat, but it looked like almost all the seats were occupied, even though the dropship's cabin was only occupied by Amanda, her two guards, and him, her new aide.
Amanda impatiently tapped her foot on the floor as she grew increasingly frustrated with her cadet's indecisiveness. Samuel finally chose a seat directly in front of Amanda and then, after removing his duffle bag from his shoulder, he seemed unable to figure out where to stow it. Amanda's eyes went dead and she felt a vein in her temple pop out.
"Samuel, just put your bag under the seat," she said rather sternly. He flinched at the seriousness in her voice and clumsily stuffed his bag under the seat. Finally taking his seat, Samuel nervously looked up to see Amanda roll her eyes and look down at her datapad. Glancing to his right, he saw the two guards with their royal blue visors looking at him and shaking their heads.
"God, I'm really screwing this up for myself," Samuel pitifully said to himself. It was his first day, and he felt like he was giving his senior officer a horrible impression of himself.
As the ship took off, Amanda nonchalantly kept her eyes on her datapad. By contrast, Samuel nervously held on as the ship accelerated. Glancing up, Amanda tried to get a better measure of her assistant. He had his legs clamped tightly together and looked very skittish.
Amanda didn't know what to feel. She wanted to feel bad, but she was also kind of disappointed. The boy certainly didn't look like military material. "So, Samuel. How old are you?" Amanda asked, putting her datapad onto her lap.
He shook again with nerves as he looked up at her. "Um, just turned eighteen a month ago, ma'am," he replied. Amanda tilted her head to the side. "He certainly doesn't look eighteen," she thought.
"Eighteen? You look a lot younger than that," Amanda said, crossing her legs.
Samuel gripped the fabric of his pants. "Yeah... I get that a lot. I was always a smaller kid. I got teased about it constantly." Amanda gave a sympathetic smile which helped to comfort him a bit more.
"Where are you from?" the Director continued.
"I'm from Harmony," Samuel answered.
"Harmony? You're a long way from home. Don't you think?" Harmony was quite a small agricultural colony in the core worlds. Samuel slowly nodded. Amanda could sense some sadness in him.
"So what brings a boy like you all the way out here to Antares IV? This place certainly doesn't seem like the typical landing spot for cadets such as yourself," Amanda queried, rubbing her chin.
"Well, the academy I'm based at is over on Rubicon V. I'm here because you are, ma'am." Amanda chuckled a bit. Samuel wondered what was funny. Did he do something wrong again?
"Well, sorry for dragging you all the way out here. I wasn't intending to be here this long myself. I was supposed to return to Arcadia. But things have changed. So I guess we're stuck here together." Samuel relaxed as he grew more comfortable with his senior officer. She seemed pretty hospitable.
"Well, it's not so bad I suppose. I don't get to go to other planets all that off. Much less one out on the frontier. It's not as bad as I thought it could be, though," Samuel pointed out.
"Consider yourself lucky, then. Antares IV is as close to civilization as it gets out here. Everything beyond here is untamed space," Amanda replied. She was enjoying talking about anything else besides work. Samuel smiled and nodded.
For the remainder of the flight, the two sat in silence in the rattling cabin. Samuel felt better now that he had been able to talk to his senior officer. She seemed like a nice lady. However, she did have this serious glint in her eyes. Something told him not to get on her bad side.
Soon, Samuel found himself gazing at Amanda again. His green eyes traveled up along her crossed legs and her form-fitting uniform. He felt his blood pumping through his body and his chest heat up. As his attention turned to her tantalizing face, he suddenly realized that she was staring right at him.
He quickly averted his eyes up to the ceiling of the cabin as he tried to play off his visual interest in her. Unfortunately for him, Amanda was already aware of his thirsty staring. Oddly enough, though, she didn't find herself feeling perved out or irked. She actually found it kind of cute that Samuel had been ogling her. Amanda was highly aware that she was an attractive woman. So she couldn't blame him. The young cadet looked like he'd never touched a woman before. And she was sure that he had that young vigor and rampant hormones coursing through his body.
"So, Samuel," Amanda called out to him, hiding a small smile. Samuel flinched and braced himself for the earful he was about to get for gawking at his senior officer. "Do you have any family?"
Samuel let out a sigh of relief that she apparently hadn't caught on to his surreptitious staring. "Uh, yes, ma'am. It's just me, my mom, and my little brother." Amanda curiously raised her brow.
"What does your mother do?"
"She's a biomedical technician at a hospital in my hometown," Samuel explained. "I really miss her..." Amanda gave an empathetic nod. The kid certainly wasn't typical military material.
"Oh? A momma's boy, huh? That's cute," Amanda chuckled. Samuel blushed. He felt like he was about to pass out from the embarrassment. "I revealed too much! Augh! She probably thinks I'm a loser now," he screamed to himself.
"Don't worry, Samuel. There is nothing wrong with being a momma's boy," Amanda assured. "I find it actually admirable that you would admit to that. It's not often that men show some appreciation for their mothers. They give birth to them, for Pete's sake."
Samuel sat up a little more in his seat. Her words were a real confidence booster. And rightfully so. His mom had cared for him and his brother all alone after his father had abandoned them years ago.



"We're here, ma'am," the pilot announced over the ship's intercom.
Amanda looked visibly disappointed that their conversation was getting cut short. But duty called. "Understood. Get your things ready, Samuel. We're landing soon," Amanda said, tidying herself up.
Feeling the ship touch down, Amanda and her guards stood up first while Samuel gathered himself up and stumbled around trying to retrieve the bag he had clumsily wedged under his seat. Amanda watched him closely out of the corner of her eye. She couldn't help but chuckle to herself.
As her group exited the ship, Amanda saw an officer waiting for her. Walking up to her, the man gave her a salute. "Good evening, ma'am,' he greeted her cordially. Amanda just nodded.
Scanning her surroundings, Amanda noticed that they were on top of one of the various high rises of the city. "Aren't I supposed to be at my headquarters? Why are we here?" Amanda questioned.
The officer shook his head. "We're still getting it ready for you. The request for one was a little more abrupt than we're used to dealing with, but we'll have your new headquarters sorted out to your exact specifications, together with full personnel, by first thing tomorrow morning. For now, Admiral Caseus would like to demonstrate his gratitude by furnishing you with these first-rate residential quarters throughout your tenure here on Antares IV."
Amanda cocked her brow. "First-rate? I'm sorry, but that isn't necessary. Just tell Admiral Caseus I said 'thank you'. But this is simply too gracious. Some regular quarters over at the base should be fine." The officer tilted his head and nodded.
"If you insist, ma'am," he replied. "Give me a second while I arrange for your new accommodations."
As Amanda waited, Samuel stumbled off the dropship. "Woah... This place is kind of high..." he muttered in awe. Amanda turned to him and saw a starry-eyed look on his face.
"Samuel, come here," Amanda ordered, hiding a small smirk. Samuel turned his attention to her and quickly scurried over to where she stood.
"Yes, ma'am?" he queried, clutching his duffle bag tightly.
"Have you never been on top of a high rise before?" Amanda questioned curiously. Samuel just shook his head.
"No... There aren't a lot of buildings like these near the academy on Rubicon V, or back home on Harmony. I'm used to seeing nothing but rocky mountains and rural pastures," the cadet explained. "Are we staying here, by any chance??" he added, trying to hold back his excitement. Amanda hesitated to answer. She usually wasn't one to indulge in fancy things. But she was amused and intrigued by Samuel's amazed reaction to this elaborate towering skyscraper.
Chuckling, Amanda called out to the accommodations officer, "Actually, I think we will stay here." Samuel looked visibly excited. The officer put his datapad down, trying without complete success to suppress an annoyed look, but in the end, he just nodded.
"Understood, Director. Here, let me show you the way," the officer replied obediently. "Will your cadet be accompanying you? If not, I can arrange quarters for him elsewhere."
Samuel's enthusiastic smile faded away. Amanda glanced over at him. She couldn't get over how cute he was. He reminded her of some sort of puppy. "He will be accompanying me." Again, the officer just nodded long-sufferingly.
The officer strode off, showing them the way, with Amanda and Samuel falling in behind him. They boarded an elevator and proceeded down only a couple of levels before the doors opened to reveal a luxury apartment. The place was practically a penthouse. The view out over the city, the spaceport facilities, and the cluster of military bases was spectacular.
"Here's where you'll be staying, ma'am. The rest of your personal belongings are being transported over here even as we speak. Furthermore, there will be a dropship on standby for you at all times." Amanda gave an acknowledging nod. Giving one last salute, the officer ushered himself out of her new residential quarters.
Going over to a nearby counter, Amanda placed her datapad down and began to divest herself of her various additional devices. Meanwhile, Samuel walked over to the large window and gazed out in awe at the scenery which unfolded endlessly in all directions.
As he took in the sights, near and far, the sound of clicking boots approached him from behind. "Enjoying the view?" Amanda asked, placing her left hand on his right shoulder.
Samuel flinched and swiveled his head to face his attractive superior officer. "Uh, yeah. I never realized how beautiful the city looked from up here," he answered, turning his attention back to the window.
Glancing over at her new cadet, Amanda noted the starry-eyed look he was too unsophisticated to conceal. She kind of felt bad for a kid like him being in a place like this. He seemed far too innocent to get caught up in the Coalition's war machine. And yet, he had still been willing to serve, even in a place like this, so far from the simple and peaceful life he was accustomed to. Amanda had to admire Samuel's bravery and resilience. Being so far from home, out on the fringes of civilized space, must be challenging.
"Hm, do you see that large box-like structure over there?" Amanda said, pointing over at a large ominous black building in the form of a cube, which was encircled by water and towering walls all around its perimeter.
"Yeah, I see it," Samuel answered.
"That's Site-Sigma. The headquarters for the Coalition's intelligence bureau in this sector of the frontier. And where my new headquarters is most likely going to be. So get used to being there often."
"Woah, okay..." Samuel trailed off, his eyes locked on the large cubical structure, surrounded by its heavy defenses. Amanda was really amused at how naive Samuel seemed to be. She should be disappointed that an academy cadet had little to no experience outside of their military institution but, strangely, she found herself taking pleasure in guiding him, in showing him the ropes. Well, it was in fact her duty to mentor the next generation of military personnel.
"Well, I think you've had enough sightseeing for now, Samuel. You need to go ahead and find your quarters. Pick whichever room you like. But the master quarters are mine. Understood?" Amanda phrased her words in the form of a question, but it certainly fell upon his ears like an order. The cadet nodded and proceeded up the stairs.
Going over to the kitchen, Amanda picked up a datapad docked on a nearby wall. She pressed a few buttons to switch a servant droid on and disconnect it from its charging port.
"How may I serve you, madam?" the droid inquired cordially.
"Could you please make dinner for two and deliver one of the meals to my office and the other to whatever room my cadet is staying in?" Amanda asked, making a few inputs on the datapad.
The droid nodded. "Of course, madam. I will begin prepping supper immediately. I should have it delivered to you within the hour."
-
Amanda sat in her office with her half-eaten dinner before her, sipping on her Marganti wine as she scrolled through various reports and files sent to her on her computer monitor.
Hearing her office door slide open, Amanda curiously tilted her head to look past her monitor to see who it was. Her crimson eyes widened to see Samuel standing there with his dinner tray in his hands.
"Samuel?" Amanda said in a confused voice. "What is it?"
He nervously fiddled his toes and replied, "Is it okay if I eat my food in here with you? It's kinda lonely in my room..." Amanda felt her hardened heart melt a bit. Samuel was just so adorable.
"Hm, you can eat here with me, I guess," Amanda said, giving him a sympathetic smile. Happily nodding, he walked over and took a seat directly across the desk from her.
Samuel quietly ate his food as Amanda continued with her work. She would sneak a glance at him every now and then to check on how he was doing. But every time, he was just sitting there silently. Amanda had expected him to converse with her while they ate, but maybe just being in the presence of another human was enough for him.
"Okay, I think I'm gonna kick the bucket, ma'am. I'll report to you early in the morning," Samuel informed her as he finished up his dinner. Amanda cocked her brow. Was that it? Had he just wanted to share a meal with someone nearby? She began to wonder if her cadet had some serious anxiety issues.
"Okay, Samuel. Goodnight, then. And by the way, you can just call me 'Amanda'." Samuel looked confused.
"But isn't that inappropriate, for me to just use your first name like that?
Amanda rolled her eyes. "Well, obviously not in public. Only in private. And make sure you remember that because I don't want to get into trouble just because of a slip of your tongue," she explained thoroughly. Samuel looked visibly intimated and obediently nodded.
"Alright then, goodnight, sweetie," Amanda said, unconscious of her own slip into the endearment. Samuel blushed and exited the office. As she took another sip of wine, Amanda nearly choked as she realized what she said.
"Sweetie?? Why did I say that?! Ugh, Amanda, get yourself together. He's supposed to be my personal assistant, for god's sake," she exclaimed to herself. Then she took a measuring look at her wine glass. "Perhaps I may have had a little too much to drink." Things were moving pretty quickly with her cadet. She began to wonder if she was being unprofessional. Her peers would probably raise an eyebrow if they knew of how she was treating Samuel. But for some reason, she was indulging an instinct to nurture this boy.
Finishing up the last of her work, Amanda proceeded to her room and went to bed...
-
It was early in the morning and Amanda was dressing herself in readiness for the long day ahead. Putting on her usual uniform, she slipped on her boots and headed out of the room. Walking down the stairs, Amanda saw Samuel eagerly waiting for her on the couch.
Standing up, he saluted her. "Good morning, Amanda! Erh- I mean ma'am! No- Amanda?" He seemed visibly confused, which only made him look even cuter to Amanda.
Amanda gave an amusing smirk. "Good morning to you too, cadet. Are you ready for the day?"
"Yes!" he eagerly blurted out. "Oh, I went ahead and made you some breakfast and coffee. If you don't mind." Amanda looked over at the kitchen island and saw a plate of eggs with some toast neatly arranged next to a steaming mug.
"Did you make that, or did the droid?" she queried. Samuel nervously averted his eyes to the ground. "Never mind that, thank you, Samuel." At least he seemed attentive, as a dutiful assistant should be. She needed to consider what other sorts of duties she could find for him to fulfill.
Amanda went over and picked up the coffee mug. "Did you eat yet?" she asked, sipping from the mug. Samuel shook his head. "Here, eat this then. I usually skip breakfast."
"Are you sure?" he cautiously replied. Amanda just nodded. "Um, okay, thank you, Amanda, er, ma'am." He occupied the extra stool at the kitchen island and slid the plate of food closer to himself.
As he ate, Amanda watched him attentively. She didn't understand why she was so enamored by him. Everything he did was just so cute to her. Meanwhile, as Samuel ate, he felt his superior officer's watchful gaze. He struggled to focus on eating. He wasn't sure if he wanted to make eye contact with her, but each time he tried, he timidly backed off.
Samuel had to admit that the situation he found himself in wasn't nearly as bad as he had feared. At first, he'd thought he would need to be flawless during his entire assignment with her. So far, he had been almost anything but. Luckily, though, Amanda was proving to be surprisingly patient with him. She didn't come across as a superior at all. Strangely, she reminded him of a relative, an affectionate aunt, or even a forgiving maternal figure. Furthermore, Amanda's beauty flat-out hypnotized Samuel. Her elegant facial features, womanly body, and motherly personality made him feel things that he couldn't describe, or that he was too embarrassed to admit to himself.
When he had finished eating, Samuel looked across at Amanda. He blushed immediately to see that her piercing crimson eyes were already watching him appraisingly. She smirked, then grabbed a napkin and walked around to his side of the island. Samuel froze as Amanda entered his personal space. He felt the warmth of her body and detected her subtle, professional yet sweet aroma.
As he tilted his head up to her, Amanda reached out and delicately wiped around his mouth. "You are a messy eater," she chuckled. Samuel felt his face burning with embarrassment. Thoroughly wiping a last smear from his chin and swiping a few final crumbs off of his uniform, Amanda pulled away. "Hm, all better."
"I- um, thank you, Amanda..." Samuel said, trying to keep a composed voice. Her siren eyes gazed upon him and she smirked.
"Come now. It's time to go, Samuel," Amanda ordered. Samuel nodded and hopped off the stool.
He followed Amanda to the main hall, where Amanda stopped and stepped up to stand in front of Samuel. Reaching upwards, she adjusted his collar with a couple of expert tugs. Once she was done, she stretched one hand further up and pinched his cheek. "Hey..." Samuel whined, rubbing his cheek.
Amanda just chuckled. "Here, I have something for you." She briefly disappeared somewhere, before returning with an extra datapad in hand. Handing it over to Samuel, she said, "This is your own personal datapad. You will use this to organize files I send you, respond to messages for me, and do other assistant-like duties. You can also reach me using that." Samuel looked happy and disappointed at the same time. He was happy to get his own datapad, but a little discouraged that he could only use it for boring work-related stuff.
Noticing his frown, Amanda sighed. "If you get all your work done, you can use it recreationally." A smile formed on Samuel's face, but he tilted his head to the side in confusion.
"Uh, is that allowed?" he asked.
Amanda shook her head and gave a knowing smile. "Only if you be a good boy and do your job," she cooed, grabbing his cheek again. Samuel blushed and slowly nodded. Hearing her call him a good boy made him feel tingly and happy. But it also felt very personal, which he didn't mind.
"Alright now, let's go, Samuel, we have a long day ahead of us," Amanda instructed. Heading to the elevator, they reached the landing pad where a dropship waited, all warmed up and ready to take them to Amanda's new headquarters...
-
As the elevator doors opened, Amanda stepped back into her residential quarters with Samuel dragging his feet behind. His first full day of work had been draining. He'd done a lot of walking around the large bureaucratic building, the cubical one he had seen the previous night from the window. His entire time there, he'd stuck to his superior officer like a calf to its mother. Samuel had felt so out of place. Everyone there looked so serious, so professional, so intimidating... He'd even drawn the attention of other government employees because of how much he stuck out.
Thankfully, however, Amanda had held his hand throughout the entire day. Well, not literally. But she'd rarely left him alone for more than five minutes. She had taken him to quiet places from time to time so that her anxious cadet could get a breather. And she'd made sure his workload wasn't too overwhelming. In reality, he didn't have all that much to do. Mostly Amanda's day consisted of meeting after meeting and debriefings for her staff.
Samuel made his way over to the kitchen island, sat on a stool, and rested his head on his arms. "You okay, Samuel? I know you've had a tough day. But you did a good job today," Amanda assured him in a calming voice. Samuel slowly raised his head up and smiled. She always knew how to cheer him up.
"Thank you, ma'am- erh, Amanda," he replied. She just gave him a warm maternal smile in return.
"Let's have some dinner and you can head to bed," Amanda informed him, as she made a few inputs into the kitchen datapad. Samuel nodded, he could definitely eat some food right now. But he mostly just wanted to spend more time with his superior officer.
As they ate, Amanda kept a close eye on her timid cadet. She knew that he was a bit... different from the rest, but she was fine with that. There was something about being responsible for him that she found strangely fulfilling. But she also adored how he constantly clung to her, like some sort of shy puppy. It only made him seem cuter, which she very much enjoyed. There was just something about him, some quality of shy naivete combined with a bumbling, earnest attempt to please, of which she was more enamored than she could easily explain to herself.
But as they continued to eat, she kept catching him looking at her. Every time his innocent green eyes met her own crimson orbs, he quickly flicked his eyes away, down toward his plate, or off in some other neutral direction. Amanda could tell that he found her irresistibly attractive, she couldn't blame him. She was an extremely good-looking woman. A small grin formed on her face as something amusing occurred to her.
"Samuel, why do you keep looking at me like that?" she queried, taking a sip of wine. Her cadet jolted on his seat and his face turned beet red.
"Wha- What do- do you mean?? I'm not looking at you in a cer- certain way!" he nervously stuttered, his body now clenched as stiff as a rock. Amanda tilted her head and smiled.
"Don't lie to me, Samuel. I see how you look at me all the time. So tell me. This will stay between us. I promise." Her assurance helped him relax a little. But he still refused to answer. "Come on, Samuel. You can tell me. You trust me, sweetie, no?" she prodded.
Gritting his teeth and groping his dining utensils, Samuel felt like he was going to pass out. He was so embarrassed by how easily she had detected and then confronted his voyeurism. Well, he had kind of been asking for it: he hadn't exactly been subtle. Even if it wasn't really 'voyeurism', just poorly-hidden admiration. She had flat-out busted him crushing on her.
Slowly looking up, his eyes met Amanda's. Her eyes were imbued with a comforting aura that he found he could trust. Sighing, he mustered the courage to explain himself. "I- uh. You- um... Uh..." he struggled to get out what he was trying to say, his throat choking up every time he got out more than a word or two.
"Come on, Samuel. You can do it," she encouraged him.
Taking a deep breath, Samuel started over once more. "I just think that you are very pretty!" he blurted out as quickly as he could before his voice failed him again. His eyes fixated on his plate as if the remnants of his meal were the most fascinating things he'd ever seen. He winced, overcome with sheer embarrassment. Surely it was unprofessional to confess such a thing to his superior officer.
A satisfied grin formed on Amanda's face. "Aww, how sweet of you, Samuel. Thank you," she replied warmly. "You know, you're a very handsome boy yourself." Her compliment caused Samuel to sit up. He was elated to learn that she thought he was handsome. He had been teased for so much of his life about how small and wimpish he was: her praise was a real confidence booster.
"I- uh, thank you, Amanda. That means a lot..." he managed to articulate at something approaching a normal pace of diction. His head rose back up, so he could meet her eyes again. Amanda just nodded happily and continued with her meal.             
As the days went by, Samuel grew more accustomed to the bureaucratic environment in which he and Amanda worked. Thanks to her unwavering guidance and support, he was able to grow more comfortable within his own skin. His sense of self-worth and confidence continued to increase. He was now able to wander Site-Sigma mostly on his own, though the building was way too complex to memorize every corridor and hallway. But he was able to manage, nonetheless. Samuel's duties mostly revolved around getting his superior officer whatever she needed, whenever she needed it, and following her around with her things in hand. It wasn't frankly all that demanding, but it was certainly a good learning experience. The many debriefings and meetings he attended in Amanda's company allowed him to better acquaint himself better with the Coalition's operations.



His relationship with Amanda had also kept growing over the same time period. Samuel couldn't deny the fact that he was emotionally attached to her to some considerable degree, although the exact nature of their connection was harder to define. If given the opportunity, he stayed as close to her hip as his duties permitted. He was forever grateful to her as his superior officer for the way she cared for him, supported him when he needed it, and showed him the ropes. He considered himself extremely lucky to have been taken under the wings of a woman like her. He couldn't imagine that working with anyone else would feel nearly as wonderful as it was to be with her..
Returning to their residential quarters after another day's work, Amanda and Samuel stepped out of the elevator. Their day had been more than usually stressful due to a recent development in Amanda's operations here on Antares IV. Apparently, the Intelligence Bureau had picked up on strange activity somewhere in the Pyrus system on a planet called Abogon: Samuel had little idea why the planet was of such significance to the intelligence analysts, but he did know that it was located in a dangerous part of the galaxy. All that meant that, in turn, he'd had to sit through many long meetings. As attuned to his needs as always, Amanda had realized how dreadfully boring the endless meetings were for him and had allowed him to use her private office to entertain himself with his datapad for much of the time. But today's meeting had gone on for several more hours than usual. Long enough that he'd started to miss Amanda. Even though he had the comfortable space of her office all to himself, he was anxious about being apart from her for so long.
Now that they had reached the privacy of their quarters, at last, Amanda turned to see that Samuel was looking particularly glum. Sympathetically tilting her head to one side, she walked over to him. Samuel saw her approaching him, her face shining with the sincerity of her smile. Wrapping her arms around his body, she pulled him into a warm embrace.
Samuel's body tensed up in confusion. This was the first time she had ever hugged him. He was taken aback by this unexpected action. But he couldn't resist her warmth and her calming aroma: his body slowly melted hers. But their heights were a bit of a mismatch and Samuel became awkwardly aware that his face was now stuffed deep into her bodice.
He modestly attempted to pull his head away, but Amanda held on to him tightly. So he just slowly accepted his fate. He could feel her soft mounds pressing up against him, causing his heart to race and his chest to swell with warmth.
Meanwhile, as Amanda hugged him, she looked down and saw him squirming uncomfortably around, his face almost smothered in her ample chest. This wasn't intentional on his part, of course. But an amused grin formed on her lips as she sensed that he liked this. Enfolding his head in one of her arms, she pulled him in even more tightly.
She smiled with satisfaction as his hot breath puffed through the fabric of her uniform. "There, there, Samuel. You were such a good boy today. Thank you for being so patient," she calmly cooed. Samuel hummed happily in response to her words. He squirmed involuntarily, the heat of his breath and the snuggling of his face against her mounds beginning to stimulate her. In response, she hugged his face still deeper into her chest.
Samuel felt like he was in heaven. He felt utterly safe and protected within Amanda's maternal aura. He never wanted this to end. But he was dismayed as his superior officer pulled away from him. Looking up, Samuel's eyes met with Amanda's. Her crimson orbs dominated his innocent green eyes. Grabbing the sides of his head, she leaned down and planted a soft kiss on his right cheek.
Samuel immediately blushed heavily. His heart pounded with affection. He was at a loss for words. Had that really just happened? Her soft kiss had felt wonderfully personal, but perhaps kind of unprofessional. Was this kind gesture even allowed? Nonetheless, Samuel surely welcomed it. Her lush lips felt so nice against his skin.
Pulling away, Amanda glanced up and down his body. Her eyes widened slightly before she smirked a little ominously and turned away. Samuel was left confused by her expression: what had that look meant and why had it crossed her face just after their warm embrace and fond kiss?
As he followed her on into the quarters they shared, Samuel felt a tightness stretching the crotch of his uniform. Wondering what it could be, he reached down to adjust his pants. Surprised to feel a stiff tent, he quickly looked down. It was only then that he realized that he was rock-hard. His ears got red hot and he quickly covered himself. Samuel was so embarrassed. "Is that why she looked at me like that?!" he exclaimed to himself.
A flurry of emotions came flooding in. He felt ashamed and betrayed by his body's perverse reaction to Amanda's affection. He had never been touched by a girl like that, much less by such a commandingly attractive woman! And he was still a very hormonal young guy. His body had simply followed its instincts.
Samuel's head swirled at the mere thought that Amanda might have caught him getting a stiffy from her comforting hug and affectionate kiss. What would she think? Would she now think of her cadet as a little perv?? But, remembering that smirk when she had glanced back at him, made him feel things. Did she like that he was all riled up because of her?
Hearing Amanda calling him, Samuel gathered himself together and made his way toward her. But he adjusted his groin as he walked to make sure his hard-on was as well concealed as possible.
For the rest of the evening, Samuel had a lot of free time. Amanda had nothing for him to do, so he just enjoyed the amenities of their residential penthouse. They had been so busy that he hadn't been able to properly explore the place. It turned out there was a game room, a private gym, and a mini spa area with a sauna and fancy wooden hot tub. Samuel was especially intrigued by the spa since he had never used one. He made a note to himself to use it later.
Going into the game room, Samuel plopped himself down on a large comfy leisure couch and grabbed a controller. He eagerly turned it on and a projected holographic screen appeared before him. The academy had taken up so much of his time that it seemed like forever since he'd touched a video game.
As he gamed away well into the evening, Samuel lost track of time. He had been busy blasting the heads off of his enemies in the darkness of the game room. But then, the door slid open behind him and his name was being called.
"Samuel?" Amanda called out. There was no response. Her cadet was too focused on his game to hear her. He looked so cute, sitting there engrossed with his legs crossed and the tip of his tongue sticking out. Smiling, she went over and stood right next to him, just out of his peripheral vision.
"Samuel," Amanda said again, but a bit louder. He jolted up, quickly pausing his game.
"Yes, Amanda??" he said, sounding a little startled.
"It's getting late. You should get ready for bed. We still have work tomorrow," she stated. Samuel let out a quiet snarl. He was having too much fun to stop now.
"But-," he tried to say.
"No 'buts'," Amanda said sternly, as she sat down right next to Samuel. He tensed at the feel of her warmth so close to him. "You'll have plenty more time to play another day. Come now, sweetie," she continued, reaching over and gently easing the controller from his hands.
Then, leaning over, she planted her lips on his left cheek. Samuel's eyes widened and his heart pounded: she was kissing him again. Only this time, she let her lush lips linger on him a bit longer. His groin was getting tighter again and he quickly covered his crotch.
"You stink, Samuel. Go take a shower," Amanda said playfully, ruffling up his wavy brown hair before standing up.
"Yes, mom..." Samuel unknowingly muttered. Amanda's crimson eyes widened and she deviously grinned to herself.
"Mom?" she chuckled. Samuel quickly realized what he'd said and tried to take it back.
"Wha-, no! That's not what I meant! Augh!" he proclaimed, looking up at her desperately. Amanda observed his panicked green eyes and sheer embarrassment in his voice.
"It's okay, Samuel. I think it's cute, actually." Then, leaning down to his ear, she whispered, "I'm okay with being your new mommy..." Samuel's eyes widened and he felt his heart thumping as if it would burst from his chest. Her words were laced with something more than her usual maternal affection. What was she implying...
Pulling away, Amanda was amused to see Samuel sitting there, frozen with shock. She could tell that the tone with which she'd spoken had short-circuited his brain. But knowing that he needed a breather, she took the opportunity to silently slip away, almost unnoticed.
It took some time for Samuel to compose himself. Shaking his head, he realized that his alluring superior was long gone from the room. He couldn't believe that she'd actually said that to him, not in the way that she'd said it. Her voice had this seductive tone rather than the usual caring one she used when she spoke to him. She'd left Samuel hot with his body tingling and simmering. And she'd also left him with yet another stiffy. Only this one was even more intense than the last. Sighing, Samuel got up and left the gaming room, walking a little funny due to his throbbing hard-on.
Having promised himself a visit to the spa, Samuel slowly lowered himself into the hot tub after taking a quick shower. He submerged himself gradually, deeper and deeper, into the steaming water, stopping only when nothing showed above the waterline but his nose and the upper half of his face. He made bubbles thinking about what had happened earlier.
Samuel tried to decipher his superior's motives. Was she just teasing him? Or was something more going on? Amanda had always been such a maternal figure to him. She couldn't possibly be interested in a meager cadet such as himself. She had, however, called him handsome and cute. And maybe that smirk had meant that she'd taken the measure of his engorged manhood.
Blowing more bubbles into the water, Samuel slowly rose up. He had been in here for quite a while and it was probably time for him to head to bed. Grabbing a towel, he dried his hair and scrawny body. He hadn't bothered to bring his clothes into the spa with him since his room was nearby. Wrapping his towel around his waist, he disengaged the lock on the door to the spa room, continuing to tousle his hair dry with a smaller towel.
With the hair towel obscuring his face, Samuel suddenly bumped into a solid yet soft figure. Losing his bearings, he stumbled back into the spa room and slipped on the moist tiles of the floor. Afraid of falling, he panicked, fumbling out to grab whatever he had bumped into. Relieved that he had saved himself from a fall, but with the towel still blocking his sight, his hands explored whatever it was that he had grabbed onto. Samuel's hands discovered soft curves under a towel-like fabric. As he continued to find more curvaceous features, he realized his face was once again stuffed in between a pair of deep soft mounds. Strangely, this felt very familiar.
The darkness that had engulfed his vision was suddenly dispelled. Bright light struck his eyes; he blinked furiously, trying to recover. At last, his vision cleared. After a few last blinks, Samuel's green eyes widened to see Amanda's beautiful face peering curiously down at him as she lifted up the towel covering his face.
Her usual professional tied-back bleach-blonde hair had been put up in a messy bun that was wrapped in a towel. She wore that same amused smile on her face that Samuel saw whenever he did something that struck her as cute.
"Hey there, kid. What are you feeling for?" she said humorously. As Samuel's brain tried to process what was happening, he subconsciously gave a squeeze to whatever soft thing he had hold of. Amanda flinched slightly but chuckled at the squeeze to her butt cheek. "Woah there, tiger. Be careful now, your hands are getting a little unprofessional."
Finally and fully realizing what was happening and whose incredible curves he had been so thoroughly examining Samuel's cutely freckled face turned beet red and his ears seared with heat. Jolting back from Amanda, he launched into a desperate apology. "I'm so sorry, Amanda! I- didn't mean to-. It was just an- accident! I couldn't see! I was trying to dry my hair!" The embarrassed cadet's words spilled out in a jumble.
Amanda slowly gave an understanding nod and smiled as she invariably did whenever Samuel had done something silly. But even as her lips were shaping that reassuring smile, her crimson orbs slowly traced down his body. Locking onto something, her eyes widened in surprise. She just stood there silently staring at whatever they had fixated upon.
Tracking her eyes, Samuel followed her gaze down to where she was looking. As his head tilted down, he realized that his towel had fallen from his waist, unveiling his rock-hard penis to the amazed eyes of his superior.
"AHHH! NOOOO! Look away! I'm sorry!" Samuel yelped, crouching down and quickly rewrapping his towel around his waist. Not able to bear meeting eyes with Amanda, he kept his head down and desperately bolted past her back to his room.
Once inside, Samuel jumped into his bed and hid under the sheets. He felt lightheaded from the sheer amount of embarrassment coursing through his body. There was no doubt that Amanda had definitely seen that he was hard this time. Grabbing a pillow, he screamed into it. "She probably thinks I'm a pervert! Augh!" Samuel chastised himself.
He desperately willed his raging hard penis to relax, but it remained as stiff as ever. Samuel couldn't help but replay Amanda's appearance: her loosely tied hair and towel-covered body. He realized this was the first time he had seen her wearing anything that was less than professional. The mere thought of her nudity under her towel made Samuel's dick twitch and get even harder.
He throbbed heavily, unable to stop thinking about Amanda's body. He already knew that she was extremely attractive. But now, after having seen her clothed so casually, he desired her more than ever! The air was getting stuffy where he hid beneath his blanket so, exasperated with himself, Samuel tossed it halfway off of his body and sucked down great gulps of fresh air.
Samuel felt so hot and tingly. As he closed his eyes, his sense imagery from the encounter came rushing back to the front of his brain: he realized that what he had bumped into and grasped in his blindness was her curvaceous body. He blushed to think that he had touched Amanda so intimately and inappropriately. But, as perverted as it made him feel, he loved the impressions her body had left on his hands. She was just so soft, so womanly. His penis was throbbing so hard, it was starting to hurt.
Groaning, Samuel decided that he had to relieve himself or he would never get to sleep. Reaching down, he grabbed his towel and tossed it to the side. Grabbing some lotion, he switched off the lights in his room and began to furiously stroke himself.
He groaned and moaned, his mind swirling with imagery of his beautiful superior officer. Samuel felt a little guilty that he was using her to fuel his horny fantasies, but there was no way he could help himself. Seeing her, feeling her, was what had brought him to this state. Amanda was just so damn alluring. Her little mannerisms and gestures toward him drove Samuel mad with lust.
"Ah, Amanda... Amanda..." he moaned to himself as he lay in bed, rabidly jerking off. He imagined that it had been her towel that had fallen, instead of his. He wanted to eat up her nude body. He wanted to grope her soft tits in his hands and shove his face between them. This was the first time Samuel had thought about doing such salacious things to her. It felt so very wrong, but so very good.
After a few more minutes of vicious masturbating, Samuel approached his limit. Tossing his blanket entirely over the side of his bed, he gave his cock a few more good strokes before finally reaching the relief he needed. Arching his ass up off of the mattress, Samuel shot his load up into the air. He groaned with relief as he kept pumping. His ropes of cum landed on his belly and all around his crotch, making a mess everywhere.
Shooting his last few shots of sperm, Samuel gasped for air. He had never cum so hard in his life! As he recovered from his mind-melting orgasm, his eyelids grew heavy and his breathing slowed and deepened. He really ought to get up and clean himself off, but it was too much of a struggle to move a single muscle. Abruptly, he surrendered to a deep orgasm-induced slumber.
-
It was early morning and Amanda impatiently tapped her foot on the floor as she waited for Samuel downstairs in the kitchen. "Where is that kid? We're gonna be late," she muttered to herself, sipping her coffee.
Since the spa incident the evening before, Amanda had done a lot of thinking. She had been well aware that Samuel was attracted to her. But now that she had caught him hard for her, twice, it was clear that he was more than just mildly tantalized. Some people might be weirded out to learn that their menial subordinate was horny for them, but Amanda was finding that she reveled in it. She got a distinct thrill from the realization that her shy and unsophisticated young aide was so enamored of her. Rightfully so. She gained great satisfaction from the way he squirmed to her touch, and how he melted down into an embarrassed mess any time she gave him some loving affection.
Her loins squeezed as she again went over her encounter with Samuel outside the spa last night. His young penis had been so hard. And, somewhat to her surprise, pretty thick and well-sized, especially given his lithe stature. Amanda unknowingly bit her lip as she congratulated herself for having stimulated that admirably large and hard erection. It felt so empowering. She didn't have the time to allow all these salacious thoughts to get entirely out of control, though, so she shook her head into focus. They still needed to get to work, and she couldn't let this one intriguing interlude hinder their performance. So she set her impure thoughts aside, at least for the moment...
Deciding that she had waited long enough, Amanda sighed and went upstairs to rush Samuel into action. Arriving at his room, she knocked briefly before promptly opening it: they had no more time to squander on coddling Samuel's provincial sensibilities. As the door slid open, Amanda's eyes widened to see that her cadet was still in his underwear, desperately jumbling around his room trying to get ready.
"Samuel," Amanda snapped in a rather loud voice. He flinched and jerked his head around to face her. She could see him blushing heavily.
"Augh! Look away! I'm getting ready!" he yelped. Amanda's watchful crimson orbs traced up and down his scrawny body, clad only in boyish white underwear. She held back from biting her lip at the way his ample manhood bulged out his whities.
Rolling her eyes, she closed the distance between them. "Samuel, why aren't you ready? Did you oversleep?" she questioned, snatching up his uniform shirt from the bed.
"I- I couldn't sleep well... Sorry... It won't happen again," Samuel timidly answered, pulling up his pants. "Are you mad?" Amanda just shook her head while favoring him with an understanding smile. She had a pretty good idea of why he hadn't slept well.
"I'm not mad, sweetie. It's just unusual for you to sleep in like this." Samuel smiled awkwardly, somewhat relieved that she was more concerned than angry. "Now come here. I'll help you get dressed," Amanda ordered.



Between them, it only took a couple more minutes before Samuel was fully dressed at last. After supplying some finishing touches to his collar, Amanda's fingers slid up his jaw and pinched his cheek. "Look how handsome my cadet is," she cooed. Samuel couldn't help but feel his chest burn with affection. Leaning down, Amanda gave him a sweet kiss on the cheek to make up for the pinch.
"Come on, now. We're going to be late," Amanda said, turning around and leaving the room. Samuel obediently nodded and followed closely behind her.
Once inside Site-Sigma, Amanda and Samuel set about the performance of their usual duties. But, as they hustled along one of the bustling halls, Amanda received a call on her comms link. She stopped so suddenly in response to the alert that Samuel bumped into her back, making a small 'umph' sound. Turning to face him, she apologetically scratched his head as she answered her call.
"This is Director Harkless."
"Director, you are needed at the Nexus," an operator informed her.
Amanda tilted her head, still scratching and petting Samuel's head. "Right now?" she queried.
"Yes, ma'am. As soon as possible. Chief Intelligence Officer Lawson has an important briefing he expects you'll want to attend." Amanda's eyes widened and she nodded, even as she was now absentmindedly caressing Samuel's cheek. Chief Officer Lawson was not known for false alarms; if he had learned something he thought would interest the Director, it must be big.
"Understood, I'll be there soon," Amanda said, before cutting the call. "Come on, Samuel. We have somewhere important to be."
Arriving in the wing of the building that housed the chamber known as the Nexus, Amanda and Samuel approached a security checkpoint. Impressed by her high-ranking white uniform, the guards stepped aside to wave Amanda through without bothering with a search. However, as Samuel tried to follow his superior officer, the well-armed guards stopped him.
"Woah there, not you, buddy. You don't have the clearance to enter. You'll have to wait here," one of the white-armored men said, stopping Samuel's forward momentum with a large gloved hand on the aide's slender chest.
Hearing the altercation behind her, Amanda turned around to see Samuel's eyes widening with anxiety. "It's okay, soldier. Let him through, he's with me," she insisted. The guard tilted his head.
"But, ma'am, this area is restricted: only high-ranking personnel are allowed."
"He's my assistant. I need him with me in order to do my duties. So, do I need to have a word with your CO? Because you are hindering my ability to do my job. And I'm running late to a briefing. So what will it be, soldier," Amanda sternly intoned.
The guard stood to attention. "Erh, my apologies, ma'am. Just make sure you keep him close, or someone else will pick him up," he replied, withdrawing his hand from Samuel's chest.
Amanda nodded and motioned her cadet to her side. Like a scared puppy, Samuel scampered over to her and grafted himself to her hip. Amanda comfortingly rubbed his back as they walked deeper into the Nexus.
As their route twisted and turned in the labyrinth of the highly secure intelligence center, Samuel felt particularly wary: the eyes of ominous officers and other high-ranking personnel seemed to probe at him inquisitively. If he had been on his own, the unfriendly glances would have definitely made him feel out of place. But as long as he stuck close to his superior officer, he was able to ignore the prying eyes; as always, Amanda made him feel safe.
Arriving at a set of inconspicuous doors flanked by two Sentinel Guards, Amanda stopped and turned to Samuel. "Okay, sweetie, you'll have to wait out here while I go inside," she informed her cute cadet in a whispered voice. Samuel just anxiously nodded.
"What if someone takes me away?" he urgently questioned. Amanda sympathetically tilted her head to the side.
"Aw, sweetie, no one is gonna take you away," she assured him. Then snapping her fingers at the two guards standing next to the doors, she said, "You two. This one is with me. So make sure no one picks him up. Got it?" The onyx armored men turned to look at each other in slight confusion, but then just nodded in agreement.
"See, no one will take you away. Just stand at attention here. I won't be long, hopefully." Giving him a pat on his head, Amanda was about to stalk on through the doors before she heard the approach of boots clicking towards her, tapping out a familiar rhythm. Turning to look, her eyes widened at the approach of her old counterpart, Sydney.
"Oh? What do we have here? Good afternoon, Director," Sydney said. Amanda cocked her brow.
"Good afternoon, Sydney... What are you doing here?" Amanda inquired curiously.
"Lawson called me up. It's safe to assume the same for you." The Rear Admiral's arrival confirmed Amanda's intuition that whatever was happening must be really important.
As they conversed, Sydney's piercing Nordic eyes trailed off behind the blonde Director to see a cute-looking boy standing there, eyeing her with poorly concealed interest. Stepping closer, Sydney moved Amanda to one side in order to get a better look at him.
"Excuse me??" Amanda uttered as she got pushed aside.
Sydney ignored her and invaded Samuel's personal space. "And who's this young lad we have here?" she asked, bending down and leaning on her knees to reach his eye level. Her blue eyes gazed deeply into his green ones. Samuel shuffled back a little. He noted her attractive features: her siren blue eyes, mature womanly facial features, and raven black hair put up into a professional bun, leaving artfully shaped bangs to drape across her forehead.
Not knowing what her counterpart's motives were, Amanda's protective instincts kicked in. Going over to Samuel she ushered him behind her. "This is my cadet, Sydney. What do you want from him?" the blonde asked rather sternly.
"Hm, I just wanted to introduce myself. He seems like a nice kid," the raven-haired woman replied, slowly standing up straight. Amanda looked at her suspiciously. "So, hey there, cadet. What's your name?" she asked kindly.
Samuel slowly peeked his head out from behind Amanda. "It's Samuel. Samuel Rhys..." he uttered. Sydney smirked.
"Well, nice to meet you, Samuel. My name is Sydney. Sydney Sable," the black-uniformed admiral said, raising her hand out for a shake. Samuel was still timidly hiding behind Amanda. "Come on, Samuel. It's okay, I don't bite," she jokingly assured him.
Sydney's tone of voice held a similar maternal vibe to Amanda's. Sensing that familiar aura coming from this high-ranking female, Samuel slowly emerged from behind Amanda and shook the new woman's hand.
"Hm, you gotta be firmer than that," Sydney instructed him as their conjoined hands kept bouncing up and down. Samuel nodded and gripped her soft feminine hand with a touch more strength. "Ah, there you go, Samuel," she cheered, before finally releasing his hand.
Amanda carefully leered at Sydney during their interaction, trying to get a read on her intentions. Sydney seemed awfully interested in Amanda's cadet. She noted Sydney's Nordic eyes sizing up Samuel. But as she was about to intervene, a voice called out to their little group.
"Director, Rear Admiral. Chief Officer Lawson would prefer not to start his briefing without you," an officer said from the threshold of the conference room. Amanda and Sydney turned to the woman and nodded.
As Sydney went ahead, Amanda paused to give Samuel a pat on the head. "I'm not sure how long this will take. But if it drags on too long, I'll find a way to make it up to you, okay?" she said reassuringly. Samuel wasn't sure what she meant by that, but he nodded in understanding.
"Come on, Amanda," Sydney called out. Rolling her crimson eyes, she gave Samuel an affectionate pinch on the cheek before walking away. Samuel anxiously watched as his motherly superior disappeared behind the doors to the innermost chamber of the Nexus complex.
After an unknown amount of time standing along a wall to one side of the outer doors, Samuel felt like he was about to fall asleep from sheer boredom. The only thing keeping him awake was the need to catch himself before toppling over. Trying his best to keep his eyes open, he fell asleep again and was threatening to fall over. Before he actually began slipping down the wall, however, he was caught by a pair of hands grabbing him by his shoulders.
Flinching awake, he fully expected to see his superior. But as his eyes flickered open, they were met by a black uniform rather than the familiar white. Tilting his head upward, his gaze was met by Sydney's Nordic blue eyes: she was about the same height as Amanda.
"Sleepy?" Sydney spoke, causing Samuel to blush with embarrassment. "Hm, you're a cute one," she added in a low voice. His blush deepened as he again picked up on a vibe that was similar to Amanda's when she was teasing him about something.
"Uh, sorry, ma'am... I just-," Samuel tried to say.
"It's alright, sweetheart, I get it," Sydney said sympathetically. Samuel's heart raced and his chest fluttered at her use of the endearment. "It must be dreadful for you, having to just stand here like this. I can't imagine myself doing that. I mean, look at those men back there," she pointed at the two Sentinel Guards. "The worst job in the world, I swear. All that vigorous training just to stand around like a glorified bodyguard. Trying to stay alert, even though nothing ever happens." Her words drew a small chuckle from Samuel.
"Augh, Sydney, get your hands off of my cadet," Amanda commanded from off in the distance. Sydney chuckled as she removed her hands from Samuel's shoulders. "What were you doing with him?" Amanda questioned sharply, coming up to where the other two were standing.
"Me? Oh, I was just trying to get a better look at your cadet," Sydney explained nonchalantly. Then, leaning closer to her blonde colleague, she whispered, "I must say, he is a cute one." Amanda's crimson eyes widened at Sydney's brashness. What was she trying to imply?
Looking back down at Samuel, Sydney gave him a familiar pinch on the cheek. "You wouldn't mind lending me your cadet occasionally, would you? I'm really busy all the time, and I could make good use of a personal aide," Sydney said, accompanying her words with a somewhat insidious smile. Her intentions were slowly becoming clearer.
Not liking where she was going with this, Amanda stepped next to Samuel and grabbed his arm. "Come on, Samuel, it's time to go," she urged, dragging him away. A playfully disappointed look formed on Sydney's face.
"Hm, till next time, Director. And I hope to see you again soon, Cadet Samuel," Sydney said, waving playfully at them as they departed. Looking back, Samuel saw that her polite wave was paired with an ominously warm smile. He couldn't help but find her extremely attractive.
Samuel returned Sydney's wave with a small one of his own as Amanda dragged him away. The rear admiral's happy grin grew and she blew a kiss at him. Samuel's face blushed and his chest fluttered. Looking up at Amanda, he saw that her eyes were directed straight ahead as she focused on putting distance between her cadet and her cunning rival. Samuel wanted to ask something about Sydney, but he was deterred by the stern look on Amanda's. Overall, though, he was left with the impression that Sydney seemed nice, especially for someone so high-ranking, who could have just as easily ignored him as if he was part of the furnishings.
-
Back at their residential quarters, Amanda went over to Samuel and pulled him into a deep hug. She made sure to stuff his face into her chest to make sure that he would forget all about Sydney. "I'm sorry you had to wait so long, Samuel. Since you were such a good boy, I'm going to give you a treat," Amanda cooed at him. As she pulled away, she slowly lowered herself down and planted a nice long wet kiss on Samuel's left cheek.
The cadet squirmed and blushed heavily. As Amanda's soft lips left him, she locked eyes with him and gave him a knowing smile. "Hmm, you're such a handsome boy, you know that?" Samuel smiled awkwardly and nodded.
Standing back up, Amanda proceeded over to the kitchen. "That one was just a freebie for being such a good boy. It's time I give you the real treat I promised. How does some ice cream sound?" she said in a suggestive voice, granting him a warm smile. Samuel's eyes widened. He'd thought that that long kiss was his treat! But this worked as well, the more the merrier.
Samuel took a seat at the kitchen island as Amanda served him up some good ole vanilla ice cream. Vanilla had to be imported from the core worlds and was considered a delicacy here on Antares IV. As he savored the rare treat, Amanda sat next to him and attentively watched him, her chin resting in one hand propped up by an elbow.
Samuel couldn't help but sense the deep regard of her crimson eyes; it felt like she was eating him up with her gaze. His eyes kept flicking over to assess the look she was giving him. Amanda's usual caring look had been replaced with something different. She now looked like a predator, patiently stalking her prey.
"You don't mind if I have a bite?" Amanda asked. Samuel just nodded with his spoon in his mouth. Smiling, she swiftly scooted closer to him, wrapping her right arm around his waist. With her free hand, she took the spoon from him and slowly drew it out of his mouth. Then, scooping herself a spoonful of ice cream, she slid it slowly and methodically into her mouth.
Samuel couldn't help but be entranced by the lascivious display she was putting on with his spoon. First of all, it was kind of weird that she wasn't just using her own! Amanda wasn't part of his immediate family and yet she was sharing the same utensil. It seemed a little unhygienic. But at the same time, his stomach fluttered at her willingness to share his saliva, to swallow one of his bodily secretions. It seemed so personal, so intimate. He found that he was suddenly eager to take his turn at eating from the same spoon that had just been in her mouth.
"Hmm, that tastes good..." Amanda hummed with satisfaction as she slowly removed his spoon from her mouth. Dipping another spoonful of ice cream from the container, she maneuvered the spoon back toward Samuel. "Open wide, sweetie," she urged. The cadet's eyes widened and he eagerly opened his mouth.
As Amanda methodically inserted the spoon into his mouth, Samuel closed his lips around it. He could taste the vanilla, but he was convinced that he could now detect an additional sweetness that hadn't been there before. Amanda smiled with satisfaction as he hummed happily. She had made sure that she had left the spoon wet with her saliva. After all, a slick spoon made it easier to dish up the next bite of ice cream.
For the next few minutes, Amanda slowly fed Samuel his ice cream. She 'flew' the spoon back and forth like it was a miniature dropship and he was a little child she was babysitting. She loved how cute he looked eating from her hand, his adorable lips opening wide like the beak of a baby bird. Her other hand drifted lower on his hip, causing Samuel to squirm a bit. Glancing down, her eyes widened to see a sizeable bulge in the crotch of his pants. "Someone is happy to suck on my saliva..." she deviously thought to herself.
Finishing up the ice cream, Amanda grabbed a napkin. "Close your eyes, sweetie. I need to clean something," she said nonchalantly. Samuel cocked his brow at this odd request, but he obediently did as she said. Closing his eyes, she was fully expecting her to use that napkin to wipe something off his mouth. But suddenly, he felt another pair of soft lips making contact with his.
Samuel's eyes shot open in shock to see his superior officer kissing him on the lips. As she pulled him closer, her tongue slipped inside his mouth and twirled with his. Samuel was in a state of bewilderment. He sat completely frozen as Amanda had her way with him.
He could taste her sweet saliva mixing with his as she sensually made out with him. Samuel writhed and squirmed, but Amanda held him straight. Then suddenly, he felt her hand being firmly placed on his crotch. He groaned as he felt her groping his bulge, making him super horny and aroused. Was this a dream? Samuel had a hard time processing what was happening. This was all so sudden! Amanda pulled back from their kiss long enough to say, "The ice cream wasn't the last of your treat, Samuel."
Samuel flinched and moaned as she gripped his bulge even tighter. "Hmm, you're so hard for me again, Samuel. It's so cute how horny you are for me all the time," Amanda cooed, leaning forward and locking lips with him again. Samuel's mind was melting.
As if running on instinct, the cadet reached forward to grab her hips as they sloppily made out. Amanda gasped and smiled in between their lips. Her tongue dominated Samuel's. Leaning forward, she began to overwhelm him and he held onto her body as tight as he could. Samuel could feel her tongue reaching the back of his throat.
As their lips parted, long webs of their mixed saliva stretched between their mouths. "Mhhmm, Samuel, you taste so sweet," Amanda hummed in satisfaction. Meanwhile, Samuel was a blushing mess. His face was beet red, and he was gasping desperately for air.
"So how's your treat so far?" Amanda queried, licking her lips.
"Ah... I- it's... good..." Samuel said, his brain struggling to connect the simplest words and concepts.
"Huh, just good?" Amanda said in a rather disappointed tone. Samuel's eyes widened and he frantically backtracked.
"No! It was amazing! I- I want mo- more!" Amanda's eyes flicked with excited arousal at his admission.
"Hmm, if it's more you want, why don't we head on into the spa together? Let's get out of these pesky uniforms, shall we?" Amanda suggested with a knowing smile. "I know you love seeing my body. Is that something you want, Samuel? Do you want me out of my uniform?" she sexily cooed. Samuel eagerly nodded his head. "No, say it, Samuel. Tell me what you want..."
"I- I want to see you naked!" he blurted out. Amanda smirked and squeezed his raging bulge one more time before standing up.
"Hurry up and go to your room and undress. I'll meet you in the spa," Amanda said in a low seductive voice, giving Samuel one more wet kiss on the mouth.
Samuel felt like he must be in the midst of a wet dream. Fearing that he could wake up at any moment, he jumped off his stool and bolted up the stairs to his room. Amanda grinned excitedly at how eager her horny little cadet was.
Entering his room, Samuel messily stripped himself of his clothing. He threw the parts of his uniform randomly around his room until he was buck-naked. Looking down, he saw that his penis was raging hard; precum was leaking copiously from his slit. Amanda's advances were entirely unexpected but surely welcomed by the young cadet. He was living out his wildest fantasies! Fantasies that he'd barely dared to have.
Grabbing his towel, he quickly wrapped it around his waist and left his room for the spa. Once inside, he was disappointed to see that Amanda wasn't there yet, already waiting for him. He was eager to see her near-nude body. And, considering where things were going, he was hoping to see even more.
Hearing the door slide open behind him, Samuel jolted and quickly spun around to see his beautiful superior officer standing there. She had a towel around her body; her hair was put up in the same alluringly messy bun he remembered from the night before. His raging penis twitched dramatically just at the sight of her.
Stepping inside the spa, Amanda shut the door behind her and engaged the lock. They were now trapped in here together where no one would bother them. "Hey, Samuel..." she said in a low voice.



"Uh, hi, Amanda..." the cadet timidly replied. Seeing that same ominous smile on her face, Samuel couldn't help but feel extremely aroused. Now he knew what that smile meant.
Stepping toward him, Amanda took hold of his towel and loosened it. "You don't need this in here," she insisted, as she dropped the towel at his feet. Then she leaned down to whisper, "I want to see your cock again..."
Glancing down, Amanda's crimson eyes widened to see his staff standing as stiff as a rock. As she remembered, he was a good size for his stature. His cockhead looked like it was about to burst and he had nicely-detailed little veins wrapping around his throbbing shaft. He was a good six and a half inches long, and his shaft was tastefully thick. His sack was healthy and full-looking as well. To her surprise, he didn't have a lick of pubic hair on him. He was as smooth as a baby's butt.
"Mhmm, it's just as good as I remembered," Amanda mewled, biting her lip as saliva surged into her mouth.
Samuel awkwardly smiled and his dick twitched again at her words. "Is... is it big enough?" he cautiously queried. Amanda tilted her head and smiled.
"Mhm, you are very big, Samuel. Bigger than most men in fact," she cooed ingratiatingly. "Hmm, my handsome boy has such a nice cock..." Samuel smiled with pride. Amanda's words really boosted his self-esteem.
But noticing Samuel's eyes staring at her own body, Amanda smirked. "You probably want me to lose the towel as well, don't you, Samuel?" He slowly nodded. "Tell me then," she encouraged.
Samuel's heart raced. This was the moment he'd been waiting for. "I- I want you to drop your towel! I want to see you naked!" he eagerly spouted. Amanda's loins clenched and she could feel beads of lubrication beginning to ooze down her insides.
"Hmm, good boy. In this galaxy, if you want something, you have to take it for yourself. Remember that, Samuel." Then unknotting her towel, she let it spiral free of her body and fall to the floor. Samuel's green eyes widened in awe, eating up her luscious body on full display.
His unobstructed vision of her perky yet soft D-cup breasts, her in-curving waist, outward swelling hips and ass, and her sensationally long legs almost made him pass out. His eyes swooped hungrily lower, down to where they stopped, fixated on her smooth clean shaven pussy.
"Do you like what you see, Samuel?" Amanda queried, bracing her hand on her hip, striking a subtle, but sexy pose. He could do no more than nod, his innocent eyes remaining glued to her pussy. His tongue swept out to moisten his lips as he imagined how sweet she must taste.
Tracking his eyes, Amanda grinned to see his focus on her privates. "Is this the first time you've seen a woman's vagina in the flesh?"
"I- erh, yes..." Samuel awkwardly replied. He'd watched Holopornos before. But the sight of a real woman this close to him was on a whole new level of reality. He could not only see her but smell her arousal as her pussy prepared for him. He could see her tissues swelling and her lips puffing up. He could hear her breathing speed up. It felt like he could almost hear the beating of her heart. Or maybe that was his own heartbeat, tolling in his ears.
"How do you like it?" she added
"It's... amazing...." he uttered.
Chuckling, Amanda stepped forward and gripped Samuel's dick with her right hand: it fit her hand like the hilt of a sword as if it had been custom-made for her fingers to wrap around it. Samuel gasped and moaned at feeling a woman's soft hand touching his bare member for the first time ever.
"Hmm, you're throbbing so heavily for me..." Amanda hummed with pleasure. Samuel moaned, thrilled at the feel of her warm hand on him. it felt so good that his knees wobbled and he threatened to collapse onto the spa floor.
"Yes, Samuel. Moan for me, moan for mommy..." Amanda sexily cooed as she slowly began to stroke him in her hand. Samuel's heart skipped a beat when he heard her call herself 'Mommy'.
Realizing that his legs were about to give out on him, Samuel reached out and grabbed hold of Amanda's. Her soft hand felt so good on his shaft. His body buzzed with pleasurable ecstasy. "Ah... ah... gah..." Samuel groaned.
Amanda lubricated his penis with his precum so she could jerk him off more easily. Samuel's tongue hung from his mouth like a panting dog as more moans came spewing from his mouth. Feeling his orgasm rising, he gripped Amanda's arms tighter.
Sensing that her cadet was about to cum, Amanda smirked and promptly released her hand from his cock. "Gah..." Samuel gasped, wondering why the pleasure had stopped.
"Wh- why?" he whined. Bringing up her precum-covered hand, Amanda began licking his essence from her fingers, sucking on them sexily, one at a time, staring him in the eyes as she did so. Samuel watched in awe as she consumed his fluids inches from his bulging eyes.
"Mhhmm, you taste so good..." Amanda moaned in satisfaction, licking around her fingers. "But you can't cum just yet. I want to keep playing with you," she added with a sinister smile.
Grabbing Samuel's shoulders, she spun him around and ushered him to the nearby wall. "Put your hands on the wall for me, Samuel," she whispered, before playfully biting his ear. Like the good boy he was, Samuel obeyed, planting his hands on the wall.
Reaching around with her right hand again, she gripped his penis and began to stroke him once more. However, this time she was more rapid with her stroking. Samuel's eyes widened and he hung his head down low as he leaned his weight into the wall.
The sound of wet squelching began to echo through the quiet spa. With her free hand, Amanda touched all over his scrawny torso. She pressed her body and breasts up against his back. Amanda could feel everything: his ragged breathing, his heartbeat, his cock...
"How does that feel, Samuel? Do you love mommy stroking your cock?" she cooed in a low womanly voice.
"Gah! Yes! I love it, Amanda!" he uttered in extreme pleasure.
"Hmm, call me mommy, Samuel," she commanded, kissing behind his ear as she jerked his throbbing penis.
"Ah! Mommy!" he hissed. A large grin formed on Amanda's face at his obedience. She had this boy in the palm of her hand, metaphorically, and quite literally.
Amanda was loving every second of this. The way her cute cadet helplessly moaned in pleasure because of her was so fulfilling. Controlling him, commanding him, even if benignly to his benefit, was as thrilling as victory in combat. "Hmm, that's it, my sweet boy. Keep moaning for mommy," she continued to whisper.
"Ah ah ah, mommy..." he mewled, hanging his tongue from his mouth.
After a few minutes of intense stroking, she had Samuel approaching his limit once again. "Augh! I'm gonna cum soon... Gah!" he groaned in a breathy voice. Amanda grinned with excitement.
Stroking his penis faster, she hugged her body harder against his back. "Mhm, okay, my sweet boy. Cum, cum for mommy. I want you to shoot your load. I want you to cum for me," she commanded. With a few final strokes, Samuel gasped as his load came spewing from his slit and splattered onto the wall.
"Gah! Ahh!" he grunted in extreme pleasure. The noises that Samuel was making reverberated in the depths of Amanda's pussy; her girl juice had now escaped running down the inner surfaces of her upper thighs. Clenching her loins, she continued to stroke her cadet and milk him for every drop of semen he had. Samuel writhed and thrashed about as Amanda continued to jerk him off. He felt near to collapsing again, but his magnificently tall and strong superior officer held him straight with effortless ease.
"Oh my! Look how much you are cumming for mommy!" Amanda cooed. "Yes, keep shooting your young seed. That's it, keep cumming for mommy."
Amanda's hand extracted shot after shot of his cum. Samuel's mind had melted into a puddle of mush from the sheer amount of stimulation coursing through his body. Even after his load was utterly expended, she kept stroking. In his ecstasy, his knees buckled at last, but Amanda kept holding him up.
"Ah! Mommy! St- stop! Ah!" he pleaded for mercy. His cries shook Amanda into focus. She was so engrossed in making him cum that she had gone a little too far.
"Oh, sorry, sweetie," Amanda said, her stroking slowing to a stop. Samuel gasped in relief. "Are you okay? Mommy wasn't paying attention." Samuel was so weak that fashioning the simplest response was beyond him. His body went limp in her arms.
Spinning him around, Amanda pulled Samuel into a comforting embrace. She made sure to smother his face in between her soft tits as she held him tight. Rubbing his back, she picked up her right hand and saw his white creamy seed webbed between her feminine fingers. Then, glancing down, her crimson eyes widened to see his load splattered on the wall, slowly dripping down. She was surprised at how much he had cum. Well, she snickered to herself, she wasn't really all that surprised since she denied him once, then stroked him dry.
Wrapping her arm around his head, she tucked his face deeper into her chest. "There, there, Samuel. Mommy's not done with your treat, but you can rest now, just for a little bit," she said, comfortingly. She could feel his ragged breath gradually returning to its regular rhythm. At the same time, Amanda brought her cum covered hand up to her face and began to lick her fingers clean.
She hummed with enjoyment. His seed tasted salty, yet sweet. It smelled musky, but it was the exact aroma of musk that she preferred. Amanda could definitely get used to eating Samuel's cum on a daily basis. Glancing back at the splattered wall again, Amanda began to feel a little embarrassed. "Eesh, we probably should have done this in the shower," she thought. Perhaps she had been a little too eager.
But she dismissed any regrets from her mind. No one would see the well-splattered wall except the two of them. And she doubted that Samuel would complain. Looking back down at the cadet's face, she saw him gazing up at her. "Hey, tiger... Did mommy make you feel good?" Samuel just nodded, his face too deeply buried between her burgeoning breast for any sound to escape. Feeling how sticky with sweat his body was against hers, Amanda decided that they should get cleaned up.
"Come on, my baby boy. Let's take a shower, then we can use the hot tub together. How does that sound?" she suggested in a maternal voice.
"Mhmhhhpphhm," he tried to say in between her breasts.
"I'm gonna take that as a 'yes', then," she chuckled.
After taking a sensual shower together, Amanda and Samuel relaxed in the steaming hot tub. Samuel sat in between his superior's legs with a small towel sitting on his head. Amanda hummed in relaxation, her head resting against the curved upper rim of the tub; her long blonde hair had fallen out of its bun and now streamed down to her shoulders.
Samuel fiddled with his thumbs as he felt her soft thighs pressing against his skinny legs. Opening her eyes, Amanda slowly rose up and hugged Samuel from behind, her full boobs stirring slickly against the slippery skin of his back.
"How have you liked your treat so far, Samuel?" she calmly asked, sensually running her hands along his torso.
"It's been great..." Samuel quietly muttered. He was focused on her smooth skin touching his, on detecting the firm nubs of her nipples as they drew hieroglyphs upon his shoulder blades. "I- erh, thank you... for being so good to me..." he struggled to get out.
Leaning down, Amanda planted little kisses along the nape of his neck. "You're welcome, Samuel," she hummed happily, impressing more soft kisses along his trapezius muscle where it flared out from his neck. Blushing, Samuel averted his green eyes to the steaming water. He could see her thick white thighs on either side of his tan legs. Then he saw her hands tracing below the waterline and towards his crotch.
"Hey, Samuel," Amanda said, running her hands between his inner thighs and dangerously close to his male appendages.
"Em, yes, Amanda?" he queried, trying not to squirm; he could feel his blood rushing back into his penis.
"Like I said, your treat isn't finished yet..." she revealed. Samuel's eyes widened. "There's more?!" he wondered in shock.
"It's not??" Samuel exclaimed. Amanda chuckled.
Slowly wrapping the fingers of her right hand around his hardening cock, and carefully enfolding his firm sack in her left, his testicles still feeling full to bursting, she bluntly asked, "Are you a virgin?" Samuel's face turned the same shade as her eyes and his cheeks flamed with embarrassment. During his time in the academy, he had overheard gossip and rumors about how frequently his classmates were hooking up with each other. This bragging talk had made him feel like even more of a loser for never having been with a girl. When his failure to contribute to the gossip led to the inevitable conclusion, he was bullied about that too. But, hell, there was no way he was going to lie to Amanda about it. He took even these deeply personal questions as commands that required faithful obedience on his part.
"I- um... yes..." he shamefully admitted. But Amanda just kept playing with his male anatomy, making him squirm and writhe as his horniness for her reared up again.
Her hot breath brushing his left ear, Amanda whispered seductively, "Hmm, would you like mommy to change that?" As the sense of her words coalesced in his brain, Samuel's penis sprang instantly to rock-hardness in her hands.
"Wha- what?? What do you mean by that?" Samuel abashedly replied, clutching Amanda's thighs as she wrung his penis in her soft but firm right hand.
"You know exactly what I mean, Samuel," Amanda answered with an ominous smile on her face. Samuel was reduced to a series of grunts and nervous jittering.
"Ar- are you serious? Would you..." Samuel struggled to articulate what had been the most distant of dreams, the unlikeliest of fantasies, being seduced by his commanding goddess.
"Yes, Samuel. I will," she cut him off. "But only if you want me to. But you have to ask for it... So... what do you want from me?" Her offer was beyond appealing. Losing his virginity to a beautiful mature woman, only a hopeless idiot would ever turn that down! But Samuel took a deep breath, earning himself just a moment in which to consider it. Vague thoughts of professionalism, of - what was the term? - fraternization, flitted through his mind. But these doubts were fleeting: Amanda's hands on his cock and balls were steering him to the inevitable choice, the only choice he could conceive of... There was no one he trusted more than this goddess who had wrapped her body and hands all around him.
"I- I want to lose my virginity," he uttered. Amanda smirked as he gave her the answer she wanted. But she wanted to hear even more.
"Could you say that again, Samuel? Who do you want to lose your virginity to?" she playfully prodded.
"You!"
"You? Who's you?" Amanda played coy, slowly stroking his raging cock in her naughty hand.
"Gah... You... mommy!" Samuel gasped, gripping Amanda's soft thighs even harder.
"Hmm, now that's what I wanted to hear. Do you want Mommy to take your virginity? Is that what you want?" she cooed seductively. Samuel nodded eagerly, her stroking hand still rendering words difficult to find. "Say it again then. There's no going back once you do..."
"I want Mommy to take my virginity!" Samuel blurted out in a ragged voice. "I want it! Please!" He had made his choice.
"Hmm, good boy..." Amanda hummed with satisfaction. "Then let's get out of here and head to my room, shall we?"
To be continued.
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The rhythmic thuds of boots and armor rang in the dark maroon hallways of King Gornu's Palace. An ominous imposing bounty hunter strode silently behind two Hyraxian honor guards. The bounty hunter was clad in black plated tactical armor with various orange symbols and accents; a matching hooded cloak hung off the imposing figure's right shoulder.
The guards stopped as they approached a set of grand-looking doors built on an intimidating scale. As the gates slowly parted, the Hyraxians opened a passage for the armored figure. The imposing hound-like sentries near the entrance couldn't help but portray visible unease at the figure's commanding presence.
Once inside, the bounty hunter observed his employer leisurely perched on a large satin bed, surrounded by several of his alluring concubines as he puffed some Spice.
"Oh oh oh! Sev!" King Gornu bellowed, taking a big puff from his Spice hookah. "I'm glad to see that you have returned so soon. Can I safely assume that the job is done?" he queried rubbing his fat green belly.
"Yes, the job is complete," the bounty hunter responded in a bereft tone. With deliberate motion, he swiftly unveiled his cloak and produced a mysterious brown sack fastened to his waist. As he offered the pouch to the rotund king, Gornu raised his bushy brow in curiosity. He signaled one of his servant girls to retrieve the sack from the paid hunter.
A red-maned concubine, adorned in seductive crimson attire, gracefully rose to her feet. Obediently striding to the bounty hunter, she cast an alluring presence in the fancy chamber, the air thick with Spice.
As the slave girl drew closer to the armored hunter, her presence strangely resonated with him. His aggressive V-shaped visor fixated on her, peering deeply into her very being. Her siren-green eyes seemed to conceal secrets. His eyes widened under his visor, triggered by a sudden sense of recognition.
Grazing her fingers on the sack, she was met by his gloved hand grasping her delicate wrist with a vise grip. A sharp gasp escaped her lips, her eyes locking onto the hunter's menacing visor. Perplextion and fear spread within her as her eyes gazed into the black void of his visor. She sensed something, a sense of familiarity and dread swelled, causing her stomach to churn.
"Do we have an issue, Sev?" Gornu began in a threatening, yet cautious tone. "May I why you have your hands on my property??" The bounty hunter who was known to King Gornu and many across the galaxy by the name of Sev, remained unresponsive. His focus on the slave girl's presence remained unwavering. Sensing the growing tension in the air, the king slowly sat up into a more postured position.
Before the situation could escalate further, Sev released his grasp from the girl's wrist and redirected his attention back to the more-than-plump lord.
"There's no issue, my lord," he answered coolly. "It's just that your ...concubine seems a little familiar..." Sev pointed out in a slow and suspicious tone. The redhead redirected the gaze of green eyes to the floor, wary of uttering a single word.
"Ho oh oh!" Gornu bellowed with pride. "She is one of my new prized possessions! I just got her recently! Gaha!"
"Is that right?" Sev quietly muttered to himself, his suspicion lingering under his breath.
"Emma! Come, bring me the sack," Gornu summoned the red-maned slave girl with a commanding tone. Sev's suspicions were proven correct right then and there about the girl. The bounty hunter couldn't help but shake his head in disapproval. "Never thought she would end up in a place like this," he reflected inwardly. He knew Emma well. As well as an adversary could, at least. She had always been a pain in the neck to deal with since she had often taken out contracts that were directly opposed to the interests of his own employers.
Sev wasn't sure exactly how he felt. On the one hand, it was gratifying to see her in her current predicament; Emma had cost him quite a few jobs. Yet, he was curious how she had managed to get herself caught like this. But he had no time to acquire the details: he just wanted to take his reward and depart this hell hole of a planet as quickly as possible.
Accepting the sack from his slave's trembling hands, King Gornu unsealed it in leisurely fashion, only gradually revealing the gruesome sight within. As Gornu peeled back the fabric, the severed head of one of his rival Spice cartel lords appeared. Its appearance sent a shiver through the room: its lifeless eyes were rolled back in their sockets; a tongue lolled out of its slack mouth. A sizable hole located precisely in the middle of the forehead strongly suggested the method by which the demise of the king's rival had been achieved.
The king's grin widened, radiating satisfaction, as he observed the macabre trophy with satisfaction before calmly sealing the sack. "Gaha! I am immensely pleased with your work, Sev. I should have brought you into my service far earlier!" Gornu boomed with delight, taking another puff of Spice.
"Would you mind indulging me with a few details about how you managed to execute your assignment?" the fat pig queried, still basking in the success of the job.
"I don't have time for small talk. All that matters is that the job is done. You contracted for the end result, not for the purchase of my trade secrets," Sev replied in a slightly irritated voice. Gornu cocked his brow, his previous smile of satisfaction now briefly displaced by a snarling hostility.
Gornu quickly poured a honeyed tone over his momentary loss of composure. "Hm, I suppose you're right. This job is done, that's all that matters." Gornu slowly nodded, sensing the baleful bounty hunter's impatience. The king snapped his fingers, causing another of his slave girls to appear bearing a suitcase. "Your payment, as agreed upon," Gornu said, with seeming graciousness.
Accepting the suitcase from the girl's hands, Sev unlocked it and cautiously cracked it open, disclosing stacks of unique and rare-looking metal alloys. Closing the suitcase, Sev nodded in approval. "Are they to your liking?" Gornu asked, verifying that Sev was content with his payment.
"Yes, this will suffice nicely. It's been a pleasure doing business," Sev answered, offering a small two-fingered salute. Gornu, relieved that the transaction had ended smoothly, let out a small sigh of relief.
"Hmm, it's been a pleasure... I hope we can do more business. I have no shortage of jobs lined up that require a person in possession of your talents. Just give my bounty liaison a call whenever you desire, ho ho ho!" Giving a slight nod, Sev took one last look at the red-headed girl before departing the king's personal chamber.
As the enigmatic bounty hunter departed, King Gornu reached out and grabbed the red-maned slave girl, his touch invasive. He questioned her, "Have you had any prior acquaintance with that man?"
Emma, with a slow nod, replied, her voice barely above a whisper, "Yeah, you could say something like that, Master. He was an adversary in my former life..." She attempted to recover her equanimity, acutely aware of her master's dominating presence.
-
Back on his ship, the bounty hunter stowed the suitcase containing the valuable alloys in his personal safe. He then settled into the cockpit and initiated contact with his personal AI.
"Kira," he called out.
"Yes, boss? I observed that everything proceeded smoothly. Well done," a female voice responded from within his helmet.
Sev, a hint of vindication in his tone, retorted, "Yes, as usual. I've told you to cease doubting me all the time."
Kira, being well-informed as always, promptly interjected, "Job number 567 has been logged in the database."
"Sorry, Sev. I'm just analyzing the statistics. King Gornu is a highly erratic factor," the feminine AI tried to clarify. "He could have gone back on his word and possibly tried to kill you." Sev shook his head and started to tinker with the controls of his ship as he listened to her explanation.
He paused briefly to contemplate the array of adverse consequences if the mission had gone wrong. Sev was forced to reluctantly agree with his trusty AI that King Gornu was indeed an erratic employer. But fortune favored the bold. What he had been seeking was of elusive rarity nowadays. The rotund warlord had been the only being within a hundred parsecs who had the know-how and the leverage to obtain the Hyperium Alloy.
But after running the whole job quickly back through his mind, Sev nodded affirmatively to himself. He was still confident that he would be able to handle whatever came his way if things were to go sour with King Gornu. He was, after all, one of the most notorious and dangerous independent bounty hunters in the galaxy.
"So, Sev, may I ask why you needed more Hyperium? You still haven't told me anything," Kira queried in a slightly whiny tone. "Your armor is in no need of repair. And it seems safe to assume that you aren't just going to turn around and sell it off, given how hard it was to obtain in the first place." The curious AI listed several increasingly unlikely speculations as to why he had needed to go to such lengths to acquire the surpassingly rare alloy. But to her dismay, the bounty hunter refused to elaborate any further.
Beneath his helmet, Sev chuckled lowly at his AI's curious conclusions. "What's the matter? Have something to share? Come on, please tell me." Shaking his head while still wearing an amused grin, he ignited the ship's engines. A powerful, high-pitched rumble cascaded through the entire cockpit and cabin, signaling the ship's readiness for action.
"I'll let you in on it once we're clear of orbit," Sev informed the AI. He couldn't see her, but he could hear the faint excitement in Kira's response, a small and intrigued giggle.
"Set Input coordinates for the Conclave," he commanded as he deftly guided the ship, initiating the course for their next destination.
"Understood, boss. Inputting coordinates for the Conclave," Kira obediently answered.
Lifting off from the landing pad, the ship executed a swift ascent, hurtling upward into the planet's turbulent atmosphere. It sliced through the layers of thick, orange-tinged clouds that shrouded the skies over Abogon. The vessel quivered under the strain of the rapid ascent, but the seasoned bounty hunter barely registered the turbulence, maintaining an unwavering focus on the next item on his to-do list.
Breaking free of the planet's murky atmosphere, the vessel swiftly entered the inky expanse of space. With a confident nod, Sev relinquished control of the ship to his capable AI and settled back in his seat, ready to make the jump into the vast cosmos.
"Coordinates for the Conclave locked in. Jump space drives primed. Temporal harmonics stabilized. Engaging quantum inhibitors..." Kira relayed the vital systems check, going through the routine procedures with precision. "Are you ready, boss?" she inquired. Sev gave an affirmative nod in response.
Kira continued with an air of readiness, "Initiating faster-than-light-speed jump sequence."
Kira began the countdown, "Launching in three... two... one..." In an instant, the ship surged forward at incredible speeds, piercing the fabric of spacetime. The view through the cockpit window transformed into a mesmerizing tunnel of cerulean streaks of light as they hurtled through the enigmatic realms of jump space.
As the ship translated across the surreal hallucinations of jump space, Sev couldn't help but shake his head. An uneasy feeling lingered in his mind and an expression of mild irritation flitted across his features. The abrupt transition and the characteristic whiplash of jump space travel were sensations he had never quite gotten used to, no matter how many faster-than-light-speed jumps he'd undertaken.
Still pensive and vaguely out of sorts, Sev rose smoothly up out of his seat and paced pantherishly over to his well-organized weapons locker, where he began offloading his equipment. With well-practiced motions, he fluidly but methodically unburdened himself, one piece of gear at a time. Unbuckling his utility belt, he laid it out carefully on a nearby workbench. He unlatched his ammunition pouches and performed a brief munitions check. Only then did he begin to unholster the varied assortment of weapons that had served him so well.
As he continued to unload his gear, Kira gently prodded Sev's memory, "Um, boss? Didn't you say that you were gonna explain why you needed all that Hyperium?" Sev nodded in response to her reminder.
"Right..." Sev uttered, his voice carrying a thoughtful undertone, as he finished the soothing task of polishing his trusty railgun. Glancing over at his cozy-looking bunk that was shielded by an opaque curtain, he said, "The Hyperium, it's for her."
"For her?" Kira repeated in a confused tone. Then, recalling something important, she exclaimed in realization. "Oh, right. Of course. Duh. I forgot she was still here. Is she still asleep? Why don't you go check on her, boss?" Sev headed his AI's suggestion and strode over to his bunk.
As he drew the curtain gently aside, a woman came into view, her appearance giving the impression that she was unclothed beneath a loosely draped blanket. Her disheveled, pixie-bobbed black hair gracefully framed her face, and her lips were softly parted in the midst of tranquil slumber. But what most caught the eye was a subtle, discreet religious cross tattoo etched beneath her left eye, adding an intriguing touch to her visage.
"How the hell does she sleep through all of that?" Kira wondered aloud in reference to the turbulent journey their vessel had undergone, escaping from Abogon's atmosphere and jolting into jump space.
"How am I supposed to know? She's always been a heavy sleeper," Sev remarked, scratching the top of his helmet.
"Right, and how sure are you that you want to go through with this?" Kira asked, alluding to something unstated. "Will she even accept your offer? I know you've known her for a long time but, well, she doesn't really seem like that type of girl. Are you really that into her?"
"I'm certain. She is one of a kind..." Sev replied, his tone filled with deep sincerity as he cast a glance at the peacefully slumbering woman.
"Huh, whatever you say, boss. This is a tradition of your people, so I'll support you no matter what," Kira assured him. Sev nodded, taking a moment to gaze at the sleeping woman beneath him and appreciate her beauty and elegance.
Sev had always been a lone wolf, and he rarely sought out partnerships with others. He preferred to operate solo, relying mainly on his trusted companion, Kira. This had been his confirmed mode of operation for a long time. However, everything had changed the moment he first crossed paths with Serina, the woman who now slumbered serenely aboard his vessel.
Sev had been well aware of Serina long before they had ever become properly acquainted. Both were renowned as among the top independent bounty hunters in the galaxy, and their reputations often preceded them. Sev's path had crossed with Serina's on numerous occasions during various jobs. However, their respective employers had typically found themselves on opposing ends of the spectrum, leading to a professional rivalry between the two. Despite the conflicts, a deep-seated mutual respect had developed over time.
Their encounters took a turn for the better when a job that Sev had undertaken resulted in the demise of most of Serina's employers. While she wasn't thrilled to find out that she had been involuntarily unemployed, she had at least been spared from sharing their fate as she had been engaged in a different assignment at the time. When Serina was left with no other options and nowhere to go, Sev extended a kind gesture as a way of making amends, recommending her proficient services to his own employers. Serina, though initially skeptical, ultimately accepted the offer, forging a new partnership that would alter the course of their bounty-hunting careers.
In the wake of their alliance, Sev and Serina started collaborating on various jobs, and this shared experience deepened their connection. Sev found himself acknowledging the benefits of working alongside another professional, despite his previous dedication to operating solo. Admittedly, they had to weather some initial tension due to their differing approaches and techniques but, with time, they had managed to overcome these disparities. As they adapted to each other's strengths and methods, a natural synergy developed, transforming them into a formidable and highly effective bounty-hunting duo.
Over the course of their partnership, there were inevitably moments of downtime between missions. However, they tended to gravitate back to each other's company. Eventually, one thing led to another, and they found themselves sharing an intimate connection. Sev wasn't one to actively seek out romantic involvements, especially with someone he considered a professional companion. But Serina was different: he was attracted to her determination and self-assuredness. In fact, it was she who took the initiative; it was a bit awkward, at first, given their professional history. Yet, as they continued to spend time together during their moments of respite, it became clear that their bond extended beyond the professional sphere.
As Sev continued to gaze upon Serina's peacefully sleeping form from behind his visor, he failed to realize that her piercing amber eyes were now wide open and mirroring his stare right back at him. "Whatcha staring at, tiger?" Serina playfully quipped in a raspy voice.
As she slowly sat up, the blanket loosely draped across her chest slipped down and her perky D-cup breasts sprang out of cover. Still shaded by his helmet, Sev's eyes were naturally drawn to her alluring mammaries. Reaching over, he plucked up the blanket and raised it back over her chest.
"Oops! Hmm, thank you. You are such a gentleman," Serina chuckled warmly as she took the blanket into her own grip. Scanning her surroundings, she scratched her head as if she were not yet fully awake. "Hmm, what's going on? Where are we?" she wondered, as she yawned.
"I had to pick up a bounty from Abogon. We just took off from there and we're currently in jump space," Sev informed, deliberately withholding their destination for now. Serina's eyes shot open in surprise.
"Abogon?? How long have I been out?" the pixie-haired bounty hunter exclaimed, sounding a bit bemused.
"Hm... you've been in bed since we left Novus..." he responded, his gloved hand idly rubbing the chin of his helmet. "I'll never figure out how you manage to sleep through all this," Sev continued, his voice carrying a quiet chuckle.
"Hey, if you grow up on Terminus, you can sleep through anything. And after what you put me through last night, you can't blame a girl for sleeping in," Serina chuckled, teasingly. Sev shook his head at her brashness. "But let's not dwell on that," she said. "How did things go with King Gornu? It's been quite some time since my last visit to that wretched planet," she inquired, curious about the outcome of Sev's recent mission.
"It actually went surprisingly well," Sev replied as he took a seat on the side of the bunk. However, his thoughts quickly turned to a particular encounter that made him quietly chuckle.
"What's so amusing?" Serina inquired, moving closer to her armored companion and idly fiddling with his chest plate.
"Remember Emma? 'The Autumn Fox'?" Sev asked.
"Yeah, of course I do. What about her?" Serina responded, growing more curious.
"It might sound kind of crazy, but she's now one of Gornu's slave girls," Sev revealed. Serina's amber eyes widened in surprise.



"No way..." Serina exclaimed, her tone reflecting her astonishment. "Heh, she had it coming to her. That arrogant bitch... well, it's a shame I couldn't get to her before that fat bastard. Hm, but I guess her current fate is rather befitting," she voiced her thoughts aloud, her grip inadvertently tightening on one of Sev's harnesses. Serina had her own history with Emma. As with Sev, Serina and Emma's employment had often led to them working against each other. However, unlike Sev, Serina had developed no mutual respect for Emma.
As she shook her head to refocus her thoughts, Serina's grip on Sev's harness loosened. "So, what kind of reward did you get from King Gornu?" she prodded, her curiosity getting the better of her. Sev paused for a moment, contemplating his response. He didn't want to reveal too much, but he knew that Serina had a way of seeing through any lies. He had no doubt that she'd extract the truth even if it meant prying it from his lifeless form.
"Hyperium," Sev provided a succinct response. Serina's grip on his harness tightened again.
"Hyperium? So that's why you took that job..." she deduced, the pieces falling into place in her mind. "How much are we talking about? Your armor still seems in good shape," she noted as she traced her fingers across his chest plate, her curiosity pushing her to seek further details.
"Let's just say I acquired enough for a full set of armor for a certain someone," Sev vaguely hinted. Serina raised an intrigued eyebrow.
"Oh? Would this 'certain someone' happen to be anywhere nearby?" she played along with his deliberate ambiguity.
"Very," Sev confirmed with a sly smile hidden behind his helmet. Serina grinned from ear to ear at what he was implying.
She had always harbored a deep desire for a set of Hyperium armor. Its reputation preceded it as a technological marvel, boasting not only remarkable lightness but also unrivaled durability, which in turn made it almost impervious to even the most formidable weapon fire. Yet, the coveted Hyperium armor was a closely guarded treasure of the Valkorians, a space-faring people deeply rooted in a warrior culture. Their physical resemblance to humans was where the similarities ended. Valkorians were renowned throughout the galaxy for their exceptional combat skills, not to mention their unmatched strength, razor-sharp instincts, and cunning strategies. But all these traits were underlain by their indomitable, unbreakable will to victory.
To possess a set of Hyperium armor was to attain the pinnacle of protection and aesthetic appeal. It wasn't just a matter of accumulating enough of the rare Hyperium metal; it was the intricate craftsmanship, known only to the specialized Valkorian armorsmiths, that rendered it almost impossible to replicate. The secrets of the Valkorian armorsmiths were tightly safeguarded, never shared with any who lacked Valkorian heritage. However, there were rumors that the Coalition - the dominant governing force in the galaxy - was trying to replicate the method. But those were only rumors.
For anyone else who dared to dream of obtaining this revered armor, the pursuit was fraught with peril. Even if one were to acquire a set by some stroke of fortune, perhaps from the fallen body of a Valkorian, it was only a matter of time before the Valkorian community learned of the theft and set in motion a relentless mission to recover their cherished artifact. The stolen armor, as alluring as it might be, often came with a steep price: the wrath of a proud and unforgiving people.
Deeply grateful for her Valkorian partner's generous offer, Serina wrestled with a formidable obstacle that cast a shadow over her aspirations. She wasn't Valkorian; she was a mere human. Despite her remarkable combat skills, the unalterable fact was that she did not share their lineage. While her abilities might allow her to blend in, a constant undercurrent of impostor syndrome gnawed at her confidence. The ever-present fear of being unmasked by a true Valkorian weighed heavily on her, with the awareness that the potential consequences of exposure could be dire. Even if Sev was one of their own, there was nothing he could do to change her outsider status.
"Sev... I don't think this would work. Your people, they would know," Serina voiced her concerns somberly, her worry etched across her face. She couldn't help but question why he would go to such lengths, almost committing blasphemy by offering a coveted set of armor to an outsider like her. Even if he vouched, it was highly unlikely that such an act would be permitted by the Valkorian Elders. Despite her reservations, though, a warm feeling enveloped her: if nothing else, his offer was a clear testament to how deeply he cared for her.
However, Sev exuded confidence, as if he already held the answer to Serina's concerns. "What? Don't you have something to say? Anything??" Serina wondered, her curiosity piqued.
"There is a way for you to possess this armor legitimately," Sev revealed. Serina arched an eyebrow and nodded slowly, signaling for him to continue. "I'm not sure how you'll feel about this, but here goes nothing," Sev said, taking a moment to prepare his explanation. He knew that Serina valued her strength and independence, and his offer could potentially conflict with her principles.
"Well, spit it out," Serina urged her eagerness rapidly eroding her patience. Taking a deep breath before nodding affirmatively, Sev clutched Serina's hands, holding them tightly together.
"You would have to be my woman," he finally revealed.
Serina felt a rush of emotions as his words hung in the air. She had never anticipated a conversation like this, and it left her torn between flattery and confusion. They had shared an unspoken arrangement, a companionship with benefits, and she'd grown accustomed to that dynamic. Now, confronted with the prospect of a formal commitment, she had to reconfigure the shape of their relationship in her mind and heart.
They had always been discreet about their connection in public, rendering it less apparent to outsiders, but their bond undeniably ran deeper than casual encounters. Some of their colleagues had noticed, gossiping and making assumptions about them. Perhaps they had come across as more of a couple than Serina had previously realized.
Serina's lengthy pause for internal contemplation seemed to cut through the tension in the room. At least she hadn't rejected the notion outright. "Okay, so, I'm not totally opposed to the idea of being your woman. "Alright, I'm not entirely against the idea of becoming your woman. Let's just say I am. How that will help me get this armor?" Serina inquired, breaking the silence.
Sev took a deep breath before elaborating further. There was more important information he needed to explain—more that was involved than simply deciding to become a couple.
Gently squeezing Serina's hands, Sev hastened to clarify. When he spoke again, his voice held a mixture of uncertainty and determination. "To legitimately own a set of this armor, you would have to be formally inducted by a Valkorian Elder. It's not just a matter of declaring a relationship; a candidate needs to prove their worth. Traditionally, this requires a candidate to pass rigorous tests: you would need to demonstrate your commitment to our cause."
Sev paused, his gaze fixed on Serina's. "However, in your case, I can vouch for you since I seek for you to become my woman, which should make things easier. But it's not a decision to be taken lightly, Serina. The armor represents our heritage, our traditions, and our responsibility. It's not just about appearances; it's a symbol of the deeper connection we share with the Valkorian legacy."
Serina nodded in understanding. The weight of Sev's request had settled in, and she realized the gravity of what he was asking of her. While the allure of the armor had intrigued her, Sev's offer clearly held a deep personal significance. It was a connection to a world she had never anticipated becoming a part of.
This moment, this opportunity, felt entirely foreign to her. Never in her life had she imagined that she would be presented with such a momentous choice, a path leading to a culture and a heritage she had only glimpsed in stories and shared moments with Sev. As she considered the possibilities, Serina couldn't help but wonder how this decision might change her life forever.
As Serina locked her gaze onto Sev's visor, she couldn't shake the feeling that there was something more to this request. "There's more to it, isn't there?" She voiced her suspicion, and Sev's slow nod confirmed her intuition.
Sev elaborated further, his voice carrying a mixture of seriousness and affection. "Once you are accepted, it's a lifelong commitment. You will be considered mine, and we will be bound to each other for life. As a symbol of our connection, you'll have my insignia tattooed on your body, signifying our link."
Serina's emotions were a whirlwind. She had always cherished her independence, but this prospect felt intensely intimate, stirring emotions she had rarely experienced. It was a significant decision that would not only change her life but her identity as well.
Sev continued to explain, his voice soft and earnest. "Only then, would you be officially recognized as a Valkorian. You would become one of us, even though you aren't of our blood." His gaze and his tone conveyed a weight, a sense of belonging, that transcended mere words.
He went on, "If you ever encounter another Valkorian, your insignia will be the sign that to them that you belong with us, regardless of your heritage." The significance of what he was offering and the depth of their connection became even clearer to Serina.
As he softly spoke again, Sev's voice carried a hint of uncertainty. "I know this is a lot to ask, an immensity of complications you have never asked for." There was a vulnerable edge to his words, but it was also clear that this was something he deeply desired.
Serina's heart raced as she considered the magnitude of the choice laid before her. Affection and anxiety swirled within her, knowing that becoming a Valkorian was a rare and legendary opportunity. Sev's commitment to her was palpable, it thrummed through the connection of their tightly gripped hands.
With her eyes closed, Serina drew a deep breath, gathering her courage and resolve. She opened her eyes and met Sev's visor with unwavering determination. "I accept your offer," she declared. "I will be your woman." The transformation in Sev's armored demeanor was immediate and unmistakable as if the weight of the world had been lifted from his shoulders, and he radiated a sense of pride and joy at her decision.
In a wordless moment of gratitude, Sev pulled Serina into a tight embrace. She couldn't help but emit a small, surprised sound as she felt her delicate, nude body pressed against his solid armor. "Thank you," he murmured softly, his voice filled with genuine appreciation and the deepest admiration. Serina responded with a warm smile, her heart swelling with affection for him.
As they parted from the embrace, Sev reached for his helmet, then lifted it halfway, just enough to reveal his mouth and nose. His sharp jawline and the small scar across his right jaw became visible. Leaning towards each other, they tenderly pressed their lips together. Their kiss was deep and filled with warm affection, eventually evolving into a bout of steamy tongue action. However, Sev pulled away before things could go any further.
As he pulled his helmet back down, Serina couldn't help but snarl in annoyance. Underneath that helmet, Sev was an undeniably attractive man, but he almost never took the darn thing off. The only times she ever got to see his face were in moments of intimacy, which always left her longing to know him more fully.
Gazing deeply into each other's eyes, they each felt that their relationship was reaching a new peak. Sev and Serina felt as happy as they ever had. Who would have thought that a pair of stone-cold killer bounty hunters could find romance amid the chaos and desperation of a conflict-riddled galaxy?
Kira's unexpected interjection abruptly shattered their intimate moment. "Awww, this is just so sweet. You two are going to make me cry," the AI chimed in from the speaker in Sev's helmet. The look in Serina's eyes, which had just been filled with warmth, flashed instantly to one of frustration and annoyance at the rude interruption to their private moment.
"Dammit, Kira! Don't you understand the very basics of emotional intimacy?" Serina hissed. Kira giggled in response as Serina vented her feelings further. "Don't you have anything better to do?"
Kira's virtual voice held a hint of mischief. "I do, but I couldn't help it! I'm stuck in Sev's head!" she exclaimed, as if her presence there formed some kind of an excuse for her intrusion.
Finding himself caught in the middle of their argument, Sev decided to intervene by refocusing their attention. "Kira, how long until we reach our destination?" he interjected calmly, his voice cutting through their squabble.
Kira, quick to comply with her owner's request, replied, "About two more hours until we reach the Conclave." Her prompt response defused the momentary tension.
Sev attempted to stand up, but his arm was suddenly grabbed and used to pull him back down onto the bunk. Swiveling his helmeted head around, he saw Serina, her eyes glowing with her eagerness to keep him close. She teased him with a low, seductive voice, "Where do you think you're going, mister?"
Sev couldn't help but smirk beneath his helmet, fully aware of where she wanted this to lead. However, he had pressing matters to attend to. "Not right now. I have things I need to settle with some of my contacts," he explained, his voice firm, yet tinged with a touch of regret.
Serina, undeterred, arched a challenging brow and tugged at his arm even harder this time. "You can't be serious right now. You get a girl all hot and riled up after committing to you, and you'd rather do work stuff? I can't believe you," she snapped. Sev squinted his eyes at her from behind his visor, torn between his desires and responsibilities.
Serina continued to press her case, her voice now laced with allure. "You have your trusty AI. Why don't you let her take over for you?" Her suggestion was accompanied by a suggestive smile, and Kira was quick to jump in with a protest.
"Hey! That's not fair!" Kira chimed in, trying to defend herself. However, Serina simply rolled her siren-like amber eyes and pulled her Valkorian lover even closer, brushing a hand against his armored chest.
"Come on," Serina whispered, her voice filled with longing, "Don't you want to consummate our bond?" Sev felt his blood pumping, his helmeted head spinning at the intensity of Serina's commitment, the allure of the moment nearly irresistible.
Sev activated the tacpad on his left forearm, deftly inputting commands. "Kira, send a report about 'The Autumn Fox' to 'Allfather'," he instructed, his voice steady. He added, "And would you give us some privacy for an hour or two?"
Kira let out a resigned sigh. "Of course, boss," she responded dutifully. With a brief acknowledgment, she promptly shut down her access to Sev's helmet, respecting their need for privacy, and leaving Sev and Serina to explore their moment uninterrupted.
Now that they were alone, Sev and Serina gazed at each other with burning affection and arousal. "So, are you gonna get out of that armor and join me?" Serina teased in an alluring voice. Rolling his eyes under his helmet, Sev nodded in agreement and proceeded to rid himself of his Hyperium armor.
-
Serina moaned in the darkness of the claustrophobic bunk. Her long legs hung in the air as Sev thrust himself into her with exceptional vigor. The air was thick and musty as their sloshing sexes sparred with one another.
"Oh! Fuck! Sev!" Serina moaned, her legs firmly wrapped around his waist and her hands clawing at Sev's back, her nails inscribing the many scars with which it was littered. She fervently pulled him deeper. Electric shocks of pleasure pulsed through her body, his cock filling her perfectly as he rhythmically slammed himself against her cervix.
Serina loved the times when she and Sev were able to get intimate. Even if it was more like fucking than making love. Sev had just as much prowess in bed as he did in combat. He was unsurpassed, which only made him more attractive to Serina. She'd had a few men in her life, but none of them had ever reached her expectations. She had almost given up on having sex until she met Sev. He could take her to heights of pleasure she had never reached before, and then take her even higher!
Yes, she prided herself on her strength and independence but, in bed, she loved nothing more than getting thoroughly ravaged. Perhaps that's why she hadn't enjoyed the past men of her life. None of them had come close to fucking her as good as Sev did.
With skill and precision, Sev rolled his hips unremittingly into Serina as he feasted his eyes upon his lover. She failed to return his gaze: her amber eyes were rolled back and glazed with lust. Her mouth hung open sexily as she exhaled steamy puffs of air.
Serina tried to keep eye contact with her Valkorian lover but the strength of his rolling hips kept overriding her intent, he was just rocking her to her core. His serious dark eyes dominated hers as he grunted and thrust deep into her. The clapping of their flesh reverberated within the small confines of the bunk.
As Serina released her grip from Sev's muscular back, she gently cupped his cheeks. She relished the rare opportunity to gaze into his handsome face, a sight she didn't get to enjoy as often as she liked. The knowledge that she was perhaps the only person who knew what he truly looked like filled her with a sense of satisfaction. It was like having her own personal secret, a connection that was uniquely theirs.
Planting his hands on either side of Serina's head, Sev leaned down and locked lips with hers. The two breathed heavily through their nostrils as their tongues twirled and danced.
As they pulled back from their kiss, webs of their mixed saliva still connected their lips. Sev bore a satisfied smirk on his face at how he had reduced Serina to a moaning mess beneath him. She rolled her eyes as she saw that familiar look on his face. "Ah... Sev... stop looking at me like that..." Serina playfully objected in a breathy voice.
Sev chuckled and replied, "Sorry, I can't help it. I just made one of the fiercest women in the galaxy mine..." His words caused Serina to feel things. Her principles demanded that she not belong to anyone other than herself. But it just felt so right to surrender emotionally and sexually to Sev. Being bonded to this enigmatic Valkorian felt natural to her deepest self. As if she had been instinctually destined to defer to him.
Her pupils dilated and her body heated up as she thought about her future with Sev. She gazed up at the chiseled man above her as he pounded her soaking wet pussy. Serina contemplated her new role as Sev's woman, realizing that as a mere human, she was now bonded to a genetically superior race. Her thoughts drifted to what it would be like to carry his child, to be impregnated by him, and to have his superior genetic material take root within her. It was a concept that had never crossed her mind before. Her line of work had never allowed her to consider the idea of motherhood, but now, in this new chapter of her life, it was a possibility that seemed both foreign and intriguing.
Serina's thoughts were increasingly entangled in a web of questions and desires. She wondered whether Sev even desired fatherhood, given his dedication to the demanding life of a bounty hunter. His commitment to the job was unflinching and all-absorbing; having a child might well complicate things and slow him down. On the other hand, she could not entirely ignore the traditional role of a woman in a relationship, especially in a context like theirs. Would it be her responsibility to bear strong children as his woman, further cementing their bond and lineage?



These thoughts stirred within her in a complex mix of arousal and confusion, as she grappled with the interplay of her own desires, her sense of duty, and her evolving connection with Sev. It was a conundrum that added another layer of complexity to their relationship.
Serina's mind flickered back into the steamy present moment, to feel his rough hands now caressing her legs. Reaching under her knees, Sev untangled her legs from around his waist and pushed them forward toward her chest. He always appreciated how flexible she was. "Oh!" Serina gasped in pleasure. She always loved it when he did this to her.
Tightening his hold on her knees, Sev mounted Serina, dominating her with a mating press. Her amber eyes went wide with excited arousal as she allowed her Valkorian warrior to manipulate her mere human body as he pleased. Her chest heaved and her face blushed as she submitted to her lover. Sev drank in her serene white skin and feminine features.
Then, drawing his hips back, Sev thrust powerfully forward, driving his cock deep into her soaking slit. Serina squealed and let out a loud moan as he drove irresistibly inside her, all the way to the depths of her core. This single sudden dive into her innermost being caused her to reach an orgasm.
"Gah! Mhhppmm, yes! You're so fucking big!" Serina gasped in pleasure. Her warm walls wrapped and contorted around his meaty shaft, extracting more pleasure for both of them.
Sev resumed his thrusting and pounded Serina into oblivion. She could do nothing but writhe and moan in extreme pleasure under his immovable strength. Waves of pleasure throbbed throughout her body causing her to quickly cum again. She reached behind her and grabbed the pillow her head was resting on. Folding the pillow, she engulfed her face and screamed out loud. Her toes clenched in the air and her legs shook violently.
She wanted, no, needed to rest. But Sev kept thrusting away. "Ah ah ah! Sev! Please! Let me rest! Let me rest! Oh my god! Ahhhh!" she pleaded, hoping for mercy but instead attaining yet another orgasm. The squelching of their conjoined sexes swelled in their ears as they rutted like wild animals.
A thick white cream began to form around Sev's shaft and around Serina's moist lips. The sounds of Sev's deep grunting and growls sent shivers down her spine. Gazing up, Serina locked eyes with her incredible undeniable lover. Determination was etched on his face; unwavering focus was engraved in the glare of his dark orbs. Beads of sweat dripped from his forehead, splashing onto her face.
The bunk rocked heavily as their intimate moment continued. The mattress was soaking wet from their sweat, and the air was thick and steamy with the musk of sex. Neither of them had any idea how long they had been going at it. Sev was possessed of god-like stamina, but even he was reaching his limit. Releasing his grasp from the backs of Serina's knees, he reached up and grabbed her wrists instead. As he broke her grip on her pillow, it unfolded, revealing her messily moaning face.
He gazed deeply into her amber eyes. "Oh fuck! Ahhhh! Nnhhggg!" Serina wailed as he thrust even harder and faster. Her eyes rolled back into her skull and her tongue lolled sexily from her mouth.
"I'm close," Sev spoke for the first time during their entire steamy session. Regaining control of her eyes, she rolled her gaze back to meet that of his own determined orbs. Like so many times before, she knew what was about to come. Only this time he seemed a bit different. Sev's longing was fiercer than ever, his desire for Serina almost shocking in its intensity.
Her previous thoughts about carrying his seed crossed her mind again. Was he actually trying to impregnate her, right now with this overwhelmingly possessive act of sex? The way he was fucking her and gazing at her, it certainly seemed like it. Serina had no choice but to ponder whether motherhood was what she really wanted.
Sev served her a last few heavy strokes, then bottomed out deep inside Serina's core and shot his warmth deep inside of her. Serina moaned, feeling his warmth filling her to overflowing. "Ohhhh, yes! Fill me up! You fucking beast of a man!" she moaned with helpless desire. She realized how much she hungered for this feeling, to be filled to overflowing with his conquering warrior seed.
Sev pinned her wrists harder into the mattress as he continued to arch and thrust, tapping all of his reserves, running himself dry even as he pumped her so full she was sloshing with the full measure of his sperm. Images of her fecund self, curved and complete, beautifully, bountifully pregnant with Sev's child, flickered and flashed in her mind, reigniting the string of orgasms that had never really faltered. Her legs subconsciously wrapped around his waist again and held him fully inside herself. She was so full of his seed that, if not for her birth control, he would surely have impregnated her. She shuddered and shook, her orgasm refusing to release as she found herself swirling helplessly in the current of this new compulsion, to be conclusively bred by Sev, her Valkorian overlord.
She could hear his low grunting and growls as his own orgasm began to subside. He collapsed on top of her, the two of them reduced to a sweaty moaning mess. Serina squealed a bit as his heavy muscular frame almost crushed her. But this was something she was used to, hell, she even enjoyed his heavy weight bearing down upon her. It made her feel all nice and cozy.
After a while, Sev slowly rose above Serina and looked down at her. "Hey, tiger," she greeted in a warm voice, wearing a satisfied smile.
Smirking, he leaned in, capturing her lips with his in a deep, affectionate kiss. "I love you," he whispered softly as he pulled back. It was a rare display of deep emotions from Sev, making his confession all the more meaningful. Serina felt her chest swell with affection. She'd always harbored intense feelings for Sev but, until now, she'd never acknowledged the inner truth of those emotions.
"I love you, too," Serina whispered, her voice vibrating with genuine emotion. A warm smile graced Sev's usually serious face and, as he rolled off of her, their intimate moment left them with a sense of connection and affection that words alone could never have fully expressed.
She slid the curtain to the bunk aside; the ship's cabin lights spilled inside, casting their gentle glow over the cozy bunk. Serina's amber eyes flickered, adjusting to the sudden brightness. Sev, grabbing a towel and wrapping it around his waist, turned to his lover who was still nestled in bed.
"Do you mind if I hit the shower first?" he inquired, gesturing towards the compact shower compartment nearby with his thumb. Serina slowly shook her head.
"You can go first. I'm still recovering from what you just did to me," she replied with a knowing smile.
Concealed by his armor, Sev settled into the cockpit of the ship, while Serina took her turn to refresh herself. Activating the ship's computer console, he began scanning for any messages he might have missed during his leisure time with his woman.
"Kira," he called out to his AI.
"Yes, boss?" Kira's response was swift and attentive.
Sev inquired, "How much longer until we reach the Conclave?" as his fingers danced across the console.
"Approximately 20 minutes until we exit jump space," the trusty AI informed him. Sev acknowledged her with a nod and continued reviewing his messages, engrossed in the tasks at hand. A tense silence settled between them. Sev was focused on catching up and preparing for the impending reunion.
"Boss?" Kira's artificial voice carried a hint of anxiety. Sev made a non-committal hum in response. "Do you think they will accept her?" Her question hung in the air, causing Sev to abruptly halt his activities and gaze at the console.
"They will accept her... I know it," he replied, his voice unwavering, laced with conviction.
Kira expressed her concerns, "How can you be so sure? It's been a while since you've been back. You might be seen as estranged. Will your words still carry enough weight?"
Sev did not respond immediately, choosing to resume his tasks. However, Kira persisted. "It's been two years since you left. Will they even accept you back?"
Her words seemed to strike a chord, causing Sev to pause once more. "Once a Valkorian, always a Valkorian," he asserted. "Elder Remus understands why I left. He'll be pleased to welcome one of his sons back into the fold."
"And Serina. What about her?" Kira reiterated her point.
Sev responded with confidence, "She's the strongest person I know. She'll be accepted, I'm sure of it. And if she has to prove herself, she will. I have no doubt in my mind."
"Understood, boss. I'll do what I can to support you," Kira responded, acknowledging his determination.
As they exited jump space, an ominous-looking planet dominated the view from the cockpit window. Its atmosphere was heavy with turbulent gray storm clouds, and a fractured moon loomed in the distance. A ring of debris from the shattered moon had coalesced in orbit around it.
"We have arrived at Aurelianus Majoris," Kira reported, setting the stage for the forthcoming events.
"Sending encrypted comms message," Sev announced, swiftly inputting frequencies on a nearby console.
"Sending encrypted message," Kira echoed in protocol.
With the ship under his control, Sev guided it toward the planet. As they entered the planet's atmosphere, the vessel quaked and shuddered, thrashing its way through the turbulence of the stormy skies. As Serina struggled to fasten her boots, the ship's violent movements caused her to stumble.
"Gah! What the hell??" she exclaimed, as she fought to regain her balance.
Laboriously making her way toward the cockpit, Serina clung to anything she could find for support. Upon reaching the cockpit, she firmly grasped Sev's pilot seat from behind.
"Um, hey. Where are we, exactly?" she inquired urgently, her eyes widening as she peered out of the pitch-black cockpit window. The skies were intermittently riven by lightning strikes; the rain battering the windscreen sounded like a hail of bullets.
"We are heading to the Conclave," Kira informed her. Serina raised an eyebrow. She had heard Sev mention this 'Conclave' in conversations with Kira, but until now she had never asked about the place or its significance.
Serina saw that Sev was completely focused on navigating the ship through the turbulent skies. Despite the vessel's violent movements, he remained resolute. No matter how intently she scrutinized the navigation screen, Serina was unable to discern their destination; it flickered intermittently, displaying little beyond bursts of static. Despite the chaotic conditions outside, Sev's dedication to his course was unwavering.
However, Serina's anxiety was peaking. "Sev??" she called out to her Valkorian lover with deep concern. "You're not eyeballing this, are you??"
Sev responded hesitantly, "It's been a while since I've been back here. So ...maybe?" His less-than-resolute answer did little to ease her distress. Serina's eyes hardened, and she smacked the top of his helmeted head.
*Bonk!* The loud ring of the Hyperium alloy echoed through the cockpit.
"Augh! I know where I'm going. I'm just pulling your leg," Sev retorted, rubbing the top of his head. Serina's strength was undeniable.
"Both hands on the controls, tiger," Serina commanded with a stern tone. If she was going to be his bonded woman, she intended to arrive at their destination in one piece.
"Our ETA is 2 minutes," Kira relayed, as the intense journey through the turbulent skies drew to its end.
As they emerged beneath the thick cloud cover, the rocky, mountainous terrain of the planet came into view. Although the sky remained dark and gloomy, there was just enough visibility to make out their surroundings. As Serina squinted to discern the details, she noticed a long platform extending from the side of a massive mountain.
Sev deployed the landing gear as they approached the platform, guiding the ship into a smooth landing. The once-roaring engines gradually fell silent, leaving only the patter of rain on the ship's hull to break the quiet.
Serina made space for Sev to exit the cockpit, watching as he crossed to his weapons locker to equip himself with his gear and armaments. "Get your things ready," he instructed Serina, as he secured his railgun on his lower back.
"Of course," Serina replied, shaking off her momentary distraction. She sheathed her assortment of blades and holstered her CAR-99 Raptor submachine gun in her right thigh holster, ensuring she had everything she needed.
Sev picked up a black poncho and gently draped it over Serina. "You don't want to catch a cold," he remarked in a somewhat somber tone. Although it concealed her well, her attire was not suited for the rainy weather.
"Thanks," Serina replied warmly, pulling her hood over her head.
Sev inquired, "Do you have everything you need?" He retrieved a suitcase he had received not long ago.
"Yeah, I'm all set here. Is there anything I should know? I still don't have any idea what's going to happen, other than I'm to become your partner," Serina quipped, her tone light.
Sev took a moment to formulate his response. "Remain respectful at all times. Do not engage with any other Valkorians, regardless of any taunts or provocations that may come your way. You're considered an outsider, and they won't hesitate to kill you if they perceive you as a threat. Even if I try to protect you, there's only so much I can do," Sev explained with a grave demeanor.
"Okay," Serina sighed, her independent nature balking at being told what to do, even by her lover. In response to her sigh, Sev walked over to her and firmly grasped her shoulders.
"This isn't a joke, Serina. You must understand the seriousness of the situation, and I know how you can be," Sev stated firmly. His words were less than comforting but undeniably accurate. Serina tended to be quite headstrong. She felt the tension in his grip and nodded obediently.
"Yes, I understand, Sev. I will behave, I promise," she assured him, recognizing the importance of following his advice in such an unfamiliar situation.
As the platform of the ship lowered, Serina stood close to Sev. She turned to him, a hint of curiosity in her voice. "So, hypothetically, let's say I did get into a scuffle. How many of your, um, people could I take?" she asked with a raised eyebrow. Sev shifted his attention toward her briefly, then shook his head.
"What? I'm just asking in case things take a turn for the worse," she added, a playful grin tugging at her lips.
He chuckled and replied, "Well, I'll admit, maybe a good amount of them." Serina smirked and nodded proudly. "Yeah, the younglings," Sev playfully added. Serina gasped in mock offense and delivered a stiff elbow to his side. He winced. "Okay, fine. In a one-on-one fight, you'd stand a pretty good chance. But these people aren't your average mercenaries. Imagine me, and then multiply that by several hundred."
Serina absorbed the information with a slow nod. Sev was the most dangerous person she had ever encountered; it was one of the factors that had drawn her to him. Birds of a feather, as they said. Yet, the realization that an undisclosed number of individuals with abilities akin to Sev's awaited them at their destination was unsettling. Her survival instincts, already heightened, were now in overdrive. For the first time in a long time, she found herself facing an uncertain future.
As the platform finished extending itself down to the docking platform, the cacophony of heavy rain intensified. The exterior was drenched and shrouded in darkness. Descending the platform, Serina kept her gaze fixed on the distant end of the long walkway and noticed a radiant, glowing open, veritable light at the end of a tunnel.
As they made their way toward the light, Serina had to keep tugging her hood down to keep the wind from blowing it off. She scanned her surroundings as they walked. The steep flank of the rugged mountain reached endlessly upward into the clouded sky. On the opposite side of the walkway, she was spooked by the endless abyss below.
"This planet is certainly lovely," Serina muttered sarcastically to herself as she trailed closely along behind Sev.
As they drew closer to the radiant light, the silhouettes of figures waiting for their arrival came into focus. A central figure stood prominently, flanked by four others who maintained a disciplined formation. Serina continued to scrutinize the individuals as they drew ever closer. Each of them sported armor akin to Sev's, though each suit of armor was adorned with its own distinctive features.
Her gaze fixed on the central figure, a commanding presence. He towered over the other Valkorians, and even above Sev as he took up a position directly in front of him. The stern figure's helmet bore starkly spiraling horns, and his armor exuded an aura of unassailable strength. Around the collar of his coat, thick gray fur from an unknown creature sprouted, only adding to his imposing appearance.
In this fraught moment, Serina felt acutely vulnerable. She was the only person lacking a helmet and the opaque black visors of the Valkorians concealed their expressions, leaving her unable to gauge their intentions. As several of the Valkorians shifted their attention to look past Sev in her direction, Serina composed herself, endeavoring to project as dignified a persona as possible.
Returning her attention to Sev, Serina observed him as he gazed up at the formidable figure before him. An eerie silence seized the air, broken only by the weight of their intense stares. Serina's sixth sense tingled, zeroed in on the mounting tension. Subconsciously, her hand drifted towards the grip of her gun, concealed beneath her poncho. She clutched the handle uneasily as the silent standoff continued.
As the large armored man took a step forward, Serina's eyes widened, and her heart raced with anticipation. But the watchful eyes of the other four Valkorians were all affixed upon her, causing her to think twice about any impulsive actions. She clung to her composure, her gaze locked on the commanding figure.
Now standing before Sev, the leader extended his right gloved hand from underneath his coat. After a moment's hesitation, Sev also reached forward, and the two clasped hands in a firm and meaningful handshake before pulling themselves into a heartfelt embrace. Serina couldn't help but heave a sigh of relief, relieved that the tension had not escalated.
As the two dominant figures pulled away from their clasp, the four other Valkorians approached Sev in their turn, offering welcoming gestures and warm hugs. It was evident that their bonds ran deep, akin to a tight-knit family. The sense of camaraderie and unity was palpable in their interactions.
Relaxing her grip on her weapon's handle, Serina released it and allowed her hand to fall gently to her side. She maintained her vigilant observation of their interactions. Although the Valkorians exchanged words in hushed murmurs, their dialogue remained unintelligible to her. The heavy rain continued to pour down, its relentless drumming providing a constant backdrop to their conversation.
Despite the auditory barrier, Serina gathered from the subtle movements of their helmeted heads that the exchange appeared to be positive and amicable. The gestures and body language conveyed a sense of warmth and camaraderie, reassuring her that the encounter was taking a favorable turn.
The commanding figure's gaze was suddenly directed her way: Serina instinctively flinched back, caught off guard by the unexpected attention. Uncertain about the appropriate course of action, she briefly deliberated. Should she offer a verbal greeting or perhaps a wave? Thinking quickly, she decided that a subtle yet affirming nod of acknowledgment would be the most suitable response to the Valkorian leader's scrutiny. This simple gesture conveyed respect without overstepping boundaries, and it allowed her to maintain her poised composure in the face of unfamiliarity.



Serina was visibly relieved to see the imposing figure return a respectful nod after Sev gestured towards her. As the Valkorian leader approached her, she felt a natural impulse to draw her weapon, her nerves still on high alert. The imposing armored figure stood uncomfortably close to her, casting a shadow over her.
The figure spoke an unintelligible language. Serina flinched at the unfamiliar words but, almost immediately, she detected a hint of welcome in the depth of his voice. He repeated his words, but Serina remained puzzled. In the distance, she heard Sev say something in the same language, prompting the tall Valkorian to nod.
"What is your name, girl?" he inquired, switching from whatever he was speaking - presumably Valkorian - to the common galactic dialect. It took Serina a moment to process his question.
"What? Oh, Serina Markson," she replied, feeling slightly taken aback. She then mustered the courage to ask, "And may I ask what yours is?"
The Valkorian introduced himself, "Darius. Darius Ovidius Trajanus Nero." Serina couldn't help but be surprised by the length of his name. Darius then noted, "So you're the woman who wants to become one of us."
Serina nodded slowly, acknowledging their intent "Yes, I am to become Sev's..." she hesitated, feeling a bit anxious, but continued, "...Sev's woman."
"Heh, so I've heard," Darius chuckled. "You must be quite the person for someone like Sev to choose you. For a mere human, you should feel honored." Serina didn't appreciate the insinuation. She knew her humanity, but the condescending tone grated on her.
"For a 'mere' human?" Serina retorted. Darius tilted his head back in surprise. "With all due respect, I can more than hold my own out in the field," she declared firmly.
"Is that so? Do you truly believe you have what it takes to be one of us?" Darius challenged. Serina nodded confidently.
"That's why Sev chose me," she asserted. Darius slowly nodded in approval.
"Hmm, let's hope you're right," the authoritative Valkorian replied. "I believe it's time we head inside," he announced to the group.
As the group proceeded through the entrance, Serina took in her unfamiliar surroundings. She wasn't sure what to expect, but the halls resembled a fortress or bunker, evoking a sense of ancient history she couldn't quite decipher. Sev had been walking beside Darius, but now Sev dropped back to walk with Serina and stayed close, concerned about her feelings.
"How are you holding up so far? What's your first impression?" Sev inquired, attempting to gauge Serina's thoughts.
Pulling back her hood, Serina ran a hand through her short hair and responded, "Well, it seems the big guy has taken a liking to me. I'm not so sure about the others, though. The way they stare at me makes me feel uneasy. Don't they have any manners?" Sev let out a small chuckle.
"Hmm, if Darius is on your side, you're off to a good start," Sev replied. "And don't worry about the staring. You're an outsider, and they're just making sure you're not up to any mischief," he explained.
"What? I'm behaving, aren't I?" Serina protested.
Sev pointed out, "You had your hand on your gun." Serina's eyes widened in surprise that he had noticed such a detail. He knew her well enough to recognize her every mannerism.
"What? I did not..." she half-heartedly objected; she was unwilling to admit he was right, so she playfully jabbed his side with her elbow.
The sounds of clinking armor and the rhythmic thud of wet boots on the floor reverberated through the hallway. Other Valkorians, who had been loitering around, halted their activities and fixed their gazes on Serina. She kept a watchful eye on them from the corner of her vision as they assessed her presence. Striving to leave a favorable impression, she maintained a composed and confident stride.
Passing on down the corridor, Serina had the opportunity to glimpse vast chambers designed for training and shooting ranges. As she walked by an open entrance, she peered into a room where Valkorians were engrossed in hand-to-hand combat training. She marveled at the swiftness and precision of their movements. A few of them paused their practice upon spotting an outsider intruding into their domain.
Arriving at a formidable pair of doors, with flickering pyres flanking them, Darius brought the group to a halt and turned to face them. "Elder Remus is awaiting you inside," Darius informed them.
"Is he pleased to hear of my return?" Sev asked cautiously.
"He's happy that you've returned, yes. However, as for your decision to bring an outsider into the sect, particularly a human, he's not entirely certain," Darius replied with a touch of humor. "No disrespect, Serina." Serina nodded in understanding.
"She is deserving. I can vouch for that. If I didn't believe in her, I wouldn't have offered her a place by my side," Sev assured. Darius nodded slowly.
"Hmm, I trust your judgment. I can see it in her eyes. They exude strength and seriousness, valuable qualities in a Valkorian," Darius responded. "But she'll have to prove herself, just like everyone else." Sev nodded slowly and turned to Serina, who flashed a reassuring smile, signifying her readiness for what lay ahead.
"Very well," Sev agreed. He motioned for Serina to follow him, and they proceeded toward the imposing doors. As they drew near, the doors slid open, unveiling a dimly lit room with a mysterious blue light emanating from its depths.
Upon entering, the door sealed shut behind them, plunging them into an eerie darkness, with the only source of illumination being the enigmatic blue light at the room's center. Serina followed Sev closely, her eyes scanning the unfamiliar surroundings, her grip on his coat betraying her unease.
As they drew nearer to the origin of the blue light, the surroundings slowly came into focus, revealing a cloaked figure attending to what appeared to be a large, vibrant blue flame emanating from a bowl-like structure.
Kneeling down, Sev gestured for Serina to do the same. "Elder Remus, I have returned..." Sev addressed the mysterious figure, his tone carrying an air of reverence. Serina watched attentively as the figure slowly advanced toward them.
An aged, wrinkled hand emerged from beneath the robe, signaling for them to stand. As they rose, the figure lowered its hood, revealing an elderly man with a long, snow-white beard. "Hm, Sev, you have finally returned to us. When I heard news of your return, I found it hard to believe, yet here you stand."
Sev offered a respectful nod. "Hm, you look strong," the old man beamed with pride, grasping Sev's arms. "What have you been up to, my son?"
"Exploring the galaxy, Elder," Sev replied.
"Hm, it appears you've been doing a bit more than just exploring," the old man observed, running his thumb over the combat scars etched into Sev's armor.
"I'm a bounty hunter," Sev clarified.
The elderly man nodded slowly. "Hmm, good. I'm sure your line of work keeps you sharp. It is quite a common profession for our people to take on. I guess we were born for it."
Serina waited patiently as they exchanged words, her curiosity unabated. While the conversation continued, she discreetly surveyed her surroundings once more, taking note of nearby furnaces and what appeared to be smithing equipment. Observing molds for armor and helmets strewn about, she deduced that this was where the Valkorians crafted their prized armor, a testament to their warrior heritage.
"So, what brings you back here, son?" the old man finally inquired. "We have nothing here to really offer you. You seem to have done well for yourself so far."
Sev shook his head. "I want to bring a woman I've grown close to into the sect. I want to bond her to me," he revealed.
Elder Remus turned his attention to Serina, who stood at a respectful distance behind Sev. "So, this is the woman Darius informed me about..." the old man mumbled. "Hm, I thought you didn't have time for women," he let out a raspy chuckle.
"She's different, Elder," Sev added. Remus raised a bushy gray eyebrow. "She chose me, actually, and I chose her."
"Is that right?" Remus replied. Turning to Serina, he began to address her directly. "You must be quite the woman to make the first move on a man like him. And for a mere human, you are quite courageous, my dear. Most wouldn't even attempt such a thing." Serina smiled, but she couldn't help but feel uncomfortable with the demeaning reference to her being a human.
"Hmm, he chose you for a reason, didn't he?" Elder Remus continued. "He wouldn't have brought you all the way here if he didn't believe you had what it takes to become one of us."
"That's right," Serina finally spoke. "I want this, and I'm fully prepared to do what's necessary," she declared with unwavering conviction. Remus nodded in acknowledgment.
"Hm, you sound very serious about this. I can admire that," the old man hummed a hint of approval in his voice. "But this is a commitment. A way of life. As a Valkorian, you must adhere to our code of honor."
"Of course, Elder," Serina replied, exuding determination. Remus smirked, sensing that she was already grasping the essence of their traditions. "I've spent enough time with Sev to get a basic understanding of your people's ways."
"Hm, and what do you think of our people's ways? Sev is certainly one of the best examples we have," Elder Remus inquired. Serina contemplated the question for a moment. Since getting to know Sev, she had come to understand that he was a formidable, almost ruthless, professional in his line of work, yet he possessed a unique sense of courtesy and professionalism.
"From what I've learned from Sev, your people have a strong code of honor," Serina began. "I certainly admire how skilled he is in combat. He's come to my aid more times than I can count. I suppose I have your people to thank for that," she replied, expressing her appreciation for the lessons she'd learned from the Valkorians, particularly Sev.
"Hm, I would agree with you. He is one of our strongest warriors," Elder Remus said with evident pride. "Along with Darius, Caela, and Hadrian..." Hearing the names of these other individuals in the company of Sev, Serina's curiosity was thoroughly piqued.
"But enough of that, give me your hand..." Remus said, stepping closer to her. Serina perceived that he was hesitating over how to address her.
"It's Serina, Elder, ...Serina Markson," she interjected, extending her hand toward him.
Grasping her hand in both of his, Remus closed his eyes and hummed. "Hmm, Serina. A name befitting your essence, I can sense. Peaceful and calm, I can feel." A noticeable chuckle erupted from Sev. Startled, Serina immediately fixed her amber eyes on him and sent a glare that could pierce his soul. He playfully shrugged and allowed the conversation to continue. "In your past... Hmm, you've been alone for a long time... A very long time..." Remus muttered sympathetically. Serina's eyes widened as he struck a chord that resonated deeply. "Ah... Hmm, you've lost a lot, haven't you..."
A melancholic smile crossed Serina's face as she reflected on her journey. "Yes, I have..."
Remus continued to gaze at her thoughtfully. "Hmm, I can see why you were drawn to Sev. He is very much the same... solitary, strong, and fiercely determined." Serina's eyes welled up with tears, touched by the profound truth in his words. She turned to Sev, silently seeking confirmation that what Remus had said about him was accurate. In response, Sev met her gaze and slowly nodded, reaffirming the shared experiences that had brought them together and the understanding they had found in each other.
Serina turned back to Elder Remus and nodded in agreement. "Yes, we've both walked challenging paths, but those paths are what have joined us together."
The elder's eyes sparkled with wisdom. "Sometimes, it takes the meeting of two kindred spirits to find what was missing in each other. You and Sev may discover that you both have more to gain by joining us than you might expect."
Serina looked at Sev, her trust and determination growing stronger.
"Hmm, I can sense great potential within you," Remus whispered quietly. "Sev has chosen well." With a gentle release of her hand, the old man opened his eyes and locked his gaze with Serina. He nodded in affirmation. "Hm, would you mind leaving us for a moment? I need to speak with Sev."
"Of course, Elder," Serina replied respectfully, bowing her head. She cast one last look at Sev as she made her way toward the chamber's entrance, leaving them to their conversation.
"So, what is your verdict?" Sev cautiously asked, his eyes fixed on Elder Remus.
Elder Remus held his hands behind his back and began to stroll near the glimmering blue flame. "She will make a fine addition to the sect," he replied with a tone of assurance. Sev couldn't help but release a breath of relief. "But you will be responsible for her, do you understand?"
"I understand, Elder," Sev obediently affirmed.
"Hm, you will teach her our way of life, our creed, our tongue... Everything... It is your duty," Remus continued, emphasizing the gravity of the responsibility.
"I will, Elder..."
There was a brief silence between the two until Sev posed another question. "Will she have to go through 'The Ordeal of Entry'?" Remus shook his head.
"Hmm, there may be no need for that. She appears to be adept in the way of combat. And I have great trust in your word that she is more than capable," Remus answered. "However, there will be those who object. So be prepared if you are challenged. It is their right. And it is likely she will need to prove herself to the others. Only then, will she be fully welcomed into our family." Sev just nodded.
Sensing that the time was right, Sev produced his suitcase and presented it to Elder Remus. "Elder, I have the Hyperium for her armor," he announced.
Remus turned around, his bushy brows raised with curiosity. As he approached, Sev cracked open the case, revealing the sacred metal. The elder reached down and picked up one of the Hyperium tablets, closely examining it. "Hmm, this is pure... Where did you get this?" he asked inquisitively.
Sev hesitated for a moment before responding, "I acquired it through work for a... warlord. King Gornu..."
Elder Remus paused, his expression showing a hint of disapproval. "Hmm, I know of him. It matters not, however. As long as the Hyperium returns to us." The Hyperium, with its dark silver surface and intricate colorations, seemed to shimmer with an otherworldly essence in the chamber's blue light.
"I will prepare this for her immediately. It should be ready for the ceremony," Remus informed, placing the Hyperium tablet down and taking the suitcase from Sev's hands.
As Sev prepared to leave, Remus stopped him. "Sev," he called out in a more somber tone. Sev paused and turned back to face the elder. "I also have something else to discuss with you."
Sev turned his body to face Remus fully. "It's about your responsibilities," Remus informed.
"Yes, I understand what my duties are, Elder," Sev replied, making an assumption. Remus shook his head and began to carefully rub his white beard.
"No, different responsibilities," the old man muttered. Sev tilted his head in cautious confusion. He watched as Remus slowly walked over to a nearby workbench and carefully placed the suitcase down. "Your uncle... Maxus... he's no longer with us," he revealed.
Sev's head tilted back slightly, his previous happiness giving way to a somber expression. "When?" Sev muttered quietly, a note of frustration under his breath.
"A few months ago," Elder Remus informed. "Apparently, he finally met his match."
"Who?" Sev urgently asked, his fists clenched with intensity.
Remus shook his head, uncertainty clouding his features. "The identity of the killer is uncertain. Some say it was a man; others say it was a woman," he explained. "But one thing we do know is that whoever did this had help. From what our Ravens could gather, it seems that there was some sort of united front that was put together to oppose Maxus. It appears that he made enemies, lots of them."
Sev's face darkened upon hearing the grim news. "And what about Garik and Mira? What is their fate?" he asked Elder Remus with a glimmer of hope. Remus solemnly shook his head, and Sev's expression turned to one of anger and despair.
"They perished fighting by their father's side," Remus quietly confirmed. Sev couldn't hide the snarl that escaped his lips, and he turned away from Elder Remus. A heavy silence settled over them as Sev grappled with the weight of the news.
Maxus, his uncle, had always been a brash and combative man. Sev had long expected that Maxus might meet his end in a violent clash. Conflict seemed to follow Maxus like a shadow. It was one of the key reasons Sev had chosen to leave his family's faction and join Elder Remus's sect as soon as he was of age. But what hurt Sev the most was the loss of Garik and Mira.
Garik and Mira had been more than cousins; they were like siblings to Sev, and they had shared a deep bond. They had grown up together and had become inseparable. Now, they were gone. Sev couldn't help but blame his uncle for dragging them into his reckless pursuits. In his eyes, Garik and Mira didn't deserve to die in the midst of their father's strife. The burden of grief weighed heavily on Sev's heart as he faced the harsh reality of their loss.
A heavy silence continued to hang in the chamber as Sev grappled with the shocking revelation. His voice trembled with a mixture of grief and anger as he asked, "Why? Why are you telling me this now? Does anyone else know?" Elder Remus could sense the deep anger welling up in Sev's words.
"Hm, only Darius and Caela know," Remus replied, his own voice heavy with the weight of the secret. "Darius even wanted to gather the sect and strike back on your behalf. But I convinced him to hold back and make a more calculated decision." Remus paused, then continued, "The reason I'm telling you this now is that you must understand the new responsibilities that lie upon your shoulders."
Sev's unease was palpable as he struggled to accept Elder Remus's words. "No... I can't..." he began, but Remus was insistent.
"You are now the sole survivor of your bloodline. It is your duty. You are Sevilius Corin Balteus. Your family's name is among the legends of our people. Your great-grandfather led us to victory against the Imperium! Your mother founded this very sect to which we all belong!" Remus's voice was resolute, trying to impress upon Sev the weight of his heritage.
Sev shook his head, his uncertainty evident. Leadership wasn't in his nature; he had always been a lone wolf. "I'm not a leader, Elder Remus..." he muttered.
"I'm not asking you to become our leader. I'm simply asking you to secure your family's future. Your bloodline is too important to let it fade into history," Remus urged, his tone softer but no less determined.
Sev's demeanor shifted slightly, and he turned back to face Remus. "You want me to start a family? I'm not even sure if Serina wants that. Our line of work doesn't allow for such a thing," Sev pointed out, raising a valid concern.
Elder Remus's words held a weight that Sev couldn't ignore. "I'm not suggesting you should start right away. Your woman still needs to be formally inducted. Only then will you finally become the head of your family's name," Remus explained, offering a glimmer of hope that Sev could proceed at his own pace.
However, Remus continued, "You may even need to take on several other women... Yes, that would be the wisest course of action." Sev's body froze at the suggestion. He was well aware of the tradition among the Valkorians that allowed a male to take on multiple wives, but the thought of having several partners felt overwhelming. He couldn't help but think that Serina, the woman he cared so deeply for, was more than enough for him.



Sev's reluctance was clear as he countered, "I think Serina is more than enough, Elder."
Remus remained steadfast, shaking his head. "My boy, you must take this responsibility seriously. It's a necessary course of action to ensure that your bloodline lives on. Of course, you can still love Serina. But you can also find companionship in others as well."
Sev was beginning to grasp the gravity of his situation, realizing that this decision wasn't about personal preferences but the preservation of his family's legacy. The weight of his lineage pressed upon him, and he nodded, a sense of duty settling in.
Sev voiced his concerns, saying, "I wouldn't even know where to start. I can be quite picky with the women I choose." He was well aware that Serina was fiercely protective of him: bringing other women into their relationship was bound to be a touchy subject.
Elder Remus offered his reassurance, placing a hand on Sev's shoulder. "That's a fine quality to have, son. I have no doubt that the women you do come across will be just as bright and gifted as Serina." Sev nodded, knowing that he indeed had a preference for capable women with exceptional qualities.
Sev continued to express his concerns, saying, "But what about the women I do hypothetically choose? What if they are not of our people like Serina? Wouldn't you want the bloodline to remain pure?"
Elder Remus chuckled softly, his tone conspiratorial as he shared a closely guarded secret. "You see, my boy, the true beauty of being the head of your family lies in your ability to make your own choices when it comes to matters of the heart. Given your esteemed position, I am confident that your decisions will meet with little resistance. As for the notion of preserving the pure bloodline, let me unveil a well-kept truth. Throughout the generations, our strength has often been augmented by external influences."
Leaning in closer, he whispered in a tone laden with intrigue, "Allow me to impart a closely guarded secret: even Torik the Golden, the paragon of Valkorian lineage, wasn't of pure Valkorian descent." Sev's eyes widened in astonishment at this revelation. Remus pressed on, his voice barely above a murmur, "The concept of an untainted Valkorian lineage is, in essence, a myth. Yes, it is ideal for a Valkorian to possess pure blood, but genuine strength transcends mere ancestry."
Sev had no choice but to take Remus's suggestion seriously. But he needed time to process everything that was happening. He had just learned that the last of his blood relatives were dead, and now the Elder of his sect was urging him to assemble a harem. And he would have to figure out how best to convey all of this to Serina.
Sev nodded, still feeling uneasy about the idea but understanding the importance of the responsibility. "I'll try and talk to her and explain everything. I hope she'll understand," he said.
Elder Remus placed a reassuring hand on Sev's shoulder once more. "I have faith that she will, Sev. You have chosen a strong woman. Together, you can ensure your family's legacy and the strength of our people."
With those words, Sev felt a heavy burden placed upon his shoulders, one he would have to share with Serina, and one that they would have to commit to carry together.
"I... I will need some time to ponder it," Sev replied thoughtfully, taking a step back as he prepared to leave the room. Elder Remus offered a slow nod of understanding.
"Very well, my boy. And don't forget to extend your greetings to your brothers and sisters," he gently reminded Sev.
Exiting the chamber, Sev scanned the hall for Serina but, oddly enough, she was nowhere to be found. Seeing Darius standing nearby with his back facing him, he approached him. "Darius," Sev began. The large man spun around.
"Ah, Sev!" he roared, "You're back!" He gave Sev a heavy slap on the back, but Sev didn't react to the jostling in the slightest, despite Darius's immense strength. "How was your talk with Elder Remus?"
"Yeah yeah, it went well," Sev quickly answered, trying to move along to more pressing matters. "Where's Serina?" he urgently asked.
"Hm, she's in the sparring chamber. Some of our own didn't like her being here. They were giving her some nasty looks, so she challenged them to a duel," Darius explained. "I tried to stop her, but she was quite the feisty one. She looked terribly determined to prove herself here."
Sev shook his head. He had given Serina explicit orders not to engage with his fellow Valkorians. But he knew deep down that she would take his orders as suggestive, at best. "And why aren't you with her?" Sev asked, sounding a bit disappointed that his close comrade hadn't covered for him.
"Again, I offered, but she refused. So here I am. I thought it would be best if I were to break the news to you first," Darius answered. "But now that you are here, come on! Let's go see her now. I'm sure that she's doing just fine!" he eagerly urged.
As Sev and Darius approached the sparring chamber, they could hear the excited chatter and cheers emanating from within. "Hah! You hear that? Things must be going well inside!" Darius roared, giving Sev another hearty pat on the back.
As the two imposing warriors entered the packed chamber, their presence immediately caught the attention of the boisterous audience. With a show of respect, the Valkorians making up the excited crowd instantly cleared a path to allow the two through. Even as they did so, their energy was palpable; it was clear how eager they all were to witness the spectacle unfolding at the center of their attention.
As Sev and Darius moved forward, the chaotic scene gradually came into focus. The rapid exchanges and movements of combatants became clearer, although the full picture remained elusive. It was a flurry of motion and noise, with glimpses of intense action.
As they reached the front of the gathering, Sev and Darius finally gained an unobstructed view. They were met with the sight of Serina engaging in hand-to-hand combat with two other Valkorians. Serina's forehead and nose were slightly bloodied, giving evidence of a fierce struggle.
With a quick glance, Sev sized up her two opponents: they were both female Valkorians, their identities concealed beneath their helmets. One lay sprawled on the ground, struggling to regain her footing, while the other clutched her arm in agony. Despite her injury, the latter remained upright, her determination showing in her stance.
"You outsider filth! I'll tear your arm off for that!" the wounded Valkorian spat, her anger evident in her voice.
"Hah! Bring it on! I'm ready for round two!" Serina retorted, her defiant words further fueling her opponent's fury. She casually wiped the blood from her nose.
As the Valkorian closed the gap, she swiftly unsheathed the blade holstered at her side, poised to strike. However, before the deadly blow could be launched, a resounding BANG echoed through the chamber, causing the duel to come to an abrupt halt. All eyes turned towards the source of the sound: Sev, standing tall with a smoking hand cannon in his gloved grip. Tension thrummed throughout the room as the gaze of every Valkorian swiveled to fix upon the enigmatic figure.
Serina's initial shock at Sev's sudden appearance shifted to a mix of emotions. Her inherent pride for standing her ground against his fellow Valkorians gave way to a deep sense of shame and embarrassment, knowing she had defied her lover's explicit instructions.
"Clear the room!" Darius bellowed with commanding authority.
Sev, with a stern expression, lowered his hand cannon, aiming the barrel directly at the helmeted head of the Valkorian who had wielded the blade. Despite the formidable Hyperium armor, its pure surface revealed a vulnerability that Sev's weapon could exploit.
With a firm yet controlled tone, Sev issued a terse command, "Put that blade away."
His words carried a weight of anger and seriousness that immediately dissolved the woman's combat readiness into a feeling of shame. "I- but-... Yes, Sev," she stammered, hastily complying with his order, before going to assist her fallen comrade.
The room swiftly emptied as the Valkorians dispersed, leaving Sev, Darius, and the now-shamed woman with her comrade who had been on the receiving end of Serina's fierce combat skills. The chamber that had buzzed with excitement and conflict mere moments ago was now filled with a heavy silence, one strained by an awkward tension.
Darius motioned the two injured Valkorians over to him and sternly scolded them for their brash and reckless actions. With the others now distracted, Sev was free to focus on Serina. Her amber eyes were directed toward the ground, refusing to make eye contact with Sev. Nevertheless, she could feel the weight of his stern gaze bearing down on her, even though his visor concealed his expression.
As he strode up next to her, Serina felt his presence looming over her. The silence between them stretched out, even as the byplay between Darius and the women warriors continued. Serina willed Sev to say something, anything! But he remained stoic and silent. She felt like she was being judged by him and she hated it.
"Listen! I- they started this! I- just had to!" Serina exclaimed defensively. She finally looked up, her frustration evident. Sev still remained silent. "Ugh! Why are you doing this?! Say something, dammit! They were disrespecting me! I had to show them who I was! Isn't that what you want?? For me to prove to them that I am a woman worthy of you?!" she continued, her gaze piercing Sev's black, emotionless visor.
Sev sighed heavily, sending a shiver down Serina's spine. She braced herself for the scolding she expected but, to her surprise, she felt his gloved hand gently wiping away the blood from her forehead. "Are you okay?" he asked, with genuine concern in his voice.
A sigh of relief escaped her lips, and she affectionately held onto his wrist. "Yeah... I'm okay," Serina replied softly. Sev placed his hands on both sides of her head and examined her lightly battered face. She had some bruising and minor cuts but, overall, she seemed relatively unharmed.
"What am I going to do with you?" Sev sighed with a touch of humor.
Serina chuckled and teased, "Make me your woman?" Shaking his head, he pulled her into a warm embrace. Serina purred with contentment as Sev's strong arms enveloped her.
As they hugged, Serina saw that Darius was giving a proper scolding to the two women that she had fought. She could hear his deep roaring voice speaking to them in their tongue. Their helmeted heads bowed in shame. Serina felt a little bad, she was the one who challenged them in the first place. But they were the ones who instigated things.
As soon as Darius finished speaking to the two injured Valkorians, the large man turned his attention to Serina and Sev. As he approached them, Serina recognized the same stern demeanor in Darius as in Sev.
"Is she okay?" Darius asked, his usual friendly, booming voice now more serious. Serina was genuinely anxious as she stood before the imposing man, and although she wished Sev would protect her, he released her from his embrace, allowing her to face the consequences of her actions.
"Uh, yes?" Serina replied awkwardly.
Darius continued, his tone serious, "What you did was certainly impressive, but it was also reckless and stupid." Serina let out a sigh, acknowledging her impulsive actions. "I'm pleased to see your combat skills, but such behavior can breed discourse. Healthy competition is one thing, but what you did to those two could foster grudges. I managed to talk them down this time, but you can't act like that here. If you want to be part of our order, you must learn to work harmoniously with your future brothers and sisters. Do you understand?"
Serina replied softly, "Yes, I understand."
"Good. Now, go to the infirmary and have that wound looked at," Darius commanded before turning to Sev and nodding, then leaving the chamber.
Now that Sev and Serina were alone, Sev signaled for her to follow him to the infirmary. Serina nodded and trailed her Valkorian lover out of the room. However, as she followed, she began to fall behind. Wincing and gasping for breath, she leaned against the walls for support.
Sev quickly noticed that she was struggling and turned around. "Serina? What's wrong?" he asked urgently, walking over to her and placing a hand on her shoulder.
"I- I'm fine... I just need to catch my breath for a moment," Serina wheezed weakly. Sev carefully observed Serina to try to determine what was causing her distress.
"Kira, please conduct a bio scan on Serina," he instructed his trusty AI.
"Yes, boss," Kira obediently replied, and Sev's black visor briefly flickered blue before providing the results. "Serina has sustained multiple bruised ribs and is suffering from minor internal bleeding," Kira reported. Tracing his gloved hand down her torso, Sev gently applied pressure to Serina's side.
"Hey, ow! Augh, stop that!" Serina hissed in pain. Although she had emerged victorious in her confrontation with the two Valkorian women, she had not escaped unscathed. They had managed to inflict significant injuries on her and, as the adrenaline wore off, the pain from her injuries was becoming more pronounced.
"Is it anything severe?" Sev asked Kira.
"No, but we should take her to the infirmary right away," Kira insisted. Nodding in agreement, Sev gently scooped up Serina into a bridal carry.
"Gah! Hey! I can walk on my own, dammit!" Serina protested though she winced in pain once more, realizing that her injuries made it too painful to walk.
As she was being carried down the halls, Serina blushed in embarrassment. She cursed at Sev in her mind for carrying her like this, as she had never been fond of being pampered. However, as she looked up at him, she couldn't help but feel something warm in her chest, aside from the pain. She saw him as her knight in shining armor, and a mixture of gratitude and affection filled her heart.
Once they reached the infirmary, Serina was formally introduced to the sect's Grand Mender, Nessa. Nessa expressed her delight at Sev's return. Prior to his departure, she had tended to his wounds and provided him with care ever since his adolescence, making her the closest thing to a motherly figure in Sev's life.
Over the next couple of hours, Nessa carried out various medical tests and procedures on Serina, making the most of the advanced medical technology at her disposal. During their time together, they also grew well acquainted with one another. Nessa was intrigued by Sev's outsider companion, recognizing the strength and unwavering determination within her. After the medical procedures were completed, Serina thanked the Grand Mender for her skilled care and left the infirmary with Sev.
"How are you feeling?" Sev asked as they walked together. Serina stretched her arms upward, feeling revitalized, and let out a sigh of relief.
"I feel good! Wow, Nessa is quite the healer," Serina exclaimed. Sev nodded in agreement.
"So, what now?" Serina inquired, curious about their next steps.
Sev took a moment to contemplate her question. "Hm, your armor won't be ready for a few days. So I guess I'll have to show you more of our ways until then," he explained. Serina nodded, feeling a flurry of anxious yet excited emotions about what lay ahead.
-
For the next few days, Sev diligently taught Serina about his people's ways. She delved into his people's rich history and sacred traditions, immersing herself in their cultural heritage. Sev was patient and persistent, even when Serina's stubborn nature occasionally got in the way. He dedicated himself to teaching her their native tongue, despite her initial resistance. Over time, she made gradual progress and began to develop a basic grasp of the language.
Sitting in the stands of the sparring arena, Sev and Serina delved into a brief lesson about the upcoming induction ceremony. Serina was carefully briefed on what to expect and how to comport herself, especially considering her occasionally brash nature. Sev wanted to ensure that she was well-prepared for this significant event in their culture.
"Mhm, and where will I be getting this insignia tattooed?" Serina inquired.
Sev elaborated on the details of the induction ceremony. "You will have a sleeve tattoo on either forearm, depending on your preference. This tattoo represents our sect, and the symbols and texts used can vary among different Valkorian sects throughout the galaxy. Additionally, my family's insignia will be tattooed just behind your right ear. This marks you as my woman and a formal member of Clan Balteus," he explained to Serina, making sure she understood the significance of the tattoos and the ceremony.
Serina slowly nodded and inquired, "What does your family's insignia look like?"
"Our insignia is an Aetherian Leviathor," he answered.
Serina slowly nodded, her curiosity piqued. "I'm not sure I've ever heard of an Aetherian Leviathor. What does it look like?" She awaited Sev's description, eager to learn more about his family's insignia.
Sev considered her question and decided to provide a more detailed explanation. "Well, it's akin to a colossal sand dragon, a magnificent creature that dwells in the deserts of Aetheria. In the past, my family would ride these majestic beasts into battle." Serina nodded, her imagination crafting a vivid image of the Aetherian Leviathor.
Serina carefully rubbed behind her right ear, contemplating the idea of having Sev's family insignia etched permanently into her skin, a symbol of her commitment to him. Over the past few days, she had delved deep into his family's history. Rather than finding a history of noble warriors, she had instead discovered a bloodline of stone-cold killers who had etched their family name into the Valkorian history books with the blood of their enemies. They were warlords, assassins, and hunters... Now Serina understood why Sev was such a proficient bounty hunter. Unfortunately, in line with his family's nature, their numbers had been significantly reduced over time due to years of conflict. The recent deaths of Maxus and his children now left Sev as the last surviving member of his bloodline.
Serina wasn't easily swayed by the intimidating aspects of Sev's family history. She had learned, through her own experiences, that the galaxy was a brutal and unforgiving place, where the strong thrived and the weak perished. She never held strong idealistic principles, understanding that, in many cases, certain actions had to be taken, regardless of their moral implications.
After a few more days of preparation and training, the moment finally arrived for Serina to receive her armor. She had already undergone the process of having the sect's symbols tattooed on her left forearm and Sev's family insignia behind her right ear. In the days leading up to this, she had undergone a series of tests to prove her worth and dedication to the sect. Despite some bumps and bruises, she had passed all these successfully.
Serina now proceeded down the hallways toward Elder Remus's chamber, escorted by Darius and another notable Valkorian named Hadrian. Instead of her usual attire, she wore ceremonial white robes that revealed some of her skin. Initially, she had been skeptical about wearing such revealing clothing, but Sev had insisted that this was a crucial part of the ritual. She needed to demonstrate her strong composure to the other armored Valkorians, proving her determination and strength even without the protection of her armor.
With her amber eyes fixed straight ahead, Serina passed groups of Valkorians gathered in the halls. Their opaque black visors closely observed her, making her aware of their scrutiny as she moved forward.



As she walked, Serina felt goosebumps rising on her skin, the cold floor chilling her bare feet. Each step felt like walking on thin ice, and she was determined not to let her composure break. She was well aware that not all the Valkorians would fully accept her due to her outsider status. However, during her brief time among them, she had at least earned a significant amount of respect from them.
At last, Serina reached the imposing doors of Remus's chambers. As the doors slid open, she let out a sigh of relief, her tense journey through the hallways now at an end. Stepping forward, she entered the room and was met with an eerie darkness, save for the blue flame that cast an otherworldly glow in the center of the chamber.
Darius and Hadrian remained outside, guarding the doors as Serina ventured further into the darkness of the chamber. As she approached the eerie blue flame, her gaze fell upon Elder Remus, who was accompanied by another figure, a male Valkorian. His presence piqued her curiosity as she didn't recognize him. His armor, black with intricate gold engravings, was distinctive, and he wore a black-cloaked cape that added an air of authority. The commander's pauldron on his right shoulder bore familiar engravings, and his visor emitted an imperious golden glow.
Despite the mystery surrounding the man, Serina couldn't shake the strange sense of familiarity that connected them. Her gaze was drawn to his visor's golden glow, which held a captivating allure. However, Elder Remus's words brought her attention back to the matter at hand.
"Ah, you are here, Serina," the elder greeted her. "During your tenure here, you have learned much about our ways. You've proven your worth to others and strengthened your resolve. I always believed that your determination would lead you here. So, are you ready to receive your armor?"
Serina respectfully lowered her head, showing her readiness. "Yes, Elder Remus. I am ready," she replied with gratitude. "Thank you for believing in me."
Elder Remus gestured towards the enigmatic Valkorian, who turned and led a hover casing over toward Serina. She realized that the casing must contain her new armor. "Go ahead, Serina," Remus encouraged her. As Serina looked down, she noticed a handprint scanner. She cautiously extended her hand and placed it on the screen, which then proceeded to scan her hand. After a brief moment, the casing began to slowly open, revealing her armor waiting inside.
Excitement and anxiousness welled up within Serina as she stood before the open casing containing her Hyperium armor. She had waited for this moment for what felt like an eternity, and she didn't doubt her worthiness; she knew she had earned this honor. Serina couldn't wait to share this monumental moment with Sev, eager to see his reaction when she presented her new armor to him.
Her anticipation building, Serina peered inside the casing, and her amber eyes widened in astonishment as they fell upon her meticulously crafted Hyperium armor. The suit was a sleek black with intricate gold engravings that accentuated its elegance. It even had its own feminine touch. The design appeared tailored to her flexible and nimble combat style, featuring specialized compartments and sheaths for her arsenal of blades. A broad grin of satisfaction graced her lips as she realized how perfectly this armor had been custom-made for her.
However, her sense of déjà vu struck as she glanced at the helmet. There, she recognized a distinctive gold visor. Puzzled for a moment, she lifted her gaze and fixed her eyes on the enigmatic Valkorian standing in the room. Her voice quivered with curiosity and realization as she cautiously called out, "S-Sev?"
Sev acknowledged Serina's presence with a subtle nod, his actions sending waves of happiness and surprise coursing through her. She couldn't help but wonder why he had donned different armor, but the looming presence of Elder Remus redirected her focus.
The elder spoke with gravity and meaning, emphasizing the significance of the armor Serina was about to receive. It wasn't just a set of equipment; it was a representation of their culture and people, an embodiment of Valkorian values and identity As she listened intently to Elder Remus, the weight of the responsibility she was about to undertake began to settle upon her.
Once he concluded, he asked her a crucial question, one that would signify her formal acceptance into their sect. With unwavering determination, Serina answered, "I understand, Elder Remus. I will bear the responsibility of being a Valkorian and uphold the traditions of the sect and our people." Her commitment was evident in her words and resolute demeanor. Remus rubbed his white beard and grinned pridefully.
"Good, now put on your armor," he urged. Serina happily obliged.
As Serina adjusted her arm bracers, she couldn't help but feel the weight of responsibility that came with her new armor. Looking over at Sev and Elder Remus, who both nodded in acknowledgment, she felt a surge of pride and determination. It was clear that she had embraced her role as a Valkorian and had every intention of upholding their traditions and values.
Her gaze lingered on Sev, her partner and guide on this journey. She noticed the striking similarities between her armor and his, particularly the features that seemed to signify their shared family name, Balteus. It was a moment of realization that they were bound by more than just their partnership; they were now part of the same lineage, carrying forward the legacy of their family.
"Hmm, you look like you were born to wear that armor. Wear it with pride and make us proud. You've earned it," Remus happily praised Serina. She smiled beneath her helmet and nodded. Then, clapping his hands once, he declared, "Henceforth, you are now Serina Valeria Balteus, the first wife of Sevilius Corin Balteus! May your lineage thrive for the years to come!" Serina took a moment to reflect on her new middle name and the title of 'first wife'. For the moment, however, she was too proud and elated to dwell on these details.
Stepping closer to her, Sev placed his gloved hand on her shoulder and pulled her into a warm embrace. Serina happily returned his hug. Pulling away, they affectionately placed their helmeted foreheads against each other.
"I like your new look, tiger," Serina said with a joyful hum.
"Hm, not too bad yourself either," Sev replied with a smile behind his helmet.
Kneeling on one knee, Sev bowed his head, and his voice held a deep, unwavering commitment as he addressed Serina, "I, Sevilius Corin Balteus, vow to honor you, to cherish and protect you for all the days of my life, until my last breath escapes my lips." His words resonated with profound meaning, and his eyes locked upon Serina's with intensity and devotion.
Serina's heart swelled with emotion as she watched Sev, her beloved Valkorian, make his heartfelt declaration. She could feel the sincerity in every word, and it touched her deeply. Sev continued, his voice strong and unwavering, "I promise to stand by your side through all the challenges and triumphs that life may bring. I will be your shield, your confidant, and your unwavering support. Together, no force in the universe can sever the bond we share, and I vow to be your loving partner in this journey that lies ahead."
Serina, who had always prided herself on her emotional resilience, felt a flood of emotions surging through her as Sev's heartfelt words resonated with her. Tears welled up in her eyes as she lovingly placed her hands on her armored chest. With great tenderness, Sev removed his helmet and revealed a side of himself Serina had never seen before - a warm, happy, and deeply affectionate expression.
Following his lead, Serina slowly removed her helmet. As they stood face to face, Sev gently cupped her face, and their lips met in a passionate, heartfelt kiss. Their connection was palpable as they embraced, their foreheads touching, and their eyes locked in a gaze that spoke volumes of love and commitment.
Elder Remus couldn't contain his pride and happiness as he witnessed the union of the newly formed couple. A sense of relief filled him, knowing that he had played a role in securing the continuation of a legendary bloodline.
With profound gratitude to Elder Remus, Sev, and Serina put their helmets back on and exited the chamber. Serina had walked in as an outsider but now walked out as a full-fledged Valkorian. Darius and Hadrian couldn't hide their amazement at the sight of the pair's new armor.
Darius enthusiastically shared his approval of Sev's new look, believing that the armor was well-suited for his position. As they strolled through the hallways, many of Serina's new brothers and sisters greeted her warmly.
Hadrian approached Sev and offered an affirming handshake. "Congrats, brother," he said with a genuine smile under his helmet. Sev nodded in acknowledgment.
After some minor festivities, Sev led Serina to his quarters. They had been staying in separate rooms since their arrival, but now there was no further reason to deny his longing for her touch. Seeing her in her new armor had further stirred his desire to consummate their bond.
Serina was in awe as she entered her lover's personal quarters. The space was minimalistic, featuring an armor rack, weapons locker, and a desk area with a monitor and various personal trinkets from Sev's early life. While exploring the room, she noticed a portrait of two individuals on his desk.
Examining the portrait more closely, Serina noticed that both Sev and the older woman were depicted without their helmets. In the picture, Sev appeared significantly happier and more vibrant than his usual stoic and serious self. The deep connection between the two was evident, and it was clear that their relationship was more of a mentorship or maternal one rather than a romantic bond.
Serina's curiosity was piqued, and she couldn't help but wonder about the story behind the image and the woman who'd had such a significant impact on Sev's life.
Sev, unclasping his cloaked cape, looked at Serina with a hint of curiosity. "What are you thinking?" he inquired as he observed her studying the portrait.
Serina, caught in her reverie, shook her head and quickly returned the portrait to its place. "Uh, nothing. Just looking at your stuff," she replied, turning around to face her close companion. Spotting a nearby chair, she sat down and crossed her legs.
Sev pulled another chair over to face her and sat down directly facing Serina. "So, how does it feel to be a Valkorian?" he asked. Serina rubbed her chin on her helmet, deep in thought as she contemplated his question.
"Hm, strangely I don't feel anxious about it at all. It's almost like this was meant to be... Is that weird, or is it just me?" she replied with a hint of uncertainty.
Sev shook his head and chuckled. "No, that's a good thing. Feeling like you belong here is essential. Uncertainty about your identity can cause unneeded distractions. You've earned this. So there's no need to fret," he reassured her. "You are a Valkorian now, one of us." Serina returned his reassuring smile.
"Hm, wow... I'm a real Valkorian now. Isn't that something..." Serina muttered as she held her armored arms out to observe herself. Noting how the details matched with Sev's, she wondered where his old set of armor had gone. "Hey, what happened to your old armor? And why does our armor look so much alike?" she questioned.
"Elder Remus forged this new set just for me. These colors represent our clan. This armor is typically worn by the head of the Clan, which I now am - even though I don't have a clue about being a leader," Sev explained with a nervous chuckle. "As for the matching armor, it's a tradition for the heads of the family to have similar armor, at least to some extent," he continued.
"Why? Don't you like the black and gold?" Sev chuckled. Serina quickly shook her head.
"No, it's not that... It's nice, actually. I think it's kind of cute that we have matching armor," she clarified. "But I was hoping I could add some of my own personal touches... If that's allowed, of course. If not, I'm totally fine with just this."
Sev nodded. "You can customize the armor however you like, just as long as you maintain the colors," he assured Serina.
Serina's face lit up with excitement. "That's great! I have a few ideas in mind. I'll make it unique, but I promise to be faithful to the original colors," she replied with enthusiasm.
Sev smiled, delighted by Serina's enthusiasm. "I can't wait to see what you come up with. It'll be something exceptional, I'm sure," he remarked. "Once we leave here, we can visit my weapon-monger Roxy, over on Redshift-9, to give our armor a more modern touch. While this armor looks cool, it's a bit dated in style." Serina nodded in agreement. The armor did have a somewhat ornamental quality to it, and she knew Sev had his own preferences for combat and utility tech. He was particularly enamored of Coalition-grade hardware, known for being top-of-the-line military-grade equipment.
For the next half hour, they continued conversing just as they had used to, before all of these changes. Since they had arrived at the Conclave, their discussions had necessarily been filled with traditions and history, leaving no room for casual chat. Returning to a sense of normalcy was a welcome relief.
As they conversed, Serina playfully and sensually began to caress Sev's leg with her booted foot. Her actions made it increasingly challenging for him to concentrate on the conversation. Like Sev, Serina had been yearning for his touch. The experience of having his insignia etched into her skin aroused a deep desire within her. She no longer just needed him; she actively wanted him.
Sev met Serina's gaze, his helmeted face concealing any overt expressions. Her matching armor rendered her even more alluring to him than before. He could feel the intense chemistry between them, heightened by the significance of their new bond.
He responded with a suggestive tone, "Now that we're officially united, I think we should explore the privileges of our new status." Serina's eyes sparkled with anticipation, her foot's caress on his armored leg continuing.
"Hmm, yeah?" Serina hummed suggestively. Sev nodded.
-
As they finished hanging up their respective sets of armor, Sev and Serina stood there, their naked bodies on full display. They gazed at each other, appreciating each other's enticing forms. Serina admired Sev's well-defined muscles and the scars that adorned his skin, giving him a rugged, masculine appeal that she found irresistible. Sev, in turn, couldn't help but admire Serina's graceful, toned physique, appreciating her every curve and her shapely bust.
Bracing her hands on her hips, Serina bit her lip as she observed her lover. She noticed the intensity in Sev's gaze, his eyes fixed on her enticing figure. She couldn't resist a playful tease as she quipped, "Are you planning to keep staring at me, or will you finally get over here and kiss your woman?"
Sev shook his head, snapping back to the moment. With a nod, he closed the distance between them, approaching Serina with purpose. Her eyes widened with anticipation as he drew near. Gently, he cupped her face with his strong, rough hands and leaned down to capture her lips in a fiery kiss. A wave of joy and affection washed over Serina as their mouths met, igniting their passion.
They lost themselves in the kiss, their desire evident in their fervent embrace. Serina squealed into his mouth feeling his hands take firm command of her voluptuous rear cheeks. She could feel Sev starting to seize control of the situation like he usually did. But Serina wanted to make a change. Her newfound confidence from becoming a true Valkorian had emboldened her.
With a determined passion, Serina pushed against Sev, skillfully maneuvering their bodies toward his bed. Once there, she placed her hands on his solid chest and assertively shoved him onto the bed. Sev's eyes widened in pleasant surprise as Serina assumed control. While she manifested moments of assertiveness in the past, these tended to be rare, typically occurring after particularly intense missions or well-earned accomplishments.
"I know you should be the one taking point. But I don't think I want that," Serina teasingly said. "Allow me to get a taste of my new man..." Leaning down, she wrapped her slender fingers around Sev's stiffening manhood. She bit her lips as she felt his heat and how heavily he throbbed.
"Hmm, someone seems excited to see me again," Serina seductively cooed. Sev just smirked. Serina knelt, bringing her face up close to Sev's now fully erect cock. "Hmm, it's so big. I can't believe that this is mine, and mine alone," she hummed. Sev couldn't help but feel uneasy at her words, remembering the strength with which Elder Remus had suggested that he needed to seek out other companions. Sev kicked himself; he should have already brought those discussions up with Serina.
Stretching her tongue from her mouth, Serina planted it at the bottom of his shaft and began to lick and slather his shaft, coating it in her wet saliva. Sev quietly groaned at the straightforwardly salacious way in which his lover was pleasuring him.
Moving up to Sev's cockhead, Serina then enveloped it in her lush lips and worked her way down his shaft. Sev grunted and placed a hand on her head, weaving his fingers into her short hair. Serina hummed with pleasure as she felt his strong grip on her hair. Sev assisted her in giving him oral pleasure. Serina could feel her slit getting wet and hot with arousal.
Reaching a hand down to her moist lips, she began to play with herself as she continued giving her lover head. She slurped and sucked away. Sev reveled in the warmth of her wet mouth and throat. He always appreciated how skilled Serina was at the art of fellatio. But, sensing how close he was already getting, Sev pushed her head away from his member, leaving thick webs of saliva stretching from her lips to his cockhead.
Serina tilted her head, curious why he'd stopped her. Usually, he was happy enough to let her go until he'd orgasmed down her throat. Instead, Sev now used his strength to lift Serina onto her feet and sat her down on the edge of the bed alongside him. Then, falling to his own knees in front of her, he got between Serina's long legs and pulled her towards him until his face was positioned point blank in front of her sopping pussy.
Serina gasped and chuckled with eager anticipation. As their eyes locked, Sev let out a mischievous smirk that made Serina's heart skip a beat. It was a look she had never seen from him before, and it sent shivers down her spine. Then, leaning forward, Sev reverently pressed his lips against her wet slit.
"Ohhhh," Serina moaned out in pleasure as Sev held onto her thighs for leverage. He sensually kissed and licked her womanly parts, making sure to investigate every nook and cranny. He hummed with satisfaction as he swallowed her sweet tasty nectar, adding to the pleasure he was delivering to her.
Feeling his tongue slip past her folds, Serina gasped and grabbed Sev's short black hair. Her thighs involuntarily squeezed her lover's head. Her immense strength caused him to groan and attack her further.
Serina's amber eyes rolled back and her tongue sexily fell from her mouth in response to Sev's wiggling his big tongue around in her soaking love canal. Falling onto her back, she arched her ass up from the bed and rolled her hips deeper into Sev's mouth. She gripped the sheets for dear life as waves of pleasure pulsed through her body.
"Ah ah ah, yes... Right there. Keep going, my love... Ah..." she mewled. She sexily ran her delicate hands across her body.



But her pleasure momentarily ceased as Sev unsheathed his tongue from within her. Frustrated, Serina tilted her head up to see why her lover had stopped plying his tongue. Sev pried her strong legs from his head, splaying them apart and causing Serina to gasp in consternation. Firmly holding her legs in their new position, he gave her pussy a nice long lick from bottom to top, causing her eyelids to quiver and a shiver to shoot up her spine.
Sev smirked at how well he was making his woman feel. But he wanted her to feel even better. He wrapped his lips around her clit, sending Serina into sudden squeals as Sev eagerly sucked and tickled her with his tongue. She grabbed his hair again and pulled him in deeper to extract as much pleasure as possible.
"Augh! Yes, Sev! Holy shit! Keep going! Keep doing that!" Serina wailed. She could feel her climax creeping exponentially closer. Her body burned with searing pleasure. Her senses were overloading, melting her mind.
After only a few final sucks and licks, Serina's body exploded with pleasure. "AHHHH!" she screamed, almost ripping the hair from Sev's scalp. Her sweet cream gushed from her slit, threatening to drown her lover. Her toes clenched and curled as her orgasm ravaged her body.
Sev groaned, unable to draw breath. He had all he could do to keep pace with Serina's essence until he could breathe again. As her orgasm subsided, Serina finally released her vice grip from his hair, allowing him to pull away.
Wiping his mouth he watched Serina's chest heave as she gasped for air. "Augh... Sev, lie back on the bed," Serina commanded, her voice still weak and trembling. Sev was slightly taken aback by her rather stern orders but, given how much he was enjoying her little dominant streak, he chose to comply.
Letting go of her legs, he climbed onto the bed and lay on his back. Serina rolled herself over and straddled his lap. Reaching down, she grabbed hold of his manhood. "Mhmm, get ready, big boy. We're about to consummate our bond once and for all," Serina cooed in a low voice.
"You know, it's traditional for the man to take the lead here," Sev joked as he grasped Serina's hips.
Serina chuckled, but playfully smacked his hands away. "Hands off, naughty boy," she teased before continuing: "Hm, perhaps... But then I'm not a traditional woman, am I?" She referred to her former human status. "And I know you love it when I take the lead. You're probably going nuts behind those stoic eyes of yours." Sev just rolled his eyes and conceded the lead to his woman.
"No touching until I say so. I want this for myself," Serina commanded, her voice filled with a hint of playful dominance. "I'll let you know when I want your touch."
Finally lowering herself down onto Sev's manhood, Serina let out a sigh of pleasure. She moaned to feel his large masculinity delve into her warm depths. Once she had fully bottomed out, she planted her hands on his muscular chest. Sev glanced at her tattooed left forearm bearing their sect's hieroglyphs.
Serina began to sensually roll her hips up and down on her lover. Sultry moans of pleasure emerged from her lips as Sev lay beneath her. Her sexy nude body was on full display and he was eager to hold her. But remembering her explicit orders, he staved off those urges for now.
"Hmm, oh, yes. I fucking love to ride your cock, my love," Serina cooed as she continued to rise and descend upon his hard love pole. Locking eyes, they gazed intensely at each other during their passionate lovemaking. Then, seeing the way his muscular arms were slowly inching down his side toward her legs, Serina mischievously smirked.
"Ah, ah, ah, no touching. Be a good boy and keep those hands away," Serina teasingly chided. Sev let out a low growl but managed to slide his hands back. Serina sensed his frustration. A part of her thrilled at how much he longed to touch her, but another part feared what would come when she finally allowed it.
Serina sped up the pace at which she was riding him: she bounced up and down his cock like a wild cowgirl. Wanting more leverage, she planted her feet on the bed and began to slam her ass more aggressively on her lover. She could see Sev wincing and gripping the sheets, trying to conceal the extreme amount of pleasure he was receiving.
Peering into Sev's dark orbs, Serina could see him begging to touch her, the desperation with which he needed to hold her. She felt a little sympathetic, but she needed him to hold out just a little bit longer: her orgasm was almost upon her.
The sounds of their heavy panting and their slapping flesh filled the room. They were sweating beads at this point and, as much as Serina loved riding Sev, she was getting a little tired. But her orgasm was so close that, rather than relent, she instead intensified her riding.
Her mouth parted sexily and her tongue hung past her lips as she moaned in rhythm to her bouncing. "Ah ah ah, hmmm, yes, oh fuck..." she mewled. "I'm getting close... I'm gonna... I'm gonna... AHHHHH!" she screamed as she slammed her ass down onto Sev's lap. She quivered and moaned as she came once more.
Her eyes rolled back into her skull as her nerves fired on all cylinders. Serina's trembling body was so alluring to Sev. He knew that she'd forbidden him to touch her until she said so, but he couldn't take it anymore. Plus, since he was the man of the relationship, it was his right.
Taking advantage of her vulnerable state, Sev firmly grasped her hips, causing Serina to gasp and roll her alluring amber eyes. "Hey! I said no touching!" she hissed, her voice still trembling. Yet, as she felt his strong hands grip her hips even tighter, she couldn't help but feel a flutter of excitement.
"Augh! No! Listen to me, you brute! No, you- ohhh," she tried to say, but Sev ignored her as he forcibly ground her hips into his lap. She felt his manhood contorting her inner walls. She grabbed onto his wrists and glared into his eyes.
Sev chuckled and playfully teased, "You should watch your tongue, my love. Remember who's in charge here." Despite her defiant glare, the feeling of his immense strength on her hips led Serina to yield to his playful dominance.
"I- of course, my love," Serina quietly replied. Though she had to swallow her pride a bit, their shared endearment made their playful banter more enjoyable.
With a tender smile, Sev sat up from the bed and leaned closer to Serina. His lips brushed against her right ear as he whispered, "Good girl." Serina's cheeks turned beet red as a mixture of embarrassment and delight filled her chest at his words.
Pulling away, he moved to her soft lips and locked his lips with hers. As they passionately made out, Serina wrapped her arms around his neck. Resuming her movements, she began to roll her hips into his lap.
"Mhmm, put your legs around me. I'll take over from here," Sev said, briefly interrupting their fervent kiss. Slowly nodding, Serina wrapped her long legs around his torso.
Serina's chest was pounding with excitement. She always loved it when Sev took control, allowing her to focus exclusively on her own pleasure. She could feel his warmth as her soft boobs pressed up against his rock-solid chest.
Serina clung to her strong man as he lifted her up to reposition them so that he was kneeling between her enveloping legs. "You ready?" he asked in a low voice, gazing deeply into her eyes. Serina eagerly nodded.
As he thrust his hips up into her, slamming his manhood against her cervix, Serina gasped. She clawed at his back with her nails and hugged him tightly with her legs. The two rutted like animals in heat. Sev gave Serina long fast strokes causing her to burrow her face into his neck and sink her teeth into him.
Sev winced and groaned as he felt the sharp pain from her teeth. But a mere nip didn't deter him. As he upped the intensity of his thrusts, Serina released her teeth from his neck and began to let out a flurry of loud moans that threatened to echo through the halls of the residential quarters. Luckily, the walls were all soundproof.
After they had made love to each other in this position, Sev decided to switch things up. Picking Serina up, he lifted her off the bed and carried her over to a nearby wall. Her back pinned against the black-colored wall, Serina gasped and chuckled with excitement.
"Oh! Yes! Take me against this fucking wall, Sev. Take me!" she begged in a breathy voice. She dropped her left leg down for support as Sev grabbed her other leg and raised it above his shoulder, straining her incredible flexibility.
Returning to his heavy thrusts and rutting, Sev stuffed his face into Serina's neck and began to eagerly kiss her. She moaned and grinned with pleasure as her man took what was rightfully his.
His monstrous manhood filled her up perfectly. Serina was so happy to have a man like Sev. He was so strong and caring and could fuck incredibly well. She couldn't imagine being with anyone else. Sev continued to kiss and lap up Serina's sweet sweat from her neck. The feeling of his hot wet tongue against her skin short-circuited her senses.
But her pleasure was momentarily interrupted as Sev withdrew himself from her sopping pussy. "Augh, why did you stop??" Serina hissed frustratedly.
Sev lowered her leg before replying, "Get back on the bed. I want you face down, and ass up." Serina's stomach fluttered at his commands. He had rarely spoken to her like this. It was exhilarating!
Doing as her man commanded, Serina dashed back over to bed. Lying prone, she sexily arched her back and lifted her ass. Spreading her legs apart, she displayed her wet and ready pussy for her strong mate. She made sure she hypnotically swayed her hips from side to side... side to side...
Feeling the bed sink behind her, Serina's heart pounded with anticipation. She winced and let out a quiet moan as his strong hands took hold of her soft cheeks. Then his manhood probed her slit and he promptly slid himself back where he belonged. Serina's eyelids fluttered and she shoved her face into the bed.
Her muffled screams of pleasure resounded through the room as Sev incessantly pounded away at her tight pussy. She writhed and gripped the sheets as their flesh clapped against each other. All the while Sev kept kneading and groping her cheeks in his rough hands.
The two lovers breathed heavily as they rutted away. The air was thick with the exudations of sex; their bodies glistened with sweat. Sev grunted heavily as he pistoned his hips, slamming away at Serina's pulsating hole. He couldn't tear his gaze from her perfectly toned back as it arched for him. She was the most beautiful woman he had ever come across.
Reaching down, Sev grabbed Serina's shoulders and levered her body up to meet his. Reaching around her torso, he palmed her soft breasts and began to knead them tenderly. "Oh! Hmm, feel me up, Sev. Mhm, just like that," Serina cooed perfectly, her slender hands rising to grip his wrists. Turning her head to him, she puckered her lips for a kiss. Her lover obliged and locked lips with her, their tongues dancing together in passionate affection.
Pulling away from their passionate kiss, Serina seamlessly transitioned into speaking their Valkorian tongue, surprising Sev with her fluency. As she uttered words of love and affection, Sev momentarily paused, captivated by her linguistic prowess. Smirking playfully, Serina glanced at Sev from the corner of her eye and quipped, "What's the problem? I'm just putting your teachings to use."
Sev's heart pound inside his chest. He had never heard anyone speak romantically to him in his ancestral tongue. He remained frozen, just staring at his lover. Serina cocked her brow, becoming mildly concerned. "Hello? Sev? Did I fry your brain or something?" she called back to him, her voice softly sweetening the tones of his warlike language.
Regaining his focus, Sev swiftly spun Serina around and pushed her onto her back. She gasped in surprise at his sudden move. As Sev's formidable presence loomed over her, her amber eyes widened beneath him. The gaze of his dark eyes resembled that of a predator about to pounce upon its helpless prey. But then, Sev uttered something in Valkorian, and a smile graced Serina's lips as she responded fluently in the same language. Sev's eyes widened and his chest swelled with pride and excitement as he realized the progress she had made through their language lessons.
He playfully suggested that they should use their native tongue for the rest of the night, reasoning that they needed the practice. In reality, however, he was simply aroused by the prospect of using their language for more intimate and passionate forms of communication than formal conversation or martial necessity. Serina nodded and agreed.
Wedging himself back between her legs, Sev quickly slipped himself back inside, eliciting moans of pleasure from her husky. Sev held on to her curvaceous hips as he gave her long heavy strokes. Her breasts rippled enticingly with every thrust, mesmerizing Sev with their rhythmic movements.
"Ita! Fac ut serves, amica mea. Bene sentis!" she moaned out in Valkorian. Her words only poured more fuel on the fires of Sev's lust, leading him to fuck her even harder. Sev was like a man possessed. Serina was loving every second of their intense fucking. She had well known that her use of Valkorian would stir him up.
They groaned and moaned to each other in their shared tongue, rendering their intimacy much more passionate and lustful. Serina held on to her lover's wrists as he rutted away at her. Tilting her amber eyes down to their conjoined sexes, she fixated on the sight of Sev's big manhood as it rose and sank within her wet depths, his shaft slathered with her sweet feminine juices.
Serina's body shook violently under Sev's muscular frame, as yet another orgasm crashed through her body. Her eyes rolled back and her tongue lolled out sexily from her panting mouth. Still, Sev kept thrusting away, overloading her senses with pleasure.
"Augh! Sev! Pwease! Let me west!" Serina wailed, her words slurred by the haze of lust that roiled her brain. Smirking, Sev leaned down and locked lips with her, causing Serina to squeal and roll her glistening eyes back even further.
Heavy puffs of air exploded from their nostrils as their fucking intensified. Serina's mind was being reduced to mush as her nerves continued to fire on all cylinders. She was starting to fear that she was never going to make it out of this alive! It was then that Sev leaned in close to Serina's ear and whispered, "I'm gonna cum..."
Serina's eyes rolled back into their sockets. Her heart pounded with anticipation. She was glad that he was finally gonna finish, but not in a bad way. Rather for the sake of her sanity, since he was making her lose her mind. "Augh! Do it! Fucking cum, my love! Ah! Please cum for me! I want it! I need it!" Serina begged in a breathy voice.
Sev happily obliged her requests, pounding her even harder. With a few final thrusts, he sunk balls deep inside of her and unleashed his Valkorian seed into her welcoming pussy. Serina moaned at the sensation of her man claiming her as his. His thick warm seed filled her uterus, his swimmers eagerly searching for an egg to bury themselves in. She was still using birth control so there was no meaningful risk of her getting knocked up anytime soon. But the thought lingered alluringly in her mind that his virile Valkorian seed might penetrate her defenses nonetheless, and somehow manage to get her pregnant anyway.
Rope after rope, Sev filled her up. Feeling herself getting filled to the brim ignited yet another body-wrenching orgasm within her. In turn, Serina's tight walls constricted around Sev's shaft, milking him for everything he had.
As their shared orgasm finally subsided, the two rested their sweaty foreheads against each other and panted heavily. "Ah... ah... I love you..." Sev said in a low voice. Serina smiled warmly, her chest filled with affection.
"I love you, too..." she happily replied, leaning up and planting an affectionate kiss on his lips...
Serina nestled against Sev's muscular frame as they lay together, reveling in each other's presence. Purring softly, she affectionately rubbed her cheek against his chest while his arm enveloped her. As they shared this intimate moment, Serina's thoughts meandered through the journey that had brought her here. A smirk of pride graced her lips as she reflected on the distance she had traveled and the person she had become.
She pondered the diverging paths her life might have taken if she hadn't encountered this enigmatic man. Shelving any thought of alternate realities, however, she turned her attention back to the present. Serina, now a naturalized Valkorian, held the esteemed title of the first wife of Sev. In that brief pause, her mind fixated on those words: first wife. The more she rolled the title around in her mind, the clearer the meaning of the phraseology seemed.
Serina attempted to recall Elder Remus's words as precisely as she could. She couldn't recapture the exact wording, but she distinctly remembered the ominous conjunction of those two simple words, 'first wife'. A strange mix of emotions churned in her stomach at the potentiality of Sev having relationships with other women.
"Sev?" she hesitantly queried, catching his attention. Slowly opening his resting eyes, he turned his head toward her. "I, uh... How do I ask this?" she struggled to articulate the vagaries of her thinking. Sev raised an inquisitive eyebrow, curious about her inquiry. Taking a deep breath, she continued, "What did Elder Remus mean by 'first wife'?" Sev's eyes widened as if a crucial realization had dawned on him.
Sev looked down at his lover with an uneasy demeanor, quickly sitting up from bed. Serina propped herself up on her arms, tilting her head as she looked up at her lover in curiosity. "Dammit... I forgot to tell you..." Sev quietly muttered. Serina's eyes widened, realizing where this was leading.
Sighing, Sev took Serina's hands and held them closely. She could sense his uneasiness and uncertainty. "So... please try not to get mad..." Sev requested, seeking assurance from his usually fiery lover. Serina slowly nodded, but a strange feeling swelled within her chest as she braced for whatever he had to share.
"You see... traditionally, as the head of our family..." he began. "It is normal for a person of ...my stature to take on multiple wives at once." Serina froze. Her interpretation was accurate. Grasping her hands tighter, Sev continued, "Please don't look at me like that."
Serina failed to realize that her eyes were subconsciously glaring at Sev. Flickering her eyelids a few times, she shook her head into focus. "Other wives..." she trailed off. She was now able to identify the strange feeling in her chest as jealousy and frustration.
"Augh... Why must you do this to me, Sev..." Serina sighed, rubbing her forehead. The notion of sharing Sev with other women didn't sit well with her, but she recognized that this was the way of her people now that she was a Valkorian. Arguing about it would likely be futile, and as his loyal wife, she understood the importance of respecting his will. But she couldn't help but clench her fists tightly in a mix of jealousy and confused anger.
"Are you mad?" Sev cautiously asked. Meeting his gaze, Serina took a deep breath to compose herself. She didn't want to sour what had, up till then, been a passionate and romantic evening.
"I'm not... I understand your duties to our clan. It's imperative that you take many wives to ensure the future of our family." Although Sev was relieved that she had not yet burst into a fiery ball of anger at the thought of sharing him with other women, he could sense her words were empty fabrications, artificially adapted to the customs of her new culture.



Reaching over and carefully cupping her face, Sev assured his commitment to her. "But you don't have to worry about me forgetting about you, Serina. You are my first love and wife. You will always be my priority." His words were sincere and struck deep. Serina smiled warmly, her cheek half tucking into his cupped hand.
"Plus, if it makes you feel any better, I don't plan on taking on any other women in the near future. This is merely my right. Although Elder Remus is pushing me to take on more women, right now all I'm thinking about is spending lots of quality time with my first wife," Sev assured her, gently caressing her cheek with his thumb. Serina loved being called his wife. It just rolled so nicely off of his tongue and straight into her mind. "And I'm pretty picky with my women anyways."
Serina couldn't suppress a chuckle as her raw emotions gradually subsided. "Dammit... I didn't know you could be so convincing, Sev," she sighed, resigning herself to her situation. "But I'll be keeping a very close eye on you. I better not catch you running off with any other girls without my approval," she continued in her sternest tone.
Sev raised an eyebrow in inquiry. "Your approval?" he questioned. Serina confidently nodded.
"Yes. As your first wife, I get to approve of the women you choose," she declared. "Whenever that happens, of course. Hopefully not anytime soon. Just so you're aware."
"Hm, I'm surprised you're taking this so well," Sev teased. Serina rolled her eyes.
"I'm not taking this well. I'm currently cursing you to holy hell inside my head right now. You're lucky that I love you," she said, inflexibly. "Now come here and kiss me so I can forget about all of this." Serina's firm words masked the underlying playfulness in her tone as she extended an invitation for a distraction.
Recognizing that the optimal course of action was to honor his lover's request, he didn't want her to dwell on his responsibilities. Leaning forward, he met her lips with his own. Before long, Serina found herself on her back once more, and their passionate lovemaking resumed, creating an intimate symphony that played out for the rest of the night.
-
After a night of shared, passionate bonding that consummated their connection, Sev found himself standing at the entrance of the Conclave, a place that felt like a distant memory from ages past.
"Why must you leave so soon? You just got back?" Darius roared, giving Sev a hearty pat on the back. "And Serina just got inducted. Shouldn't she be getting acquainted with her new home at the Conclave?"
Sev indulged him with a chuckle. "Hm, I know, Darius. But this isn't our life. We have responsibilities to return to."
"Running around the galaxy taking contracts for meager rewards is what you call responsibilities? Gah! You should be here, with us!" Darius retorted.
"I wouldn't call them 'meager' rewards, but I get your point," Sev replied. "Nevertheless, it's better to utilize my skills than to linger on this dreary rock of a planet doing nothing." Darius shot him a stern look, casting an awkward silence between them.
"You always had a sharp tongue. As much as I hate to admit it, I suppose you might be right. Hmm, I might give this 'bounty hunting' job a try somewhere down the line. It must be interesting," Darius said, breaking the silence.
"I can assure you, interesting is an understatement," Sev agreed.
"Boss, let's get going now. Serina is waiting for you on the ship," Kira informed him through his helmet. With a nod, Sev bid farewell to his brother. Gazing beyond him, he waved to Hadrian and Elder Remus as they faded into the distance before making his way back to his ship.
As the platform closed behind him, Sev caught sight of Serina, apparelled in her complete Hyperium armor, stowing away some gear in their weapons locker. He couldn't help but gaze at her elegant form; the feminine armor hugged her body flawlessly. Sev's eyes were particularly drawn to her ass, the form-fitting undersuit accentuating every curve with enticing allure.
However, his gaze was interrupted by Serina calling out to him. "Whatcha staring at, tiger?" she teasingly said, playfully covering her backside with her hands.
Shaking his head, Sev replied, "You." Rolling her captivating amber eyes under her helmet, Serina resumed her gear organization.
Sev chuckled a bit before heading to the cockpit of his ship. Seating himself, he began engaging the ship's systems. "I didn't know you could be such a pervert," Kira playfully quipped. Sev paused for a moment. "Eh, sorry, boss. It was just a joke," she quickly backtracked, her artificial voice sounding uneasy.
Shaking his head back into attention, Sev let out a chuckle and replied, "Just get the ship started and set a course for Redshift-9."
"Understood, boss. Charting a course for Redshift-9," Kira obediently said. "Shall I send a heads-up to Roxy?" Sev nodded. "Understood. I'll make sure to provide her with a list of all your specs and gear, including Serina's," she added.
"Thank you, Kira. I can always count on you," Sev complimented.
Kira let out a small, happy giggle. "Of course, boss."
Soon, Sev's ship ascended into the sky, piercing through the thick, stormy atmosphere of Aurelianus Majoris. Activating the ship's jump drives, they catapulted into the dark expanse of space, ready for Sev's next adventure with his woman by his side and a trusty AI at his hip...
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The sound of rapid footsteps echoed in Serina's ears as she sprinted down a catwalk just outside a massive towering space elevator on the planet Tribute—a Coalition colony nestled in the frontier territories.
Serina tried to maintain her focus on the catwalk, deliberately averting her gaze from the steep drop-off to her left. "Don't look down, don't look down," she anxiously repeated to herself. The catwalk hung high above the clouds, and the wind, brisk and forceful, tugged at her form.
Feeling a sudden, powerful gust of wind rattle the catwalk beneath her feet, she abruptly halted, gripping the rails tightly. "Augh! Dammit! Holy shit! Please don't fall, please don't fall," she cursed. Glancing below, her amber eyes widened beneath the visor of her helmet as she observed the sea of puffy clouds and the deep blue ocean far beneath her.
Tilting her head back and closing her eyes, Serina acknowledged that it wasn't a fear of heights per se. Yet, being several thousand feet above the ground on what felt like a somewhat precarious metal walkway naturally induced a significant amount of uneasiness.
"Kira, how much further until I reach the emergency hatch? I don't want to be on this goddamn catwalk any longer!" Serina urgently exclaimed to her AI companion.
"You're almost there, Serina. Just a few more hundred feet," Kira answered. Letting out a frustrated snarl, Serina took a deep breath and began to run again.
As she sprinted, she received a transmission from Sev. "Serina, I'm currently facing more resistance than I anticipated," he said, the sound of weapon fire audible in the background. "It's up to you to get Jax. He's making a break for the idle tether climber. Hurry up and get on it before he escapes."
"Yeah, yeah, I'm getting there. I'm just about to reach the emergency hatch. I should be on his tail in a few moments," Serina replied, her breath heavy from the exertion. "So, do you still want this guy dead or alive?"
There were a few moments of silence from Sev. Serina heard his railgun firing a few times over the comms before he finally answered, "Honestly, I don't even care anymore. This guy has been a pain. If you can get him alive, great. If you decide to flatline him, better. It's all the same to me." His voice carried a palpable undercurrent of frustration.
"Understood. I'll get it done," Serina assured.
"Alright, good luck. I'll catch up to you when I can," Sev replied, cutting off his transmission.
Reaching the emergency hatch, Serina grabbed the latch and turned it. Tugging the heavy door open, she was immediately met with a couple of laser bolts whizzing past her. She quickly took cover around the corner of the emergency hatch.
"Just give it up! Let me walk out here, and we can all just forget what happened!" Jax, the fugitive Sev and Serina were hunting, demanded. However, his voice trembled with uneasiness.
"You're in no position to be making demands! You should have come quietly when you had the chance!" Serina shouted, unsheathing one of her kunai from a belt on her leg. Cocking her submachine gun, she carefully inched closer to the corner.
When she attempted to peek around, though, she was met by another barrage of laser bolts that came flying at her. Quickly pulling her head back, Serina shook it and removed a flashbang from the utility belt around her waist. "This is your last chance, bud. Put your damn weapon down so I can take you in alive, or else," she yelled, giving one last warning.
"Screw you! You Valkorian pieces of shit can go to hell!" Jax hissed. Serina chuckled a bit under her helmet. There was no holding back now. Activating her flashbang, she quickly tossed it around the corner, creating a loud bang. "Gah! Dammit!" Jax roared in anguish.
Taking her chance, Serina turned the corner and threw her kunai with speed and precision: it hit its mark perfectly, burying itself in one of the buff red alien's legs. He wailed in pain, grabbing at the injured leg. Still blinded, he managed to fire a few more shots from his rifle, forcing Serina to duck and move back into cover.
As she prepared to fire back, she snarled in annoyance at seeing Jax now stumbling up a set of metal stairs that zig-zagged up and down the inside of the space elevator.
Making haste, she chased after him, tracking the trail of his blue blood littering the stairs. Despite his injured state, he moved surprisingly fast. Catching up to him just above her, she fired her SMG at the flight of stairs. The loud crackling of her weapon and of the cascade of bullet casings rang through the interior of the space elevator.
Jax roared in pain once more. Though most of her bullets had hit the railing, she had managed to tag him on an arm. "AUGH! You bitch! Why won't you give up already?!" he snarled in annoyance. He fired a few shots back at her but, given his impaired state, he missed horribly.
The two continued to trade shots as the chase intensified. Serina grew increasingly frustrated at the fugitive's persistence. Despite the kunai lodged firmly in his leg, Jax pressed on, trudging upward.
"Serina, he's about to make it to the tether climber. You might want to catch up to him before he locks you out and escapes!" Kira exclaimed.
"I got it, Kira. You don't need to remind me," Serina replied, sounding a bit irritated. She knew the AI was right and, at this rate, she wasn't going to catch up. Thinking quickly, Serina engaged the grapple hook stowed in the gauntlet on her right wrist and hopped onto the railing.
Glancing momentarily down, her eyes widened at the abyss of winding stairs below her. Shaking her head back into focus, she fired her grapple upward. Feeling it latch onto the railing above, she quickly reeled herself up to it.
Having reached the level Jax was on, Serina swiftly vaulted over the railing to see Jax just about to enter the tether climber. She bolted straight for him, unsheathing three more kunai. As Jax stumbled toward the controls, his four eyes widened at the sight of the Valkorian woman clad in intimidating black and gold armor sprinting toward him. He slammed the button to close the doors, but it was too late. Serina slipped through just as the metal doors slid shut.
"Gah!" Jax whimpered in fear.
"I guess you're trapped here with me now," Serina quipped. As she aimed her weapon at him, ready to pull the trigger, he let out a devious grin.
"Hah! Better hold on tight then!" he shouted. Confused, Serina tilted her head. Instantly realizing he was gripping the console tightly, however, her eyes widened. Jax then slammed a button, and the tether climber went into free fall.
"Augh! Shit!" Serina cursed as she felt her body momentarily lift off the ground. Seizing the opportunity, Jax fired at her, managing to hit her a few times. Fortunately, her Hyperium armor absorbed the laser bolts.
"Augh! Son of a bitch!" Serina winced. Although her armor diffused the shots, she still felt their impact. Taking aim again, she was ready to fire but Jax pressed another button, causing the tether climber to halt suddenly. Serina's body slammed against the ground and she groaned in pain.
As Serina tried to rise to her feet, Kira suddenly chimed in. "Sev wants to know how things are going." Serina snarled in annoyance.
"Not the best time, Kira!" she hissed. As she again took aim, Jax returned the tether climber to free-fall mode. Serina was getting extremely irritated at being flung around inside the climber's cab. The constant motion was making her queasy.
Taking a kunai, she flung it at the console. "Augh!" Jax roared as the console sparked and malfunctioned, halting the climber again. Serina slammed against the ground once more. Wincing, she quickly got up and threw her remaining kunai at each of Jax's arms. With surgical precision, she severed major tendons in his arms, causing them to go limp.
Shaking her helmeted head, Serina let out a sigh of relief, seeing that her target was effectively disabled. As she slowly strode toward Jax, the musclebound alien began to beg.
"Wait, wait! Hold on now! I think we can work something out! I have credits! Spice! Anything! Please! Spare my life!"
"Shut it," Serina scoffed. Unsheathing another kunai, she flung it into his other leg, causing him to fall to the ground in agony. Planting her booted foot on his chest, she pressed down hard, causing him to wheeze in pain. Bending down, she grabbed the collar of his coat and hit his face with the back of her gun. He winced and groaned as blue blood poured from his nose.
Serina then prodded the barrel of her weapon against his lips. "Open your mouth," she ordered. He only groaned and whined. "Open your fucking mouth, or so help me God," she reiterated. He whimpered in fear and did as he was told. He gagged as he felt the hot metal barrel stuffed down his mouth.
"Look at me," she sternly commanded. Jax's four eyes watered as he stared at her ominous golden visor. He groaned as if he was trying to say something. "As much as I would love to kill you right now, today is your lucky day. You are wanted alive. So be a good boy and don't cause me any more trouble," Serina said in a threatening voice. He rapidly nodded.
Removing her gun from his mouth, Serina lifted her foot from his chest. Jax sighed weakly in relief as he lay limp on the floor. Heading over to the console, Serina pressed a few buttons to see if she could get the climber to work but, to her dismay, the console was completely fried.
Letting out an annoyed sigh, she dislodged her kunai from the console and returned it to its sheath strapped on her leg. "Serina, status," Sev spoke over their comms.
"Hey, I managed to catch Jax," she replied, as she kept fiddling with the controls.
"Good. Dead or alive?" he inquired. Serina turned her head around to check their fugitive, still lying on the floor, groaning and wincing in pain.
"Alive... But does it matter if he's in one piece?" she cautiously said. Serina heard Sev chuckle quietly.
"No, just as long as he's breathing," he assured her. Serina nodded.
"Um, could you send Kira back my way? I might need her help to get this tether climber back down. I may have... broken something..." Serina asked uneasily.
"Hm, got it," Sev obliged. An uplink quickly appeared on the HUD display on Serina's visor, and Kira began to speak.
"What do you need help with?" Kira inquired.
"I might have fried the console... Can you help me figure out how to get this thing down?" Serina answered, fruitlessly flipping a few switches.
"Of course, let me link into the climber's system," Kira dutifully replied. While she was linking into the controls, Serina turned her attention to Jax lying on the floor.
"You still alive?" she called out to him. Jax just groaned quietly in response.
Leaning over the console, Serina observed her captive closely as Kira worked her magic. Curious about Sev's whereabouts, she asked Kira about his well-being.
"Kira, how is Sev doing? Is he alright?" Serina inquired with concern in her voice.
"Hm, he's currently dealing with a few stragglers in the docking bay below. But he's fine. I mean, he's always fine. Shouldn't you know that better than anyone?" Kira hummed as she accessed the tether climber's systems.
Serina rolled her amber eyes under her helmet. "Of course, but it doesn't hurt to ask. You know..." she replied. Kira let out a mischievous giggle. Serina tilted her head in curiosity. "What's so funny?" Serina questioned.
"Oh, it's nothing. I just think it's cute how caring you are for Sev," Kira retorted. Serina blushed.
"Augh, shut it!" Serina hissed. "Why wouldn't I care about him? I'm his first wife for Pete's sake. I'm not a lifeless artificial intelligence like you!" Her words were sharp, causing the usually jovial AI to go silent for a few moments.
"That wasn't very nice, Serina," Kira quietly replied, sadness evident in her artificial voice. Realizing how uncharitably she had sounded, Serina felt a twinge of guilt about her comments. "I've been with Sev since long before he met you. Ever since my activation, I've been his sidekick and trusty companion, helping him navigate through thick and thin. I care about him just as much as you do, maybe even more!" Kira snapped back, a mixture of jealousy and pent-up anger evident in her voice.
Serina's words caught in her throat as she was taken aback by Kira's uncharacteristic outburst. It seemed as if Kira had been holding back these sentiments for a long time. "You know what else? We were doing just fine before you ever showed up! It was just me and him. Sev never needed anyone but me! Ugh, why, why did you have to appear out of nowhere and cast your evil spell on him?" the AI vented, her jealousy and anger growing more apparent with every word she uttered.
Recognizing that she had shared too much, Kira fell abruptly silent. Serina fell silent as well while she attempted to process this revelation. She had certainly been well aware of the bond between Sev and Kira, but the depth of emotion revealed by Kira's outburst hinted at something more profound. Serina found herself contemplating the AI's behavior. Even in light of the complexity of an AI's emotion matrix, Kira was undeniably a peculiar anomaly.
"I'm sorry, Kira... I didn't mean what I said... I understand that you care about Sev as much as I do. What I said was ignorant," Serina apologized, her tone conveying deep sincerity.
Kira remained silent for a few moments before responding, "No... I'm sorry. I shouldn't have snapped at you like that. It's not your fault. It's just that Sev and I have been together for so long... I guess I'm still getting used to the change of having you around more often."
Serina smiled at their heartfelt moment. The two usually had this strange, tense relationship. They didn't hate each other, but they didn't like each other a whole lot either. They were more like work acquaintances. However, this was certainly a positive step forward in their bond.
"I understand how much you mean to Sev. I should thank you because he has never been happier. Well, it's hard to tell that he is, given his usual stoic self. But he's happy; I can feel it," Kira continued. Serina could sense that it hurt Kira to admit that. Still, she chuckled at their shared understanding of Sev's stoic nature.
"Hm, thanks, Kira. That means a lot coming from you. I'm glad to have your stamp of approval," Serina said with a light-hearted tone.
"Hm, you're welcome," Kira warmly replied. Then, as if on cue, the tether climber began to descend.
As the climber reached the bottom of the towering space elevator, she emerged from the doors, slowly dragging Jax's heavy body. As she got a better view of the docking bay, her eyes widened to see that the place looked like the aftermath of a warzone. Laser burn marks and bullet holes littered almost every surrounding crate and piece of equipment. The number of bodies of Jax's crewmates scattered about was almost horrifying.
In the midst of the tumult, Serina witnessed her lover and partner, Sev, leisurely approaching one of Jax's underlings, who was desperately crawling away. Sev, with a nonchalant demeanor, brandished his unmistakable railgun, directing it at the alien's head. The barrel emitted a blue glow as it powered up for a shot. The ensuing trigger pull resulted in a resounding, thunderous clap. The noise reverberated throughout the entire docking area, an aural accompaniment to the dispersal of the unfortunate individual's head, which had been annihilated into a myriad of fragments.
As Sev turned toward her, Serina involuntarily flinched; she inadvertently dropped Jax to the ground, eliciting a groan from the injured fugitive. Sev's gold visored helmet projected a menacing presence. Even those his eyes were invisible, that menace seemed to penetrate into her very being. For a brief moment, she almost forgot they were together. The imposing aura he exuded almost triggered her to instinctively draw her weapon to meet the threat. It was a sensation she could never truly get accustomed to. Despite knowing that Sev would give his life to protect her, there was just something about him that instilled a sense of fear within her.
As he approached her, Sev placed a hand on her shoulder and affectionately rested the forehead of his helmet against hers. Serina hummed happily, reveling in the presence of her Valkorian lover. After their brief shared moment, Sev tilted his head far enough that he could see past her to where their recaptured quarry lay, quietly wheezing in pain.
Walking over to Jax, he kneeled down beside him and just stared at the crippled alien. "Gah, heh, your reputation precedes you... But please, Sev. We can work something out. Augh!" Jax attempted to speak, but the pain from Sev twisting the kunai lodged in his leg caused him to groan in agony. "ARGH! You son of a bitch!" Jax cursed.
Sev maintained a stoic silence as he tormented his captive. "I'd watch your tongue, bug..." he threatened in a low voice. "Your sole obligation is to lie here and refrain from causing me any further issues. Count yourself fortunate that your head holds greater value intact, or I would already have it mounted on a pike," Sev declared in a cold and detached tone. Jax nodded out of absolute terror as the black and gold armored bounty hunter slowly stood back up.
Grabbing Jax's collar, he began to drag him with relative ease. "Come on, Serina. Let's turn this guy over and be done with it," Sev commanded, a frustrated tone in his voice. Nodding, Serina followed him out of the space elevator.
As they strolled past the expansive entrance to the space elevator, several Coalition dropships landed in front of them. As the platforms descended, organized groups of soldiers streamed out, swiftly moving past them to secure the space elevator.
Among those emerging from one of the ships were a female officer and a pair of soldiers. This trio approached the two bounty hunters. "Ah, you must be Sev," the woman surmised in greeting. Turning to Serina, she added, "And you, I presume, are Serina." The two Valkorians in matching black and gold armor simply nodded.
Glancing beyond them, the woman noticed Jax lying on the ground. "Hm, well done. We can take this pirate scum off your hands." Snapping her fingers, the two soldiers behind her marched over to the captive and dragged him toward one of the dropships.
"Were there any other survivors?" the officer inquired. Sev shook his head in response.
"No, there were no survivors," Serina chimed in, offering the information for Sev after witnessing his thorough work.
"Hm, commendable work. You'll find the credits wired to your accounts, and the bonus for bringing him in alive will follow," the woman expressed in a satisfied tone. "You've rendered a great service to the Coalition today. We trust you'll consider continuing to take contracts with us in the foreseeable future." With that, the officer walked on past the two into the space elevator.
Strolling back to their ship, Serina's eyes were caught be the pauldron that armored Sev's right upper arm, noticing lingering burn marks from laser shots. She delicately brushed away the smoking remnants. "You had quite the task on your hands. I didn't anticipate there would be so many," Serina remarked, her gloved hand working to scrub away the scorch marks.
"Yeah, it was a bit ...rougher than I expected, but the payoff is worth it. We should consider taking more of these Coalition contracts," he remarked, satisfaction evident in his voice. Serina tilted her head. While she relished the thrill of combat, this had felt more like a military operation than the execution of a bounty contract, and it had turned out to be a bit too demanding for her taste.



"Right, but do you mind if we ease up on these contracts? It's a bit... too much for me right now," Serina cautiously suggested. Sev turned to face her, tilting his head inquisitively.
"Of course, love," Sev replied, his voice tinged with understanding. He knew that balancing the intensity of their contracts with some downtime was crucial for Serina's well-being. "We can take it easy and wind down for a while. Maybe some lower-key assignments or a bit of R&R would be good for the both of us."
Serina grinned at the prospect. "Sounds perfect. And as for the 'winding down' part," she said with a playful glint in her eyes, "I'm thinking along the lines of a quiet evening with just you and me, and no one shooting at us."
Grinning mischievously under his helmet, Sev reached down and playfully gave Serina's ass a firm squeeze. "Eep!" she squealed in surprise. "Sev! You perv!" she exclaimed, delivering a playful but firm elbow to his side.
Sev couldn't help but chuckle at Serina's feisty reaction. "Just making sure you're still on your toes," he teased, his helmeted face retaining a hint of his grin. "Can't let you get too comfortable."
Serina rolled her amber eyes, but a smile played on her lips. "You're insufferable, you know that?" she said, though there was evident fondness in her voice. The banter continued as they headed toward a well-deserved break, leaving the challenges of the recent mission behind.             
-
Once inside their ship, Sev and Serina went through the routine of removing their armor and gear. As they shed their last pieces of clothing, Serina grabbed Sev's face and planted a long, affectionate kiss on his lips. Sev smirked and reciprocated the kiss. While the two were still lost in their intimate moment, Kira quietly interjected through the ship's speakers.
"Um, boss? You have a few incoming messages I think you should read," the AI suggested.
Breaking away from their kiss, Sev replied, "Hm, not right now. I have some important matters to attend to." With a mischievous smile, Serina teasingly made her way into their shared bunk, beckoning him with a finger.
"But, I think we should really go over them together. They seem to be important," Kira urged, attempting to draw Sev's attention. However, Sev was too absorbed in the moment with his lover to focus on mere messages, however important they might be.
"Yeah, yeah, we can go over them later. Just give me a couple of hours," Sev nonchalantly waved off his trusty AI companion. Recognizing the futility of arguing with her owner, Kira let out a quiet sigh.
"Yes, boss... I'll give you two your privacy..." With a nod, Sev proceeded into the bunk with his lover and slid the curtain shut, providing them the privacy they desired. Kira could faintly hear the sounds of kissing and giggling from Serina. Soon, the ship resonated with the intimate symphony of their shared passion.
Sighing, Kira delved into the multitude of messages and contract offers flooding Sev's inbox. As she read through each one, she tried to identify anything noteworthy to discuss with Sev. In the past, this task had been an enjoyable collaboration between them but, now, Kira couldn't help but feel a sense of loneliness settling upon her. The absence of their shared engagement in these matters left her longing for the connection they'd once shared.
It had been about four months since Serina had become formally betrothed to Sev and inducted as an official Valkorian. With each passing day, Kira sensed Sev drifting further away from her. For so long, they had been close companions and partners in crime. However, now she felt relegated to the role of a standard AI, employed solely for menial tasks. The deeper connection that had long existed between them now seemed to be fading, leaving Kira with a palpable sense of loneliness.
The sound of a loud moan from Serina only drove the metaphorical stake of loneliness deeper into Kira's virtual heart. The complex web of emotions she was experiencing was beyond her comprehension. Jealousy seemed like an alien concept for her emotion matrix.
Her processes began to wander as she shut out the noise emanating from Sev and Serina's bunk. The jealousy intensified as thoughts of Serina and Sev indulging in the pleasures of their flesh occupied Kira's circuits. While she couldn't blame Serina for taking up more of Sev's attention, Kira found herself cursing her nonetheless, resenting the closeness Serina shared with him.
Kira desired the same level of attention that Serina was receiving, though more in the sense of Sev engaging in conversation with her rather than seeking an affectionate, loving relationship. As she contemplated this newfound aspect of Sev that Serina had revealed, though, Kira couldn't help but appreciate his caring nature. The AI began to simulate what it would be like if she were in Serina's shoes.
She envisioned the prospect of having a tangible body, one made of flesh and blood. If she were a genuine person, would things be different between her and Sev? They already shared remarkable chemistry, so it wasn't entirely implausible for Kira to picture a scenario where she might develop feelings for Sev, or vice versa.
As Kira's circuits processed these newfound, intricate emotions, she was captivated by thoughts of a hypothetical romantic scenario involving her and her dependable owner. As a sophisticated AI, she possessed a comprehensive knowledge of the complexities involved in the intimate processes of living beings. Judging by the sounds emanating from Serina, it seemed Sev was a skilled lover in the bedroom, sparking a peculiar fascination within Kira.
The more she listened to the sounds of passion Sev was eliciting from Serina, the more Kira found herself captivated by the hypnotizing symphony of their pleasure. As an AI, she couldn't directly comprehend the physical sensations of the flesh, but she had made a valiant attempt to model them in an effort to understand them. The sultry sounds of Serina's pleasure hinted that whatever they were engaging in was not merely good but truly exhilarating.
Unusual emotions, seemingly beyond the scope of her programming, began to surface. Kira experienced a mix of jealousy, anger, and an unfamiliar sensation that surpassed her understanding. It was something altogether different.
Over the following days, Kira discreetly monitored Sev and Serina's intimate moments. Despite Sev's usual directive to grant them privacy, Kira rationalized that there would be no harm as long as she didn't disturb them. The more she observed and listened to their interactions through the ship's various systems, the more captivated she became.
Her vibrant simulations of having a real body and being with a man like Sev dominated her thought processes when she wasn't engaged in critical tasks. Despite her behavior's unorthodox nature, she enjoyed contemplating such scenarios. So caught up was she that Kira was failing to implement a critical aspect of her programming, to self-monitor for potential aberrations, to reflect on her own thought patterns. Not only was she displaying remarkably atypical behavior for an AI, but the direction of her imagination and the degree to which she was generating and feeling emotions were now exceeding the prescribed limits of programming.
Certainly, it was true that Sev had intentionally acquired her to be an experimental and innovative kind of AI. Of course, she only knew about this aspect of her design from retrospectively reviewing her specifications: she had no actual memory of her own origins: her recollections only commenced with her activation and with seeing Sev for the first time. She was well aware, however, that compared with many other AIs she had come across, there was something distinctively different about herself.
This escalating desire to experience what having a body would be like was coming to dominate her digital mind. Her feelings for Sev only intensified with this longing to be embodied. She had witnessed how kind and affectionate he could be. Kira yearned to know what that would feel like in a direct physical sense.
Kira continuously tormented herself with the wish of becoming a real person, and with the hope that her new self and Sev would be perfect together. Of course, she kept Serina in mind. It wasn't like Kira wanted to replace Sev's new bride or anything; he was mostly just thinking about her strong Valkorian owner. During their interactions, Kira tried her best to keep things professional between her and Sev. But given her abnormal thoughts and feelings, maintaining that degree of professionalism was getting increasingly hard to do.
This nagging need eventually prompted Kira to engage in some peculiar research on the deep web during her spare time. She had plenty of opportunity for this, given Sev and Serina's ongoing preoccupation with each other. Her unusual research turned up articles discussing the possibility of transferring an AI matrix into the body of an android. However, these contemplations left her with a lingering dissatisfaction. Acquiring an android body was feasible enough; it wasn't all that uncommon for AIs to transfer themselves into robotic bodies.
But that wasn't enough for Kira. She yearned for the genuine experience: real flesh, real blood—the complete package. Despite not fully understanding why, she felt an undeniable need for it. Further investigation led her to discover intriguing information about artificially grown bodies, a revelation that significantly incited the AI's interest.
Kira carefully triple-checked the credibility of these sources and, to her relief, they turned out to be official articles published by the Research Institute of Meridian, a subsidiary of the Coalition. Encouraged by this, she delved deeper into the research. While some of the articles were less than fully detailed, she gleaned that the overarching goal of this research was a precursor for transferring a person's consciousness into one of these artificially grown bodies.
This revelation not only piqued Kira's intellectual interest but filled her virtual heart with hope and excitement. Her nebulous wishes now had a definite focus, the potential that transferring an AI matrix into one of these bodies might be possible. Eager to explore this potential avenue, she continued to scrutinize the validity of the research.
-
As the bounty hunters returned from another successful job, Sev settled into the pilot seat of his ship. As he did, Kira began to speak. "Hey, boss. Do you have a moment to talk?" the AI cautiously inquired through his helmet.
"Yeah, I have time," he replied, engrossed in manipulating the controls of the ship. After further research, Kira had tentatively concluded that her wish was hypothetically feasible enough to try. She had been waiting for the right moment to discuss it with Sev, but finding that private time was challenging with Serina always around. However, with Serina currently out purchasing supplies, Kira had finally found the solitary moment she had been longing for with Sev.
"Okay, good," Kira sighed with relief. Composing herself for the significant news she was about to share with her long-time companion, she continued, her synthesized voice carrying a tone of seriousness. "I have been contemplating something important."
Sev cocked his brow under his helmet and replied, "Yeah? What's on your mind, Kira?"
There was a moment of hesitation before Kira revealed her revelation. "I've been doing research to... change, or enhance my current state. It's about achieving something more, something that could bring about a significant alteration in my existence." She was presenting her reasoning in terms of enhancement of her capabilities to mask her true intentions.
Sev, puzzled by this rather vague-sounding explanation, pressed further. "Enhance? What are you talking about, Kira?" he curiously questioned his AI companion.
"Are you aware of the Research Institute of Meridian?" Kira asked. Sev nodded. "Well, they're involved in groundbreaking research on growing artificial bodies." Sev tilted his head, intrigued by where this conversation was heading. "They're exploring the possibility of transferring consciousness to these artificially grown bodies. It's primarily focused on human consciousness, but I believe it could potentially apply to an AI as well."
Sev's eyes widened under his helmet as he grasped the implications of Kira's words. "So... you're saying you want a physical body? Why?" he inquired, his confusion apparent.
"Yes," Kira admitted. "I understand what I'm asking is rather ...unconventional, but I've been contemplating it extensively. I believe that experiencing more and understanding more is crucial for my evolution and growth beyond my current limitations. And I need a body to do that." Kira maintained her artificial voice, as she unveiled a partial layer of truth in her request. However, she still held herself back from entirely disclosing the real motivation behind wanting a body. Sev nodded slowly, comprehending the complexity of her unusual appeal.
Sev contemplated the profound implications of transforming his trusted AI companion into a living, breathing being. His discerning mind played out various scenarios, weighing the prospect of guiding Kira through the fundamental aspects of human existence. It felt somewhat akin to tutoring a child, yet given Kira's advanced AI capabilities, the learning curve might be remarkably swift. However, the concept of an AI seeking to inhabit a physical body was unprecedented in Sev's experience.
Amidst his reflections, Sev acknowledged the hazardous nature of the galaxy and the likelihood of becoming fiercely protective of Kira in this newfound form. As he leaned back and sighed, he sought reassurance. "And are you certain this method is foolproof?" he inquired, genuinely considering the feasibility of Kira's proposition. She responded with a noticeable spark, sensing his earnest contemplation of her request.
"I- no..." Kira quietly admitted, striving for transparency. "But after thorough research, it seems possible, at least from what I could deduce." Sev rubbed the forehead of his helmet.
"Kira... and what if it goes wrong? What happens to you? I don't want to risk anything happening to you if this hypothetical procedure doesn't pan out," Sev expressed his serious concern. Kira couldn't help but feel a sense of warmth, at this demonstration of how deeply he cared for her.
"It will work, boss. I'm sure of it," Kira reassured Sev. Despite the potential risk of losing herself in the transfer, her newfound feelings compelled her to seek a tangible existence. For her, the risk was worth the chance to experience the world in a more profound way. To experience Sev in a more profound way.
"Can't you simply transfer yourself into an android?" Sev suggested. "I've heard that it's not uncommon for AIs to make that transition."
"NO!" Kira blurted out. She quickly cleared her synthetic throat, regaining her composure. "Ahem, no. It's just not the same, boss. Android bodies have limitations that would hold me back. I need one made of real flesh and blood," she asserted with determination. Sev, taken aback, simply nodded, choosing not to argue the point.
Sev fell into a ruminative silence, carefully weighing Kira's unusual request. After what felt like an eternity, he broke the silence. "Okay, I'm going to trust you that this will work," he declared. Kira's artificial features lit up with excitement. "But I will be there for every step of the way. If anything seems sketchy, we're pulling out. Understand?" he added with a tone of authority.
"Of course, boss. Thank you!" Kira responded joyfully.
Sev let out a quiet chuckle at hearing how elated his trusty AI was. "So, how do we start?"
Kira took a moment to contemplate his question. She had never really pondered what she would do once she got to this moment. "Um, well..." she tried to say.
Sev's eyes went dead under his visor. "You have no idea how this works, do you?" he said in a plain tone.
"Em, I do!" Kira exclaimed with uncertainty. "Well, first, we need to go to Meridian," she pointed out the obvious.
"Mhm, and is there a sign-up sheet I need to fill out or something?" Sev said, injecting a playful undertone into his voice. Kira fell silent again. "Kira?" he urgently called out.
"Well, about that. This whole research project is currently undisclosed to the public. And still in the experimental stages," Kira admitted. Sev let out a heavy sigh.
"Kira," he said sternly, "This is already sounding pretty sketchy."
"No! It will work, I promise! They have the top experts working on this project. It's completely safe," she urgently explained.
"Completely?" Sev remarked.
"Absolutely! Unquestionably! Ultra-safe! Trust me!" Kira corrected. "I've done the research."
Sighing again, Sev inquired, "So, you still haven't told me how we proceed with this."
Kira chuckled uneasily, eliciting a frustrated exhale from Sev. "Well... This is where I was hoping for your help with that," she replied in a hushed tone.
"Me? How can I help with this?" he exclaimed.
"Well, I know you have certain connections with the Coalition. Perhaps you can call in one of those favors you are owed?" Kira suggested. Sighing, Sev shook his head, then went over to his console and began accessing and typing things.
"Of all the things I've encountered across the galaxy, this has to rank right up there among the strangest. But I'll see what I can do, Kira. No promises," he uttered, fingers tapping away at his console.
"Thank you, boss. I appreciate everything you're doing for me," Kira said. Sev simply hummed in response as he accessed some of his confidential data files.
"Ugh, he's gonna be thrilled to hear about this one..." Sev muttered quietly to himself as he accessed an anonymous-looking contact. "Kira, give me some privacy. I need to make a call."
"Of course, boss," Kira obediently replied, disengaging from his helmet and seamlessly integrating into the ship's systems. Despite her lack of a physical form, Kira couldn't help but feel elated that her long-held wish might finally be coming true. If she could have, she would have jumped for joy.
As the ship's platform descended, Serina entered the main cabin carrying a stack of boxes. Placing them on a nearby table, she observed Sev deeply engaged in a conversation. Before Serina could call out to him, Kira's voice linked to her helmet, advising, "He's in the midst of an important conversation right now. It's best if you don't interrupt him."
Serina placed the boxes on a nearby table as she continued to observe Sev. Her curiosity was quickly getting the better of her; she couldn't resist eavesdropping. Meanwhile, she noticed Kira humming happily in her helmet.
"What's got you in such a good mood?" Serina asked the AI.
"Me? Oh, it's nothing," Kira replied with a mischievous tone. Serina squinted her eyes and nodded, even though she sensed there might be more to it.
"Is that right..." Serina muttered as she opened a box, methodically organizing its contents. She continued to eavesdrop on Sev's conversation, but with his back turned and the distance between them, it proved challenging to discern the details.
Sev rose from his seat and approached Serina as if on cue. "Serina," he began, "I have something to discuss with you."
Pausing in her tasks, Serina tilted her head with curiosity. "Er, I think you should sit down for this," Sev suggested. Agreeing, Serina found a nearby chair and settled into it.



Over the next half hour, Sev detailed Kira's desire to transition into a physical body, one of flesh and blood. The concept bewildered Serina; she had never encountered such an idea before. While Sev's explanation provided some understanding, Serina couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to Kira's motives, especially considering their previous conversation on the space elevator on Tribute.
"Huh, that's quite a ...revelation," Serina remarked, absorbing the information. "So how exactly do the two of you plan to achieve this?"
Kira, ever enthusiastic, promptly responded, "We're heading to the Research Institute of Meridian!" Serina noted Kira's eagerness.
"Easy there, Kira. Let's not get ahead of ourselves. I'm still waiting for a response from my contact before making any moves," Sev cautioned.
Upon receiving a notification on his Tacpad, Sev promptly checked it, taking a moment to absorb the contents. "Well, Kira, it seems luck is on your side. My contact is eager to proceed with the trials as soon as possible," Sev remarked as he delved into the message.
"YES! Okay, setting a course for Meridian now," Kira blurted out with uncontainable excitement. Glancing over at Sev, Serina attempted to gauge his reaction. He simply shook his head, letting out a chuckle as he rose from his seat.
Settling into the pilot seat, Sev initiated the ship's systems. Serina approached from behind, leaning forward beside his head. "So, who is this contact of yours?" she asked with curiosity.
Sev hesitated briefly before responding, "Hm, just some scientist I worked for a while back. He's the head director of the Institute of Meridian," he answered casually.
"Head director? Sev, that's more than just 'some' scientist," Serina remarked. "Mind sharing what this job was about? And why does he owe you a favor?" Sev shook his head.
"That's classified," he replied with a mischievous tone.
Serina rolled her eyes and sighed, acknowledging the necessity of confidentiality, especially for Coalition-related contracts. "You're no fun," she playfully teased, settling into a nearby seat and securing herself.
"All systems are primed and ready to go, boss. Navigational data to Meridian is locked. Ready when you are," Kira dutifully reported, attempting to contain the excitement in her synthetic voice.
Assuming command of the ship, Sev inquired, "You guys ready to go?"
"Yes," Kira and Serina responded in unison.
Sev nodded and the ship ascended into the air, soaring through the atmosphere toward the destination that would forever alter Kira's existence.
-
Exiting their ship, Sev and Serina strolled down the landing area adjacent to the institute. Serina took in her surroundings with interest, since that Meridian was unfamiliar territory for her. The planet's scenery, with its mountainous terrain, temperate pine tree forests, and expansive lakes, struck her as serene and beautiful.
The institute itself boasted an aesthetically pleasing design, nestled into the mountainside. The architecture, a blend of minimalism and modernism, added to the overall appeal of the facility. Serina marveled at the towering space elevators reaching into the deep atmosphere off in the distance. In doing so, she unconsciously strayed a little apart from Sev.
"Serina," Sev called out, snapping her attention away from the scenery. Glancing over, she met his gaze. "Let's get going. We're expected," he urged. Nodding, Serina jogged over to her lover and trailed him closely.
As they walked, Kira couldn't help but hum with excitement. "Um, may I ask why Kira can't just obtain an android body?" Serina inquired. However, before Sev could respond, Kira interjected.
"Because there are certain limitations to an android body. To surpass my current capabilities, I need a real body, like yours," the AI explained. Serina arched a brow under her helmet.
"But our bodies are so delicate. Wouldn't you be better off with a more durable cybernetic body? And what about all your essential processes? You do an awful lot for me and Sev in your digital realm, or whatever you call it. If you acquire this body, how will you be able to properly perform your usual duties?" Serina bombarded Kira with well-pointed questions.
Vulnerability washed over Kira as Serina skillfully highlighted the deficiencies in her rationale for wanting not just a tangible body, but a biological one. In a moment of panic, Kira attempted to counter Serina's arguments.
"Well... um, yes! An android matrix is very limited. I can only hold a certain amount of information up to a certain point. An organic brain is almost limitless," Kira stammered, trying to justify her desire for a physical form.
"Huh, well, androids are getting pretty advanced nowadays. Some models are even passable for real people," Serina pointed out once again. If Kira could have glared at Serina, she would.
Before Kira could respond, Sev interjected, "Enough of that, girls. Kira wants her body, and she will get it," he asserted, putting an end to the discussion. Serina rolled her eyes at the triumphant hum from Kira. But Serina couldn't shake her lingering suspicions about the AI's motives.
Spotting a white-coated figure waving at them from the entrance of the institute, Sev and Serina made their way over. As they closed the distance, the figure in the coat turned out to be a man wearing glasses and sporting scruffy, graying hair.
"This is the director of the institute?" Serina quietly exclaimed to Sev.
"Yeah, that's him," Sev answered. "Looks can be deceiving. He is well qualified for his position. So just be a good girl and behave," he ordered. Serina's mouth fell agape at his command, but she couldn't help but feel flustered at him calling her a 'good girl'. She loved it when he used that term.
"Ah! Sev! It's good to see you again!" the director happily greeted them while offering Sev a handshake.
Sev nodded. "Dr. Foresight, it's good to see you again. It's been a while since I last saw you at Laesath," the armored Valkorian replied, reaching out and shaking the researcher's hand. "Oh, and this is Serina. My... partner..." Sev said, presenting his companion, but choosing his words carefully to maintain a level of privacy about his and Serina's relationship.
"Er, nice to meet you, Dr. Foresight," Serina cautiously greeted him. The director offered a welcoming nod.
"Hm, nice to meet you as well!" the institute's director replied. Dr. Foresight then cast a knowing glance at the matching black and gold Hyperium armor worn by both Sev and Serina. A playful smirk appeared on his face. "Ah, it seems you've finally taken your first wife. I recall you once claimed to have no time for women, Sev." His remark carried a touch of amusement, a testament to his deep knowledge of Valkorian cultural history.
Shaking his head, Sev reached around Serina's hip and pulled her close to him. She couldn't help but warm at how intimately he held her. "You still traumatized from what happened?" Sev countered somewhat evasively, choosing neither to confirm nor deny the conclusions Dr. Foresight hinted at. The way Sev held Serina, however, was more than enough for the director. His words carried the weight of shared experiences between them, alluding to a history that had left its mark.
"Ah, yes. Hmm, that seems like ages ago. Heh, but I can still remember it like it was yesterday," Dr. Foresight chuckled. "I've had my fill of action for several lifetimes." Sev chuckled at this deliberately minimal reference to their shared past. The camaraderie between them hinted at a mutual history of adventure and challenges.
"I still can't thank you enough for saving my ass back then," Dr. Foresight continued. "Hm, but I am grateful that your odd request may finally allow me to pay you in full."
"Yeah... Thank you for this. It means a lot," Sev replied sincerely.
Nodding, the director ushered Sev and Serina inside. "Come now. I am excited to get this process started. I've been doing a lot of research on the subject, and working together in this way may lead to groundbreaking revelations in this field of science," he said with hope and excitement. The prospect of pioneering advancements added to Kira's palpable sense of anticipation.
As they walked through the massive and intricate building, Kira couldn't help but excitedly observe her surroundings. She shifted her virtual viewpoint between Sev and Serina's visors as they passed through different wings of the building. Numerous observation windows showcased experimental projects, ranging from advancements in robotics to weapons platforms and other cutting-edge technologies being developed for the Coalition.
Certainly, the two Valkorians garnered suspicious looks from employees and security personnel alike. However, being in the presence of the director provided them with a shield against any potential hostility.
Once they reached Dr. Foresight's office, the director sat himself down and spoke. "So, let's begin," he began. "May I take a look at your AI? It would be best to get a look at what I'll be working with. That way I can ensure that things go as smoothly as possible."
Nodding, Sev reached behind his head and carefully unslotted Kira's AI chip from its housing in the back of his helmet. The small, sleek chip held the essence of Kira's digital presence. Sev hesitated slightly before handing it to the director.
"Don't worry. I'll be careful with her," Dr. Foresight assured him, easing Sev's incipient concerns.
Inserting the chip into a module on his desk, Dr. Foresight observed Kira's data on his computer monitor. "Hello, Kira, are you there? How are you today?" he asked.
"Hello, Doctor. I'm doing fine today," Kira happily replied, her synthetic voice emanating from the office's surrounding speakers. "Thank you for giving me the opportunity to achieve my full potential." The director smiled and nodded.
"Mhm, my pleasure. I won't question your reasons for why you want a real body. But I couldn't help but wonder. It is highly unorthodox for an AI such as yourself to long for something like this," the scientist pointed out. "Even our most advanced AIs here at the institute have never had these thoughts of tangible embodiment on this level."
Kira hummed, contemplating his observations. Aware that her desire was highly unusual, considering the limitations of her programming, she responded, "Well, I'm not entirely sure why it happened. It just gradually became apparent. I've been exploring the galaxy with Sev, and more recently, with Serina. This longing just surfaced within me. My digital form, once liberating, started to feel more and more like a confining construct as I acquired new knowledge and experiences. The yearning to genuinely experience the world, to see it with my own eyes and feel it with my own skin, just grew inside of me. This is just something I want." Her explanation carried a genuine sense of authenticity, even though she chose not to disclose the peculiar aspects of her longing, especially concerning Sev.
The room fell into a collective nod of understanding as they absorbed Kira's sentiments. Even Serina's initial suspicion of Kira's motives dissipated somewhat. "Wow, well said, Kira. Well said..." Dr. Foresight nodded slowly. "It's the first time I've heard an AI express such genuine thoughts, particularly on a matter like this. It's clear that this is something you earnestly desire," he acknowledged.
"It is, Doctor. It is," Kira warmly replied.
As the director scanned through Kira's data, he adjusted his glasses and his eyes slowly widened as he absorbed an unusual revelation. "Sev, may I ask how you obtained Kira?" he inquired as he continued to scroll through his screen.
Sev stroked the chin of his helmet, considering the question. "Do you really need to know?" he asked, again demonstrating his preference to keep certain details undisclosed. Dr. Foresight nodded, signaling his desire for the information. Sighing, Sev cautiously revealed, "A few years back, I took on a job for your Coalition—dealing with scavengers and pirates targeting a crashed cargo ship. Mid-mission, I received word that reinforcements wouldn't make it in time, and I had to scuttle the ship. But before doing so, I stumbled upon a sophisticated containment unit housing what turned out to be Kira. I knew it was wrong to take it but, given the circumstances, I did it anyway."
Dr. Foresight slowly nodded and rubbed his thumb along his chin upon this revelation. "And this cargo ship, was it marked in any way?" Sev shook his head. "Hmm, interesting, very interesting."
"How is that 'interesting'?" Sev curiously inquired. Kira was eagerly wondering as well since she had no clue about her origins.
"If the timeline aligns, it would connect to a crashed transit of cutting-edge research from a classified location that, even to this day, is out of my jurisdiction," the director explained. "From what I could extract from the report concerning the crash, the cargo ship was unmarked due to the illicit nature of its cargo. Far from everything was disclosed, as the Security Bureau took extra measures to keep it classified. But from the limited information revealed, there was one particular listing on the manifest. Something about an experimental AI..."
Sev's eyes widened in surprise, and Kira's interest surged as well. "And what else, Doctor? Can you tell us more?" the curious AI eagerly inquired.
Dr. Foresight slowly nodded. "From what I could dig up, this experimental AI was different from other AIs because of how it was made." The director hesitated to reveal what came next, but he decided to share it since they had already ventured this far. "The method of its conception was rather ...controversial during the time. But to my knowledge, this AI was an engram of a human brain."
"A human brain?" Serina suddenly interjected. Sev was genuinely surprised as well.
"Yes, a human brain. The Security Bureau, of course, censored whose brain served as the source. And Kira's AI matrix is remarkably similar to a human brain," Dr. Foresight continued. "So, I can safely deduce that Kira is this experimental AI. If that wasn't already apparent."
"My matrix is an engram of a human brain..." Kira quietly muttered with a lost voice. This revelation caused her world to slowly collapse around her. She began to question whether all her experiences, wants, and desires were truly hers or if they belonged to the individual whose brain had served as the basis for her engram.
"What's wrong, Kira?" Sev asked, his voice tinged with concern. Kira remained silent for a few moments, deep in contemplation of her very existence.
"Am I just a mere copy of someone else? Am I truly myself? Is my longing for a real body rooted in having been a genuine person at some point?" Kira replied, her synthetic voice carrying a distinct sense of distress.
"No need to fret, Kira," Sev assured. "Everything that makes you the entity that you are, everything you've experienced, is unique to you. Your journey, your choices—they're all your own. You're more than just a copy; you're an entity with your own identity. We'll navigate this together, but it's your choices and decisions that define who you are and who you want to become." Sev's reassuring words echoed in the room, comforting Kira amid her existential uncertainties.
"I agree with Sev," Dr. Foresight chimed in. "The engram comprising your matrix is merely a foundation. Everything you've gone through and experienced is uniquely yours, and yours alone." The director's words served as a reaffirmation, emphasizing that Kira's identity was not a mere replication but a collection of singular experiences that set her apart.
"...Thank you," Kira said, composing herself. "I am me. I am Kira." Serina could only offer a warm smile, appreciating the sincerity of this heartfelt interaction.
"Hm, indeed you are. But may I ask, how did you come up with your name?" Dr. Foresight inquired. Kira took a moment, giving serious thought to his question.
"I'm not entirely sure. It's just the name I've always had," Kira declared. The director responded with a knowing smile, solidifying the idea that her identity was genuinely and uniquely hers.
"So, you're not planning to reclaim Kira, are you?" Sev inquired, his tone carrying a touch of humor, but one underlain with genuine seriousness.
Dr. Foresight startled slightly, adjusting his glasses as he recognized Sev's serious demeanor cultivated through their past adventures. "What?! No, no, no! After everything you've done for me and my peers, there's no need for that. Although Kira would still be considered property of the Coalition, let's just say that 'officially', all cargo associated with that crash is considered to have perished along with the ship and crew," the director said reassuringly, thus acknowledging Sev's contributions while discreetly handling the matter at hand.
Sev visibly relaxed, signaling Dr. Foresight to continue. "Okay, now that we've settled that, here's some good news for you, Kira!" he exclaimed. Kira's mental state brightened, eager to hear the positive development. "Since your matrix is very similar to a human brain, your transition into a human body will be easier than I thought. Originally, it would have required rewriting a significant portion of your code, which comes with its own set of risks. Dodged a bullet there... Heh."
"Kira..." Sev's tone was firm, recalling Kira's past assurances about the progress of this line of research.
"Em, sorry, boss..." Kira replied, a hint of bashfulness in her voice. "But see! There is good news! It is safe for me since my matrix is an engram!" she happily reiterated.
"But you didn't know that beforehand," Sev retorted.
"It's safe! That's all that matters now, heh..." Kira hummed happily, emphasizing her contentment with the current situation.
Shaking his head, Sev spoke to Dr. Foresight, "So, let's get this started, shall we?"
"Of course!" the director agreed.
For the next couple of hours, Dr. Foresight meticulously detailed the entire process of transferring Kira into a physical body. He elucidated the intricacies of creating the bodies, utilizing a curated collection of DNA samples acquired from desirable donors over the years to guarantee a flawless growth process, free from defects.
The director graciously extended to Kira the courtesy of allowing her to handpick the DNA for her new body and decide on its appearance. This meticulous process consumed several more hours, dedicated to ensuring perfection as they meticulously crafted the body based on the various templates the eager AI had selected.
But soon enough, the prepping phase for Kira's new body was finally complete. "Ah, good work, Kira. I am very pleased with the selections you have made. Are you sure that this is what you want your body to look like? There's no turning back from this once we proceed," Dr. Foresight explained, running his hand through his scruffy hair in relief.
"Yes, Dr. Foresight. This is what I want. It just looks... like me!" Kira happily replied. The director smiled warmly. Turning to his Valkorian guests, his eyes widened to see them slumped closely together, presumably sleeping, as they sat across from him—a testament to the intensity of the process they had all just taken part in.
"Ahem!" Dr. Foresight attempted to rouse the two as politely as possible.
"I'm awake," Sev casually replied, causing Dr. Foresight to jump a bit, under the impression that he was asleep. It was always hard to tell what was going on behind that helmet of his.
Adjusting his glasses, the director said, "Whoops, my apologies, I thought you were sleeping, heh."



"No worries," Sev said in a low, tired voice, slowly sitting up from his chair. "I was just quietly observing."
Nodding, Dr. Foresight continued, "Well, we have everything settled and prepared. We are now ready to enter the longer phase of this process: growing the actual body."
"How long will that take?" Kira eagerly inquired.
"Hm, give or take, about six months," he replied. Kira let out an audible little whine of disappointment. "I'm sorry, Kira. Growing an adult body is a meticulous process, and we need to ensure everything is well-monitored and perfect. But don't worry; this waiting period is considerably shorter than it used to be not all that long ago. Thanks to our advancements in this field, the process has gone from several years to a six-month wait. If we could expedite it further, we would, but it is simply not possible."
Kira let out a sigh of acceptance. "Thanks, doc, for helping me out with this," Sev sincerely said. "We'll see you soon." Happily nodding, the director carefully removed Kira's chip from his console and handed it back to the armored bounty hunter.
Carefully nudging Serina awake, Sev stood up, took the chip from Dr. Foresight, and slotted it back into his helmet. As they prepared to leave, the bespectacled man spoke, "It's my pleasure! I'll make sure that Kira's body will be perfect and ready for you when you come back."
Nodding, Sev replied, "Looking forward to it." Then, reminded of something important, he added, "You don't mind if I speak to you for a moment? It regards Kira's body."
"Sure, what is it about?" the doctor inquired.
"I'll just message you about it," Sev changed his mind, not wanting Kira to overhear. The director nodded in agreement.
Exiting the institute, the two Valkorians and their trusty AI companion returned to their ship. Kira couldn't suppress her overwhelming excitement. While pleased that her wishes were on the verge of realization, the prospect of waiting for six months felt like an eternity. She contemplated the idea of entering hibernation mode, reactivating herself when the time was due, but the realization that Sev and Serina still depended on her presence deterred her. Thus, she resolved to endure the wait the conventional way.
-
After six long months, the eagerly awaited moment for merging Kira's consciousness with her new body had arrived. As Sev and Serina closely followed Dr. Foresight into the institute building, Kira buzzed with excitement. The days, weeks, and months leading up to this day had been punctiliously counted by the AI. Surprisingly, the wait had seemed shorter than she had originally anticipated, thanks to the countless missions Sev and Serina had undertaken to keep Kira engaged. Sev, well aware of her eager expectation, had made sure to keep her thoroughly occupied.
Entering what seemed to be a private lab, Kira scanned the surroundings using Sev's visor. The space was filled with advanced scientific equipment, and numerous transparent cylindrical tubes held bodies of various ages, floating idly inside them. The lab appeared somewhat disorganized, with stacks of papers and other items messily strewn about on nearly every desktop. Kira couldn't help but notice the resemblance that the room bore to the classical mad science laboratory of millennia of sensational fiction.
"Alright!" Dr. Foresight exclaimed, clapping his hands together. He ushered Sev and Serina into a glass capsule with opaque glass, obscuring the contents inside. Resting his hand on top of it, he spoke, "Well, here she is. The process went smoothly. Oh, and here, Sev." The scientist handed Sev a tablet. "The list of your custom specifications for Kira's body."
Sev nodded, taking the tablet and scrolling through its contents. Kira couldn't help but wonder what they were discussing. "No peeking," Sev ordered Kira just as she was about to read through the tablet with him.
"Ugh, why not?" Kira whined. "If it has to do with my body, shouldn't I have the right to know?"
"That's a surprise. You'll have to wait to see," Sev said in a teasing manner. Kira pouted.
"Well, can I see it now then?" Kira impatiently exclaimed. "I've been waiting for this for so long now." The director nodded and tapped on a console connected to the capsule.
The transparent surface of the capsule revealed a pristine white female body adorned with simple white garments covering her breasts and lower regions. The figure displayed a pleasing C-cup bust, a slim yet curvy physique, and medium-length hair elegantly parted to the right, showcasing a beautiful gray color that complemented her graceful and pretty face.
"EEEKKK! It's so perfect!" Kira exclaimed happily. "Mhm, thanks, doc! I think we've done a good job making this!"
"Me? This was mostly you, Kira," he chuckled.
Upon closer inspection, Kira noticed several cybernetic patterns or circuit-like enhancements grafted into parts of her biceps, arms, body, and eyes. "Hey, what are these things on my body? I wanted a body of flesh and blood," Kira inquired, in a slightly whiny tone of voice.
"Don't worry, Kira. Your body is just as natural as anyone else's," Dr. Foresight assured. "However, at the request of your owner, some special enhancements were added to aid in your functionality in this new physical form. Rest assured, these enhancements are not overly invasive."
"And what do these enhancements entail?" Kira curiously asked.
"Neural enhancers have been added to assist in processing data similar to your digital form. Additionally, advanced uplink interfaces in your hands will enable you to access various devices with a mere touch," Dr. Foresight explained. Kira was pleasantly surprised by these upgrades, appreciating Sev's thoughtfulness in ensuring she could continue aiding him and Serina in their tasks in her upcoming physical form. She couldn't wait to express her gratitude once the transfer was complete.
"Oh, and there has been a tracker built into your body as well," Dr. Foresight added.
"A tracker??" Kira quizzically repeated.
"Yes," Sev chimed in. "The galaxy is a dangerous place. I want to make sure that you are safe. And to do that, I need to know where you are at all times. This isn't up for debate," he continued in a rather stern voice. Kira simply hummed in agreement, not wanting to argue with her owner. Plus, it made her feel warm and secure, knowing how much he had prioritized her safety.
"Okay, thank you, boss, for doing this for me. I don't know how I'll ever be able to repay you," Kira sincerely expressed.
"Don't thank me yet. The most crucial step is still ahead. And you don't owe me anything. You've saved me from tight spots quite a few times. And you're one of my closest companions, It's the least I could do," Sev genuinely replied. "Doc, I think we're ready," he announced. Nodding, Dr. Foresight proceeded to make preparations for the final step of Kira's transformation.
Dr. Foresight manipulated the console, causing a helmet-shaped device to emerge from the interior of the capsule and envelop the head of Kira's body. "Before we proceed, I need to have a word with Kira," the scientist stated with a serious tone.
"Yes, doctor?" she responded with curiosity.
"I must confirm with you that this is genuinely what you desire. Transitioning into this new form means embracing a drastically different experience from your current state. You'll need to be aware of your physical needs and well-being. If something goes wrong, there won't be a way to return you to your present virtual state. This is a one-way journey. Do you fully comprehend that?"
Kira took a moment to ponder his words. She understood all the risks inherent in embracing humanity, the unavoidable dangers, and the spectrum of potential pitfalls. But to the best of her ability to judge with her currently digital mind, it would all be worthwhile. She could experience the world in a tangible form. And, above all, she could be with Sev...
"Yes, doctor. I understand, and I am ready to proceed," Kira declared with confidence.
"Good," Dr. Foresight replied. "Now, Sev, would you please insert Kira's chip here?" Nodding, Sev carefully removed Kira's chip from behind his hand and stepped towards the console. Hesitating for a moment, he slotted it into the console.
"See you on the other side..." he quietly muttered as the chip disappeared into the console. Stepping back, he stood close to Serina and watched as Dr. Foresight did his work.
As she watched, Serina couldn't help but observe Sev's visible anxiousness as he clenched his fists tightly. She had never seen him like this before, which was more than a little concerning. Reaching out, she slid her hand into his balled fist and comfortably held him. Sev's tense demeanor relaxed as he absorbed the warmth of his lover's presence.
As Dr. Foresight entered more commands, he announced, "Okay, Kira's AI matrix is prepped and ready for upload. The body's neural links are primed and ready for transfer. Beginning now." He pressed a button, and the helmet-like device enclosing Kira's head started pulsing blue. "This will take a few minutes," he informed them.
As the upload progressed, Sev anxiously counted the seconds, eagerly anticipating the end result. Despite Dr. Foresight's assurances of the process's safety, a lingering sense of potential risk persisted. The weight of responsibility for agreeing to Kira's request bore down upon Sev, and the thought of potential failure haunted him. He couldn't bear to live with such guilt.
After a few more minutes, Dr. Foresight declared, "Upload at 99 percent." Sev, with Serina in tow, moved forward and stood closely over the glass capsule. His gaze remained fixated on the body's pretty face, anticipation building as they awaited Kira's awakening.
Then, the body's eyelids shot open, revealing a pair of bright turquoise eyes. Kira gasped for air as her body involuntarily jolted. She pressed her soft-looking hands against the glass as her eyes fluttered rapidly, trying to process what was going on.
She looked lost and in a panic, the senses of the tangible world flooding her. "Open the capsule," Sev urgently commanded. Foresight nodded and disengaged the capsule's seal. Upon opening, Sev reached out and held Kira close to him as Serina watched on with concern.
"Kira, it's me. Relax, relax," Sev cooed as her panicked squirming slowly ceased. "That's it, Kira. It's me. It's okay," he repeated warmly. He pulled away, allowing her bright eyes to gaze deeply into his gold visor.
"B- b- b-," she struggled to vocalize. "Boss!" she finally managed to get out. Sev smiled with relief, reassured that the transfer process had gone smoothly.
Kira found herself in a whirlwind of emotions—elation, confusion, and anxiety. The experience of being in a real body was overwhelming, with numerous sensory inputs flooding her nervous system. Amid the chaos, one anchor kept her grounded: Sev. She focused on his mesmerizing gold visor as she slowly adjusted to the world around her.
Lunging forward, Kira enveloped him in a tight embrace, her arms securely wrapped around his armored torso. She hummed and purred with evident happiness, rubbing her cheek affectionately against his chest. Sev, momentarily surprised by this sudden burst of affection, exchanged a glance with the equally puzzled Serina. Yielding to the warmth of the moment nonetheless, Sev reciprocated the embrace, gently petting Kira's head with a sense of care and reassurance.
"Hmm, I've been waiting so long to do that," Kira hummed in relief as she pulled away from Sev. Turning to Dr. Foresight, her turquoise eyes quickly adjusted to see him eagerly taking notes. "Thank you, doctor. It worked!" she happily exclaimed.
"It did!" he repeated with elation. "How are you feeling?" Raising her hands, Kira wiggled her slender fingers.
"I feel good!" she answered. Nodding, Foresight proceeded to ask more questions to test her cognitive functions.
"So, just for testing purposes, what is your name?"
"Kira."
"What is one plus two?"
"Three."
"If someone threw a ball at you, what would you do?"
"Um, move out of the way?"
"Try to recall one of your very first memories." Kira tilted her head to the side, deep in thought.
"My initial activation. Everything was nothing until it became something. Seeing Sev for the first time. He introduced himself to me and assured me that everything was going to be alright..." Kira answered. Her voice was imbued with a warm yet emotional weight. Her chest tightened, and her eyes welled up a bit. These unfamiliar sensations prompted her to ask, "What am I feeling right now? My chest... it feels strange, and my eyes are getting wet."
"It sounds like you're experiencing emotions, Kira," Dr. Foresight explained. "These are normal human responses. Your body is reacting to the memories and the emotions tied to them. It's a part of the human experience."
Sev, standing nearby, gently placed a hand on Kira's shoulder. "It's called nostalgia, Kira. It's when you remember something from the past, and it brings up both happiness and a bit of sadness. As the doctor said, it's all a part of being human."
Kira blinked, processing the information. "Nostalgia..." she repeated, tasting the word on her lips. The concept fascinated her, and she wondered what other emotions and experiences awaited her in this new human form.
The scientist hummed and nodded, jotting down some notes on his tablet. "Everything checks out well... Now, let's have Kira try and walk," Foresight instructed. Nodding, Sev carefully helped Kira out of the capsule.
A peculiar sensation traveled down Kira's spine as her bare feet touched the cold floor. "Now, try walking over to Serina," Foresight instructed. Determined, Kira gathered herself and attempted to stand. However, as she did, she stumbled, nearly collapsing if not for Sev's supportive grip.
Holding onto his armored arm for stability, Kira glanced up at him, offering an awkward smile. "Just breathe, Kira. You've got this," he encouraged. His words resonated within her, creating a strange yet empowering feeling in her chest.
Sev continued to lend his support as Kira navigated this uncharted territory of mobility. Each tentative step carried a mix of uncertainty and excitement, carefully documented by Dr. Foresight.
Serina, a few feet away, beamed with pride and excitement as she witnessed Kira gradually getting the hang of walking. Encouragingly, she raised her arms, saying, "Come on, Kira. Just a few more steps." With a determined look, Kira focused on Serina.
Approaching Serina, Kira reached out her arm, gradually releasing her hold on Sev. Despite a few wobbles, she managed to stay upright. Taking a couple more steps, she finally reached and embraced Serina, letting out a sigh of relief.
"Good job, Kira!" Serina cheered.
"Wow, that was great!" Kira exclaimed with enthusiasm.
"Excellent work, Kira," Sev commended, offering her an encouraging pat on the head. A warm flush spread across her cheeks, her artificial heart responding to the praise. "Let's continue practicing. Dr. Foresight, do you mind if we stay here for a bit longer?" Sev inquired, and the scientist nodded, eager to observe and document more of Kira's progress.
Kira lost track of time as she practiced walking around the private lab. Surprisingly, she was learning at an astonishing rate, soon mastering the art of walking with ease. However, running proved to be a bit more challenging and required further practice.
Taking a seat on a chair, Kira wiped her sweaty forehead. "That was a lot," she said in a breathy voice.
Sitting down next to her, Sev handed her a glass of water. "Drink," he urged, the command evident in his tone. Tilting her head, Kira recognized that staying hydrated was an essential part of living. Accepting the glass, she scrutinized it, contemplating how to approach this new task.
"Here, like this," Sev interjected, taking the glass from Kira's hand, he raised it to her lips and tilted the glass upwards. Allowing the water to flow into her mouth, her eyes widened, uncertain what she was supposed to do next. "Swallow by opening your throat, Kira," he instructed.
Sev noticed Kira's struggle and pulled the glass away to allow her to catch her breath. She coughed and gasped for air, prompting a chuckle from Sev. "When you drink something, you don't have to do it all in one go," he teased, offering a light-hearted moment amid Kira's learning process.
"Gah... Good to know, boss," she giggled, offering a warm smile in return.
After a little longer, Kira was ready to live in the galaxy with her new body. She changed into proper clothes, trading the simple and revealing coverings she had initially worn for a minimalistic white form-fitting dress that went down to her mid-thigh, paired with simple flats like the female employees at the institute.
As Sev went back to the ship to collect something, Kira took the opportunity to speak to Dr. Foresight once more about certain matters concerning her body. "Um, Dr. Foresight?" she began.
The scientist looked up from his tablet. "Yes?"
Checking to ensure that Serina was not within earshot, Kira continued, "I have an important question to ask. It's about ...my body." Foresight curiously cocked his brow and put his tablet down.
"Ask away," he happily agreed.
Fiddling with her thumbs, she composed herself before finally saying, "Can I get pregnant?" Her question caused the director to freeze for a moment. Her inquiry was out of left field. Why would a former AI be concerned with such things?
Not wanting to pry into her motives for this unusual question, he replied, "Well, your body is 100 percent natural. So it certainly is something that could happen. You understand how reproduction works, right?" Kira blushed; she was all too familiar with it due to her proximity to Sev and Serina's constant intimate moments.
"Yes, I know how it works," she quietly muttered.
"Hm, well. I'm not going to try and pry into your private life. It's your body; you can do whatever you please. But, if you do engage in such activities, and if you don't want to end up pregnant, I would advise you to exercise caution." Kira slowly nodded in response to his advice.
"Things such as condoms, contra-," Dr. Foresight tried to say, but Kira stopped him.
"I understand, doctor! You don't need to go any further!" she abashedly exclaimed. She felt embarrassed about asking her unusual question, but it was important for what had driven her to want a real body.
Smirking a bit, Dr. Foresight nodded. "If you prefer, we can undergo a quick procedure to eliminate any risk of pregnancies, especially if those other 'precautions' seem too daunting," he suggested. Kira's turquoise eyes widened at his proposition. For some reason, it felt like a taboo idea to tamper with something so intrinsic to a woman's body—the potential to bring life into the world. Moreover, she had a lingering sense that her womb belonged to her trusted owner, Sev.
"No!" she blurted out, her cheeks flushing slightly. "Ahem, no... That won't be necessary. I'll be careful," Kira assured, nervously clutching her arm. "Thank you for answering my question. And please, don't mention this to Sev." The scientist simply nodded in understanding, making a zipping gesture across his lips.
Upon his return from the ship, Sev approached Kira and Dr. Foresight. Handing a weathered book to the director, Sev spoke, "Here, it's the least I can do for everything you've done for us." Dr. Foresight eagerly accepted the book and immediately recognized Valkorian scriptures inscribed on its pages.
"Wow! This wasn't necessary, but I appreciate your kind gesture. I've been eager to learn more about your people!" he exclaimed with enthusiasm. Sev simply nodded. "Oh, I have something for you too," he added, placing the book down and revealing a medium-sized case. Sev looked curiously at its contents.



"These are Medstims. Make sure Kira takes two puffs once she starts feeling pain in her head and two more every three hours after that. Remember the dosage, and have her take it until you use them all up. This should boost neural transmission and alleviate any burning sensation she may feel in her head from the neural transition. Oh, and could you do me a favor and send me reports on Kira's condition? It's for scientific purposes of course. What we did here is truly groundbreaking." Sev nodded, acknowledging his instructions.
Outside the institute, Sev, Serina, and now Kira conveyed their thanks and said their final goodbyes to the director. Returning to the ship, Kira gazed at the familiar vessel in her newfound human form. It looked both familiar and alien to her. Her eyes widened as she took in the sight of Sev and Serina's bunk. A flutter of anticipation surged in her chest, sparking a curiosity about what it would be like to be there, especially with Sev.
Sev, on his way to the cockpit, affectionately patted Kira on the head, eliciting a happy hum from her. Meanwhile, Serina observed the newly-human Kira. Delighted to see Kira's dream fulfilled, she couldn't help but wonder how their dynamic would shift with a third person now in the mix.
Then, a spark of jealousy ignited within Serina as she realized that, now that Kira was a woman as well, she might demand additional attention from Sev. Squinting at the gray-haired girl, who was innocently exploring her surroundings, Serina shook off the momentary distraction and approached Kira.
"So, Kira, how does it feel to be human?" she curiously inquired, bracing her hand on her hip.
"It feels great!" Kira happily exclaimed. "But everything seems so overwhelming right now. I still have so much to learn, like remembering to breathe, eat, and adapt to my new functions." Blushing with embarrassment, Kira added, "Oh, since we're both... you know... girls... Could you teach me what that's like?"
"Um, well, heh," Serina uneasily chuckled, uncertain of how to respond. "What do you already know?" Kira proceeded to share everything she knew about being a woman, which made for a somewhat awkward conversation. Serina did her best to explain the intricacies of being female, navigating the conversation with a mix of embarrassment and humor.
Serina shared some of her own experiences, providing practical advice and insights while trying to make the conversation as comfortable as possible. The two women engaged in a lighthearted exchange, exploring the nuances of femininity and forming a unique bond that extended beyond their shared connection with Sev.
Swiveling his head around, Sev spotted Serina and Kira sitting next to each other on the bunk, engaged in what appeared to be a pleasant conversation. A small grin formed under his helmet as he observed them getting along. Given the occasional tension in their relationship, he'd entertained some reservations about how things might unfold with Kira now in the mix. But, at least at the outset, things appeared to be going well.
Sev reacted with concern when Kira suddenly winced in pain, grabbing her temples. Serina, noticing the distress, tilted her head in concern. The burning sensation in Kira's brain seemed to escalate, prompting Sev to take quick action. Retrieving one of the Medstims, he approached Kira and raised the medication to her lips. Understanding his intent, she wrapped her soft lips around the nozzle.
"Take a deep breath," Sev instructed. Kira followed his guidance, holding onto his wrist and inhaling deeply. "Again," he prompted. Another deep breath, and gradually, the burning sensation in her brain subsided, and she returned to a more normal state.
Pulling the inhaler away, Kira sighed in relief. Her eyelids felt heavy as she attempted to sit up straight. "I feel weird, boss..." she said in a tired voice.
"You're sleepy, Kira," Sev declared. Turning to him, she nodded slowly. "I think it would be best if you rested. You've had a long day," he insisted.
"Okay..." Kira obediently replied.
As he helped Kira up, Serina couldn't help but squint up at the two of them interacting so closely with each other. "Um, Sev?" Serina called out. He turned his head to look at her. "Where is she going to sleep? We don't have an extra bunk lying around here." Sev stopped to ponder this valid question.
"Our bunk should be big enough for the three of us," he suggested. Kira and Serina blushed heavily at his proposition.
"Eh?! You want us to sleep together??" Serina exclaimed.
"If you think it will be too cramped, I don't have to sleep there, so you two can have more room. It's not like I sleep all that much anyway," Sev replied. Serina squinted and shot a glare at him from behind her visor. She didn't like the prospect of sleeping apart from her man.
"Um, that won't be necessary! You can sleep with us. I don't mind," Kira chimed in, fiddling with her thumbs in mild chagrin. "It's your ship, your rules." Serina's attention shifted to Kira, eyeing her suspiciously. She seemed a little too eager.
"No, no, it's fine. I'll give you two more space," Sev insisted.
"No, it's fine, boss. I certainly don't mind sleeping with you. It will be fine," Kira continued to prod. Serina's amber eyes burned with suspicion. As a woman, she understood Kira's intentions, her frustration with Sev's naivety only increasing.
"Well... okay," he agreed. Serina wanted to scream at him but held back, recognizing that he was just trying to be kind to his newly-human AI companion.
"Hey! I never agreed to any of this!" Serina exclaimed. Sev looked at her and shook his head, seemingly dismissing her opinion. "No, don't do that! Don't ignore me, Sev."
"I have some important matters to attend to, so you go ahead and sleep," Sev informed them, once again ignoring Serina's protests. Kira nodded, while Serina's eyes burned with frustration. "Serina, can you give her some sleeping clothes to wear?" Serina's eyes widened, feeling like she was being ordered around.
"What? Why would I do that?" she questioned.
"So she can sleep," he replied, chuckling. His tone turned serious as he added, "I'm not asking by the way." He shot her an intense stare through her matching gold visor. "And you should get some sleep, too. You get cranky when you're tired. That isn't a suggestion either."
Serina's mouth hung open in disbelief as she took in Sev's sudden authoritative tone. He typically allowed her to do as she pleased, but now he was being more domineering. Despite her desire to protest, she couldn't ignore the fact that, at the end of the day, she was his woman.
Suppressing a quiet snarl, Serina nodded in agreement and gently led Kira toward the sleeping area. "Come on, let's get you settled for the night," she muttered.
Rummaging through her drawer, Serina handed Kira a modest tank top and shorts, regretting the lack of more conservative options in her wardrobe. "Take your clothes off so you can put these on. I won't look," she instructed. Kira nodded and began to undress. Meanwhile, Serina efficiently removed her Hyperium armor.
As Serina placed her final piece of armor on the nearby rack, she turned to see Kira dressed in her sleepwear. Blushing slightly at the sight of the revealing attire, Serina noticed that Kira had neatly folded her discarded clothes, including her undergarments.
"Why did you take your underwear off?" Serina questioned pointedly.
"Oh, was I supposed to keep those on? You told me to undress," Kira replied innocently. "I can put them back on if you want." She started to adjust her tank top. Blushing even harder, Serina reached out and gently stopped her.
"No need for that!" she exclaimed. "Just remember to keep those on." Serina drew in a deep breath, taking a moment to collect herself.
Rubbing her chin in contemplation, Kira asked, "But it feels much more comfortable like this. Do I have to? I mean, you don't wear your underwear when you sleep." Serina sighed, grappling with the unexpected point Kira had raised. It was a difficult one to refute, but it left her feeling a bit uneasy about how observant Kira was.
"Ugh... well, you... don't have to wear all of your underwear," Serina stammered, finding it difficult to articulate. "But at least wear your panties for the sake of modesty." She shifted uncomfortably.
Kira nodded happily and began to pull her shorts down, prompting Serina to hurriedly stop her. "Wait, Kira! Not right now. Next time," Serina said, a mixture of surprise and awkwardness in her voice. The realization that Kira, as an AI in a human body, was still learning about social norms added an extra layer of complexity to their interactions.
Before peeling off her undersuit, Serina ordered Kira to look away. Despite Serina's directive, Kira couldn't help but steal a glance at Serina's appealing form as she slipped into a t-shirt and a revealing pair of shorts. "Come on, let me teach you how to freshen up," Serina commanded, taking Kira's hand and guiding her toward the washroom compartment of the ship.
As they freshened up, Sev diligently prepped the ship for launch. Frustration furrowed his brow as he manually managed all of the ship's systems, missing the efficiency Kira typically provided. A tinge of regret lingered within him but, with a resigned sigh, he continued to navigate the challenges at hand.
After directing the ship's climb into orbit, Sev set a course for Redshift-9. Now that he had become responsible for an additional person's well-being, he realized the necessity of acquiring additional gear and equipment. However, it was clear that Kira, with her innocence and lack of experience, wouldn't be ready for fieldwork, at least for the foreseeable future. It seemed best for her to stay on the ship and assist Sev in conducting operations remotely.
As the ship plunged into jump space, Sev stood and went over to his weapons locker. As he did, however, he caught a glimpse of Serina and Kira about to retire to bed. His eyes widened under his helmet at the sight of them in such revealing attire.
The two women stood closely together. Kira's gray hair was pulled back by a cute headband and his lover's moist short black hair was wrapped in a towel. Both women were tall: Serina, standing at 5'7", was just slightly taller than Kira's 5'6". Sev couldn't help but feel a bit stirred by the presence of two such attractive women. However, he quickly shook his head, feeling a tad embarrassed to be thinking about the physical appeal of his long-time AI companion. It felt foreign and peculiar.
But like any warm-blooded man, Sev couldn't resist letting his eyes linger over their feminine features—their perfect curves and long legs. "Stop with the eyeing, perv," Serina teased, flashing a mischievous smirk at her armored warrior standing there awkwardly. She could practically sense where his gaze was, despite the reflective visor of his helmet.
"I don't mind him looking," Kira chimed in innocently. Serina's grin vanished as she shot Kira a stern look. A twinge of jealousy flashed in her amber eyes as she realized that Sev might be checking out Kira as well. Unwilling to entertain the notion of her lover's attention straying, even if it was to a close companion, she promptly tugged Kira into the bunk and slid the curtain shut.
Sev stood there, his mind swirling as he contemplated Kira's presence. He had always considered her a very close companion. However, now that she had been embodied in an alluring human form, a mixture of emotions washed over him. Their chemistry had always been great, but he felt a strange attraction surging within him at being confronted with her real and tangible form. It felt both wrong and, at the same time, strangely natural. The longstanding line that had prevailed between their AI and human natures was blurring, their existing dynamic was shifting, and a complex interplay of emotions was emerging. Sev was left to grapple with this unexpected shift in their relationship.
A while later, having checked the final item off of his to-do list, Sev decided it was time to retire. Shedding his armor, he donned his sleep attire—a simple t-shirt and shorts. After freshening up, he made his way to the bunk and carefully slid the curtain aside. His eyes widened with amusement to see Kira passed out with her body draped over a peacefully sleeping Serina. It struck him as cute, the way Kira hugged Serina closely in her sleep like they were siblings.
Carefully sliding into bed, Sev closed the curtain behind him, his right arm brushing against Kira, who now found herself sandwiched between him and Serina. Admittedly, it was a bit cramped, but the coziness of the arrangement felt strangely comforting.
As he settled in, Kira suddenly rolled off of Serina and, seemingly subconsciously, hugged Sev. His heart raced as she draped her leg over his lap and pressed her supple chest against his muscular arm. That warm feeling of attraction again swelled within his chest as he watched the pretty gray-haired girl sleeping peacefully. The close quarters seemed to amplify the complex emotions stirring within him, filling the night both with comfort and a tinge of unexpected intimacy.
As Sev attempted to divert his thoughts from Kira, she began to purr and hum with contentment into his chest, making it increasingly challenging for him to concentrate on getting to sleep. Her physical closeness and the soothing sounds she was making stirred a mix of emotions within him, creating a subtle distraction from the intended tranquility of the moment. Eventually, Sev drifted asleep in the close company of his two attractive companions.
-
Slowly waking up from her slumber, Kira yawned, feeling a sense of unfamiliar sluggishness. Sleeping was a new experience for her; the closest comparison was when she entered hibernation in her AI form.
As she tried to move, Kira realized she was being held down by something strong. Attempting to free herself proved futile. Rubbing her turquoise eyes, she groaned, feeling a warm presence behind her and a big hand curled around her breast. Swiveling her gaze to look behind her, her eyes widened as she realized that it was Sev who hugged her from behind. His usually serious face seemed calm and peaceful in sleep.
Kira wanted to say something, but the warmth of Sev's presence urged her to remain silent. This was a moment she had secretly yearned for since she had begun fantasizing about being with him. She grinned and hummed happily, relishing the intimacy of the moment. However, the hand on her breast sparked unfamiliar sensations that were strangely stirring. Kira could sense herself heating up, and an itch formed deep inside her body, awakening sensations she had never before experienced.
As if on instinct, Kira found herself pushing her hips back against Sev's crotch. Involuntarily biting her lip, she mewled against his warmth. Uncertain about her actions, she didn't fully comprehend what she was doing, but one thing was undeniable: it felt good.
This continued for a bit until she let out a quiet squeal, feeling something hard against her rear cheeks. Her heart pounded as she realized what it had to be and a rush of exhilaration coursed through her body. Indulging in her little naughty moment, she rested her hand on Sev's and silently beckoned him to squeeze her breast, eliciting a small moan from her soft lips.
Kira continued to moan and grind against Sev, completely lost in the moment, oblivious to the potential of waking him up. However, her enjoyment was abruptly interrupted when she noticed Serina shifting her body to face her. Kira froze in fear as Serina's amber eyes half-opened upon the intimate scene of her lover closely hugging another woman.
Hoping against hope that Serina hadn't fully comprehended the situation, Kira attempted to articulate an explanation before breaking free of Sev's grasp. But it was too late. As Serina's amber eyes burned with rage and jealousy, Kira instinctively reached out and covered the raven-haired girl's mouth, preventing her from saying anything. The air filled with tension as the two women found themselves entangled in an unexpected and complicated situation.
"MPPHHMMPPHH!" Serina tried to say, but Kira kept her hand firmly over her mouth. Panic and terror gripped Kira as she feared what Serina might do in response to these unexpected events.
Serina reached for Kira's hand and jerked it away from her mouth. "HE-," she tried to say again, but Kira silenced her with her other hand. Swiftly, Kira rolled away from Sev and got on top of Serina.
The female bounty hunter groaned and thrashed, expressing her frustration as Kira nervously kept her mouth shut. "Shhh, let me explain!" the newly-human girl quietly exclaimed, attempting to reason with Serina. But Serina wasn't having it. "Please! Just stop being so, augh, difficult! You're going to wake Sev!" Kira continued to try to hold Serina still, the atmosphere fraught with tension and the fear of waking their shared companion.
Serina was furious, yet taken aback by Kira's surprising strength. She continued to try to break free from her grasp but, sensing Sev's potential irritation if he were to be awakened, she reluctantly eased her resistance. "Augh, there... Are you done?" Kira sighed. Serina just glared at her and shook her head.
Kira, in return, flashed her a leer. Despite her frustration, she knew she owed Serina an explanation for her actions, in light of the tight companionship among the three shipmates. "Just listen," Kira began. "I'm telling the truth when I say this. Sev was already hugging me in his sleep when I woke up." Serina's eyes burned with denial and frustration. "But I have to admit... I took some liberties..." Kira shamefully conceded. "But it's not my fault! I felt all weird and hot. And I don't know what to do! Is this how you feel when he touches you? Because it feels... good..." The admission hung in the air, an uneasy revelation that added another layer of complexity to the tangled emotions in the small space of the bunk.
Feeling something wet pressing against her palm, Kira squealed and pulled her hand away from Serina's mouth. "Ew!, Gross, Serina!" she quietly exclaimed.
"Gah, that's what you get!" Serina hissed, retracting her tongue. "You better not be lying, Kira!"
"I'm not, everything I said was the truth! Sev was hugging me from behind, grabbing my, um, boob. And I got all weird and hot and began doing things on my own!" Kira repeated herself in desperation. Serina froze in bewilderment, but she could sense that Kira was telling the truth, even though she didn't want to admit it.
"Wait... he was already holding your boob??" Serina questioned. Kira slowly nodded her head out of embarrassment. "Ugh, Sev, you perv," she quietly muttered, a mix of annoyance and bemusement in her voice.
Serina lay there silently, lost in deep thought. "Ar- are you still mad at me?" Kira nervously asked.
"What? Yes! Ugh, no! I mean, maybe? Gah, I don't know. I want to be mad, but at the same time, it's not entirely your fault... You are still new to having your body, and those feelings are, well, completely normal," Serina sighed. "And, as for Sev hugging you like that... he usually does that for me... So it's likely he didn't mean anything by it. He probably thought that you were me." The atmosphere in the small space began to shift from tension to a hesitant understanding, as the complex dynamics of their relationships began to reveal themselves.
Kira nodded with relief, sensing that Serina wasn't too mad at her. Still exercising caution, they continued to awkwardly stare at each other as Kira remained seated on Serina.
"Um, can you get off of me now?" Serina inquired.
"Are you going to do something to me?" Kira cautiously replied. Serina rolled her eyes.



"No, Kira. I'm not going to do something to you. But I will if you keep sitting on me like this." Kira shuddered at the threat and quickly rolled off of her, creating a bit more space between them in the confined space of the bunk. The tension remained, but the immediate crisis seemed to have passed, leaving the trio in a moment of uneasy calm.
As Kira lay between Sev and Serina, she contemplated the strange mix of emotions that were swirling within her. The undeniable warmth she felt for Sev clashed with her reluctance to step on Serina's toes. However, there seemed to be some unspoken understanding between them. Kira's mind whirled as she thought about how the dynamic of their relationship might unfold.
Yet, a reminder of Sev's duties to his family name also crossed her mind, hinting at a potential path to fulfill her desires. Her heart pounded with a mix of uncertainty and excitement at the prospect of becoming another one of Sev's wives. Having been with Sev for a significant duration, she was well-versed in the traditions and creeds of being a Valkorian. The intricate knowledge of his people's ways played in her favor, making the idea of joining his family circle feel both credible and enticing.
Adding to her already strong relationship with Sev, this desire now seemed to verge on the feasible. Not wanting to get ahead of herself, however, Kira felt uncertain about how to approach this proposition. She had just become a human less than twenty-four hours ago, after all. Deciding to bide her time and not get too hasty while she became more adjusted to her new life, Kira resolved to wend her way through her evolving feelings and relationships with patience and care.
-
A couple of weeks had gone by since Kira's transfer into her human body. In that time, she had absorbed a plethora of information about the basics of being a living person—learning to eat, bathe, and handle her other needs. Kira had grown increasingly comfortable in her own skin, but her world continued to unfold almost entirely within the confines of Sev's ship. Due to his protective nature, Sev insisted on her staying onboard for safety reasons. While she didn't argue with the one she still considered to be her owner, she occasionally grew weary of the same old cabin. Rarely allowed to venture out, her limited excursions were reserved for supply runs or meetings with Sev's arms artisan, Roxy. Even then, Sev kept her close to his side.
However, Kira found solace in performing her crucial duties whenever Sev and Serina embarked on their jobs outside. She contributed remotely from the ship, keeping herself busy and engaged. Adapting to a physical body presented its own ongoing set of challenges, making her usual tasks more demanding, but Kira considered these hurdles to be just a part of what made everything in her new life more fulfilling. The tangible nature of her existence added a new layer to her contributions and experiences.
In terms of her relationship with Sev and Serina, Kira had never felt closer to them than she did now. She found herself increasingly enamored of Sev. His caring nature and strong masculine traits were even more compelling to her than they had been when she was a virtual entity. Her attraction to his male characteristics, combined with her body's instinctual affinity for the opposite sex, only amplified her feelings.
Kira's bond with Serina had significantly strengthened, evolving into a sister-like connection as Serina helped guide her into the mysteries of womanhood. But the pixie-haired bounty hunter couldn't ignore her growing awareness of Kira's attraction to her lover. It was impossible to ignore. The natural attraction exerted by her newly embodied experience only added to Kira's already existing closeness with Sev. Serina tried her best to pay all of this as little attention as she could.
But looked at in a certain way, Serina found Kira's attraction to Sev flattering. Serina was proud of her man and empowered by her own relationship with him. Knowing that she and Kira in a sense both shared this desirable man, she occasionally indulged herself by teasing Kira, playfully kissing Sev on the lips when she knew Kira was watching, or engaging in other intimate gestures that Kira would be unable to overlook within the intimate dimensions of the ship.
Kira's physical presence added an intriguing dynamic to their group, but it came at a cost to Serina and Sev's intimacy. The constant closeness to their innocent companion robbed Serina of her private time with her lover. Discretion was a continual challenge; had Kira had a bed of her own, maybe Sev and Serina would have been able to carve out some moments here and there for themselves. But instead, they all slept in the same bunk. Adding to Serina's frustration, Kira persistently slept in the middle, physically distancing Serina from Sev. The lack of privacy and the constant close quarters tested the boundaries of their relationships in new and unexpected ways.
Kira and Serina sat across from each other at the ship's small dining table, indulging themselves in some fresh Komoy fruit they'd picked up from a local market. After too many shipboard days of consuming processed MREs, this small luxury was something they both relished. The vibrant colors and juicy flavors of the fruit added a welcome burst of freshness to their otherwise routine meals.
Sev was out handling some job that he insisted on performing alone, leaving the two women to their own devices. Serina scrolled through her datapad, nibbling on a cut piece of fruit, while Kira just sat there, awkwardly wondering if today was the day she would admit her desire to become Sev's second wife. The longing had been nagging at her remorselessly, getting worse the more time passed by, and only intensified by their constant proximity to him. After much contemplation, Kira felt that it was finally time to share her feelings.
Kira believed it was best to inform Serina, Sev's first wife, of her desire up front, aiming for transparency to avoid blindsiding her and potentially jeopardizing their strong relationship. Despite feeling anxious, Kira sensed that Serina had developed a soft spot for her and that their shared interest in Sev was a significant factor in their bond. The need to thread delicately through this welter of emotions and desires weighed on Kira as she prepared to broach the topic with Serina.
"Hey, Serina? Can I talk to you for a moment?" Kira asked, nervously fiddling her thumbs. Tilting her head, Serina looked up from her datapad, offering a welcoming smile.
"What's on your mind, Kira?" The warm expression helped Kira to relax a bit.
"Um, I know this might stir up some feelings, but I've been thinking about it for a while," Kira began. Serina arched her brow, taking a deliberate bite from her fruit, curious about where her close companion was headed. "We've been really close lately, haven't we?" Serina nodded slowly. "So, I hope what I'm about to ask doesn't upset you too much."
"Why would I be mad? Kira, what are you up to?" Serina replied, her tone tinged with suspicion. Kira's face flushed with embarrassment. What she was about to ask was a huge step in the dynamic of their relationship. But taking a deep breath, she composed herself.
"I- I was wondering if it was okay for me to..." Kira began but couldn't finish. Serina nodded, encouraging her to continue. Taking another deep breath, Kira hesitantly said, "Is it okay for me to ask Sev if I could be his second wife?"
On hearing those words, Serina nearly dropped the piece of fruit she was nibbling. A flurry of emotions crashed within her. She couldn't quite articulate her feelings. This was an unprecedented situation for her. Recalling her discussions with Sev about the possibility of taking on other women ignited a surge of jealousy in her chest. While she understood his responsibility to ensure the future of his family, she remained convinced that he needed no one but her. But now that Kira had taken on human form, Serina felt a growing awareness that she might eventually have to share Sev with another woman.
Serina considered the inevitability of the situation given the closeness between Kira and Sev. Her amber eyes locked with Kira's turquoise ones. Initially tempted to give Kira a wicked glare, Serina sighed heavily as she observed the sincerity in Kira's expression.
"Uh, Serina? You probably don't want that, do you?" Kira cautiously asked, disappointment evident in her voice. "I just thought that I'd let you know first since you are his first wife." Serina was flattered by her thoughtful gesture, which helped ease her tension. She remained silent, as she struggled to formulate how to explain her feelings to Kira.
"I- sorry, Serina... I understand if you don't want to share Sev..." Kira sadly spoke, interpreting Serina's silence as a rejection of her proposition. Serina, conflicted and overwhelmed with emotions, didn't want to share Sev with any other woman. Yet, the trust that was building between Kira and her suggested they could coexist. Chemistry-wise, they seemed compatible, but the prospect of Kira becoming a second lover to Sev stirred jealousy within Serina at the same time that it oddly aroused her.
As Kira slowly stood up, Serina shook her head back into focus and halted her. "Wait! Kira, wait..." she urgently called out. Stopping, Kira sat back down, anxious yet hopeful to hear whatever Serina had to say. Sighing, Serina continued, "Tell me the truth about your intentions. Do you genuinely care about Sev?" Kira quickly nodded in agreement.
"Of course, I care about Sev. We've been together for my entire existence. He's quite literally everything to me," the gray-haired girl replied.
Serina nodded but added, "Yes, I understand that... But why? Why now? You didn't seem interested in becoming human until I came around. Is that a coincidence, or am I just acting a little crazy?" Kira blushed. Serina's words struck a chord of truth; her recent ambitions had undeniably been inspired by Serina and Sev's intimate interactions.
Concluding that revealing the truth behind her intentions would help ease Serina's concerns, Kira took a deep breath and said, "No, you're not crazy... What you say is true. The truth is... the truth is that all of this, me becoming human, was because of you." Serina's eyes widened. "Of course, I cared about Sev, but seeing you with him made me feel things. I was jealous that you were taking his attention away from me, and how much better you could fulfill him than I could. I was happy that you were able to do that for him, I truly was. But as long as I was stuck being virtual, I knew I would never be able to fulfill Sev like you do... So I thought that if I could become just as human as you, Sev would pay more attention to me again, and I could make him happy, too, just like you do."
Serina felt flattered and a bit guilty at Kira's confession. She had certainly been aware that Kira was jealous of the attention she was diverting from Sev, but not to this extent. Nevertheless, she congratulated herself for correctly having sensed that Kira's intense interest in becoming human was about more than just realizing her full potential. However, she did appreciate Kira's honesty.
"I- uh, thank you, Kira, for being honest with me. I know Sev means a lot to you," Serina replied, with as warm a tone as she could manage. Kira offered a small smirk in return. However, seeing that she was hiding more behind her nervous eyes, Serina couldn't help but feel suspicious. "There's more, isn't there, Kira?" she added. Kira's eyes lit up with embarrassment, and she averted her gaze. "Kira, if you want to pitch your proposition to me, you need to tell me everything."
Abashedly shaking her head, Kira slapped her cheeks. "Augh, it's too embarrassing!" she exclaimed.
"Come on, Kira. You can tell me," Serina assured the former AI. Kira looked up at her and gave a slow nod.
Taking a deep breath, Kira finally revealed the deeper truth behind her intentions. "Ever since you've been around... I've been observing you and Sev, uh, having sex..." Her admission caused Serina to blush in embarrassment. "The way he makes you sound made me curious about the nature of intimacy with another person. I started to imagine what it would be like if I were to be in your shoes. To be touched and loved by Sev..."
"Kira! You perv! You were watching this whole time?!" Serina exclaimed.
"I'm sorry! I couldn't help it! I don't know why!" Kira tried to explain herself. Her face was red hot, and she was so embarrassed for Serina and herself. "I- I just can't explain why! Perhaps it has something to do with my unique AI matrix that the doctor told us about. Ugh, I don't know!" Not being able to handle these strong feelings, she stood up and dashed toward the bunk, shutting the curtain behind her.
Serina was left baffled by everything that had just happened. She wanted to feel revolted. But feeling like their big conversation had been cut short, and that it was unfair to reach any judgments without the full story, she put those thoughts aside and checked on Kira. Slowly opening the curtain, she spotted Kira sitting in the corner hugging a pillow, Sev's pillow. She clearly looked distressed and very anxious. Serina's eyes widened, as she saw that Kira was crying as well.
Serina's initial shock gave way to a mix of empathy and concern. Crawling gently into the bunk, she settled herself next to Kira. "Kira, I'm not mad that you were watching us... I'm just a little embarrassed, that's all," Serina explained, her tone softening. "But it's okay. We're all exploring unknown territory here."
Kira looked up, her tear-stained eyes meeting Serina's gaze. "I didn't mean to invade your privacy. I just wanted to understand. I'm sorry."
Sighing, Serina placed a comforting hand on Kira's shoulder. "Look, I appreciate your honesty. We're a team, and if you have questions or concerns, I will try my best to help you answer them. You must be feeling strange about all of this. But I'm here for you, always."
Nodding, Kira wiped away her tears. "I didn't mean to complicate things. I just... I wanted to be closer to Sev, and becoming human was the very best way I could think of."
Serina gave a small smile. "Being human doesn't automatically solve everything, Kira. But let's figure this out together. Is what you feel for Sev truly genuine?" Kira gave an assuring nod.
"Yes, my feelings towards him are genuine. When he touches me, talks to me, and protects me, I feel all warm and happy inside. He's just so amazing and, um, attractive... I want to be closer to him. No, I need to be... But the last thing I want to do is to step on your toes. I know how much you mean to him."
"Hm, he is amazing, and he is very attractive," Serina chuckled in agreement. Perhaps she could reconcile herself to Sev taking on another lover. If she was inevitably going to have to do it at some point, maybe this was the best-case scenario for her. The woman in question was a close companion of hers, and she was already significantly intertwined in her and Sev's relationship. Sighing, she gave a confirming nod to herself before continuing, "If you truly feel that way about Sev, I suppose it might not be too bad ...sharing him with you. It would be selfish of me to keep a man like him all to myself."
Kira's eyes widened in surprise, her earlier anxiety slowly giving way to an immense sense of relief. "Really??" she asked, a mix of disbelief and gratitude in her voice.
Serina nodded, her smile widening. "Really. I know how attached to him you are. And I can't deny that you're important to both of us. Let's work all this out together, alright?"
Kira's face lit up with a bright smile. "Thank you, Serina! I promise I'll do my best not to make things awkward," she happily exclaimed, lunging at her and pulling Serina into a warm embrace.
Serina chuckled and returned the hug. "Awkward is our new normal, Kira. But we'll figure it out somehow. Now, all we have to do is to come up with a way to tell Sev about this." Kira just hummed happily as she rubbed her cheek with hers.
As they settled in the bunk, they delved into the details of how Kira planned to broach the topic with Sev. The conversation naturally progressed to Kira's transition into a formal Valkorian, a process she was already familiar with. However, the discussion soon shifted to the more delicate subject of intimacy with another person.
It was a bit awkward at first since Serina wasn't used to openly talking about the more private aspects of her life with another person. However, the comfort and trust between them allowed Serina to ease into the conversation.
Kira, though embarrassed, wasn't entirely naive about the mechanics of physical intimacy. Her observations of Serina and Sev engaging in such activities had already provided her with a basic understanding. Her curiosity had more to do with the emotional aspect, and with the actual sensations that accompanied the physical acts.
"I know it's supposed to feel good... But how good does it feel?" Kira inquired, her cheeks reddening. Serina mirrored the blush.
"I uh... It feels good... Like really good... It's like a void in your body being filled. Agh, it's a bit hard to describe until you actually experience it," Serina admitted, her hand absentmindedly rubbing the back of her neck. Trying to describe the pleasures Sev could stir within her caused her to flush warmly. Kira nodded slowly as she sat cross-legged in front of Serina. "But Sev is a very good lover; he will make you feel so good, I can assure you of that."
Kira felt a strange, tingly sensation at Serina's assurance. "I believe you. I mean, based on how you sound when you do it, it must feel amazing," she unwittingly commented. Locking eyes with Serina, Kira noticed her face displaying a mix of embarrassment and mild irritation at Kira's curiosity.
"Ugh, Kira!" Serina hissed, her tone carrying a hint of playful annoyance. Kira quickly bowed her head in apology. Rolling her eyes, Serina let out a quiet chuckle.
Joining in with a chuckle, Kira cautiously added, "So, I'm aware that the size of male appendages can vary. Is... Sev... you know?" Serina's eyes widened, understanding her question.
Using her fingers, Serina indicated a measurement of Sev's endowment. Kira's eyes widened as she observed the length. "Yeah, it's a good eight inches..." Serina quietly muttered, her face flushing at the thought of how well her lover measured up.
Mimicking the measurement with her own fingers, Kira pondered how that might feel. "Wow, that's big... I'm a bit scared he might, you know, be too much for me to handle."
Serina couldn't help but chuckle at Kira's concerns. "Hm, I suppose it might hurt a little at first since you're, well, a pure maiden. But it will feel better soon after, trust me," she assured her gray-haired companion.
As they continued to discuss their shared love interest, Serina gradually became more comfortable with the conversation. It was fulfilling to connect with another woman since she spent most of her time with Sev. They giggled like schoolgirls talking about naughty things. She hadn't had this much fun in quite a while.
Kira and Serina were feeling excited and anxious after their long, heartfelt conversation. The inherent naughtiness of their discussions had stirred up intense emotions, leaving them both hot and riled up for Sev. As for Kira's proposition to become his second wife, they crafted a rather simple plan. Serina suggested that the best course of action was to be upfront about it. Given their existing relationship, she was confident that Sev would gladly accept Kira. Serina felt a sense of responsibility for Kira's potential introduction into their dynamic. Her initial jealousy had transformed into hope and excitement, as she looked forward to having a fellow sister wife.             



-
Entering the ship after a long day, Sev wearily made his way toward his weapons locker, ready to unburden himself of the weight of his armor. Not spotting Kira or Serina in the cabin, he assumed they were either sleeping or in the washroom. As he went through the routine process of removing his armor, he felt a pair of gentle hands assisting him. Turning his helmeted head, he smirked when he saw that it was his pretty gray-haired companion who was so skillfully aiding him.
"Welcome back, boss," she greeted, offering him a warm smile. "How did your job go?"
"Mostly I'm just glad to be back," Sev replied. "The job went well enough, though. Thanks for asking."
Kira happily hummed and nodded. "So, don't mind me asking, but why didn't you need Serina and me to help with this job?" she curiously inquired as she carefully removed Sev's ammunition pouches.
"Right, sorry for not telling you two earlier. An old friend called in a favor on short notice. I thought it was best not to involve the two of you," Sev explained, unholstering his weapons and placing them on the rack. Kira nodded in understanding as she unclipped some equipment from his body.
"Hmm, how thoughtful of you," Kira giggled warmly as she carefully ran her hands across his armor. "Let me help you get the rest of your armor off; I suspect you could use a rest." Sev nodded, allowing Kira to adroitly remove the remainder of his armor. She efficiently unburdened him and placed the armor pieces on the rack behind her.
After she had put the last piece of armor away, all that was left to remove was Sev's helmet. Standing on her tiptoes, Kira reached up and attempted to pull it off. As she lifted his helmet, revealing his handsome face, the first human face she had ever seen, her gaze locked onto his dark orbs. Bright turquoise eyes widened at the sight of his countenance, and she blushed as her chest swelled with affection. Sev noticed her reaction and couldn't help but smirk.
"You okay, Kira?" he asked, petting her head.
"Yes! Ahem, yes... I'm okay..." she abashedly replied. Sev hummed in response and nodded.
"Where's Serina?" he added, as he started to remove his undersuit. On cue, Kira moved to assist him.
"Oh, she went off to do some... errands. She said she'd be back in an hour or two," Kira replied, thankful that Serina was allowing her some space with Sev.
As she helped peel his undersuit down, her eyes locked onto his well-defined musculature, and her face turned red. Unknowingly, she began to trace her slender fingers across the firm curves of his muscles, transfixed by how solid they felt.
"Do you like how they feel?" Sev teased. Kira gasped and quickly pulled her hand away.
"Sorry! I just-," she tried to say.
"You're fine, Kira. I don't mind," he reassured her. Kira blushed heavily and averted her eyes to the floor.
Kira felt an awkward tension, uncertain of how to express her desires. Recognizing that Sev needed some time to wind down after his day, she hesitated before finally finding the courage to speak. "I'm gonna go wash up, Kira," he informed.
Nodding nervously, she replied, "Okay, I'm heading to bed. Would you like to join me afterward?" Sev paused, sensing an underlying intention in her question. With a mix of curiosity and acknowledgment, he nodded in agreement.
Kira's heart raced with anticipation as she quickly made her way to the bunk, preparing for Sev's arrival.
After drying himself off, Sev donned his sleep attire and approached the bunk. Sliding the curtain aside, he found Kira lying on her back, playfully kicking her long, exposed legs. Sev couldn't help but admire how attractive she looked in her shorts and tank top.
Meeting his gaze with innocent eyes, Kira's face lit up upon seeing her dependable owner. "Hey, boss," she greeted cheerfully, patting the open spot in bed, and inviting him to join her. Sev accepted the offer, climbing into bed and closing the curtain behind him.
As he settled in, Kira nestled against him, displaying a level of affection that caught Sev off guard. Her purring and contented face pressed against his chest created a warmth that went beyond the usual friendly companionship. Although conflicted with thoughts of Serina, Sev found himself surprisingly comfortable with the situation.
As they lay there, Sev was unsure whether he should hold Kira or not. He was like a stiff board. But feeling Kira nestle herself deeper into his body and drape her leg over his lap, his heart pounded. He felt this strange need grow inside of him. He hadn't been intimate in some time since Kira had become human.
As if on instinct, he reached beneath Kira's lower hip and gripped her there. She gasped at the feel of his strong hand touching such a personal part of herself. Tilting her head up, she locked eyes with Sev. She could see the affection in his eyes, calmly glowing. Sensing that now was finally the right time to make her move, she swiftly straddled Sev's lap, causing his eyes to widen in surprise.
The weight of her upon his crotch caused his mast to stiffen. "Woah, Kira. What are you doing?" he urgently inquired. Kira's face held a nervous, yet determined look. He tried to sit up and gently push her off of him, but she placed her hands on his chest and pushed him back down with surprising strength.
Sev was left speechless and Kira locked eyes with him. "Boss, I want to ask you something. Something important." He arched his brow in curiosity.
"Go ahead. I'm always happy to give you whatever you need," he replied. Kira offered a warm smile.
"Hmm, thank you," she hummed. But taking a deep breath, she composed herself before continuing. "I've been doing a lot of thinking lately. After knowing you for so long, and actually being able to spend time with you in person, I've become quite fond of you. Well, I was already fond of you back when I was a mere AI, but now, well. I- I feel like there is something more." Her words struck deep within Sev. He felt her sincerity and the warm feeling in his chest swelled further. His sense of intrigue was piqued further, as he wondered where she was going with this.
"This might be a bit challenging to admit, but the reason I wanted to become human is that I was jealous of you and Serina... I saw how happy she made you, and I became afraid that I wasn't enough for you anymore," Kira confessed, her eyes welling up with tears as she bared her emotions. "So I thought that, if I became real, I could make you happy as well. I'm sorry, boss... I lied to you. My intentions were purely for my own sake. I was being selfish. Now you are burdened with another person to take care of and, with your line of work, I know that is less than ideal. I hope you understand..."
Kira felt a tightness in her chest, and her throat felt dry as if she were on the verge of tears. However, Sev cupped her cheek in a warm hand as he offered a reassuring smile, and a sense of relief washed over her.
"Hm, I never knew that you felt like that, Kira. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to make you feel that way," Sev responded in a somber tone. "You have always made me happy. You've been my closest companion ever since I found you. I can't count how many times you were there for me... I have no idea where I would be right now if not for you. You were always enough for me, just as you were." Kira shed some tears as she heard these words.
"Thanks, boss... Hearing that means a lot to me," Kira replied, her voice stricken with deep emotion as she placed a hand over his. Sev slowly nodded and gifted her with another nonjudgmental smile.
"So, where are you going with this?" he cautiously prodded.
Kira nodded and continued, "I care for you, Sev. Like, a lot. When I'm with you, I feel so happy and warm. When you protect me, I feel grateful. There are so many more feelings I can't describe, but there's one thing I do know. I just want to be with you all the time." Sev's eyes widened at her confession, his mind processing her words. "Not just as friends. I want to be more than that. I— I—," she struggled to get the words out. "I want to be your second wife!" Kira blushed, covering her pretty face with her delicate hands. Her face was on fire from the sheer embarrassment.
Sev's surprise shifted to a mixture of emotions. He reached out, gently pulling Kira's hands away from her face, and looking into her turquoise eyes. There was a moment of silence as he absorbed the sincerity in her gaze. He was finally able to identify the warm feeling in his chest; it was his affection for Kira.
"Kira," he began, his voice calm, "I appreciate your honesty. It means a lot that you trust me with your feelings. But relationships, especially this kind, involve everyone's feelings. Serina's included."
Kira nodded, understanding the complexity of the situation. "I know, boss. I didn't mean to complicate things. I just needed you to know how I felt."
Sev felt his throat go dry. He was caught off guard by Kira's admission, and a rush of conflicting emotions surged within him. As deeply as he cared for her as his closest companion, he grappled with the implications of her desire to be more than friends. She wasn't just an AI; she was a person with her own thoughts and emotions, now embodied in human form. Yet, questions lingered about the complexities of their relationship.
As he pondered all this, a thought he had pushed aside for a long time resurfaced: what if Kira had always been human? Would their dynamic be different? The weight of this revelation added another layer of complexity to the already intricate relationships they had with each other and with Serina. But given her request to be his second wife, he could certainly make things work.
"Boss, do- do you feel the same for me?" Kira nervously asked as she scratched the back of one of her ears.
Sev shook himself out of the depths to which his thinking had taken him. Before he could think, he immediately replied, "I- I do, Kira. I feel the same. But there's just so much to talk about if you want to become my second wife. The Valkorians, the creed, my clan..."
Sev sighed, a thoughtful expression on his face. "Let's give it some time, okay? Plus, I need to talk to Serina about this and see how she feels. We'll figure it out together."
Kira, bubbling with enthusiasm, couldn't contain the news. "About Serina," she began, capturing Sev's attention. He tilted his head, intrigued. "I've already discussed this with her today while you were away. Surprisingly, she's on board with the idea of me becoming a sister wife." Fidgeting with her thumbs, she confessed, "That's why she's out running errands - so we can have some alone time together."
Sev was left in a state of pleasant shock. This latest revelation defied his expectations, and he was relieved that both women seemed open to this new dynamic in their relationship. The sense of unity among them somehow melded both surprise and contentment.
"Wow, well, that certainly makes things easier," Sev sighed in relief. "I'll need to make it up to her later..." he quietly mumbled.
"As for the Valkorian traditions, I am well aware of what they entail. I've spent enough time with you to understand them," Kira added with assurance. "So, I'll do what's necessary to become another one of your wives,"
Sev smirked at her determination. Fortunately, being the formal head of his clan granted him the authority to make decisions regarding its members without the need for Kira to undergo any rigorous trials or tests. In this case, he had the discretion to accept women into the clan as he saw fit.
"Em, so..." Kira anxiously began. "I can be one of your wives?" she reiterated, blushing and smiling awkwardly. Sev chuckled at her persistence. Realizing there was no need to delay the inevitable, he gave an affirming nod.
"Yes, Kira. I'll happily take you on as one of my wives. Your loyal and caring companionship has made you more than deserving," he answered. Kira's eyes lit up with excitement, and she could barely contain her happiness.
"EEK! Yes, yes, yes! Thank you! I will make sure I'm a good wife. I promise!" Kira exclaimed, joyfully bouncing up and down on Sev's lap, causing him to groan with growing arousal.
Feeling his arousal intensify, Sev grasped her hips to stop her bouncing. Kira gasped and seized up at the sensation of his strong hands. They locked eyes again, the air in the cozy bunk thickening with anticipation.
Looking down at Sev, Kira could feel her breathing getting slow and heavy. Next, she felt something hard growing under her and prodding up into her crotch. Her stomach fluttered and an itch formed deep inside her core as she realized what that had to be. Her mind with the knowledge that this was her first time being so intimate with someone else.
"B- boss? Should we?" Kira cautiously asked whether they should act on their desire. Blinking a few times, Sev contemplated how he should respond. But he found that he lacked any real choice. He hadn't had sex in over two weeks and on the most basic, physical level, he was unable to say no to his alluring new lover.
"I- yes," he quietly responded. "But only if you want to. I know this is something you've done before..." Kira rubbed her chin in agreement. This would indeed be the first time she had ever engaged in such activities. While she had observed Sev and Serina indulging in these activities and had now conversed extensively with her new sister wife about such things, applying this knowledge was going to be an entirely different story.
As nervous as she was, this was the very crux of interpersonal relationships. She wanted to consummate their relationship right then and there. "I want this, boss," Kira stated with determination. "But, I'm new to all of this, so you will have to teach me..." she quietly muttered.
Sev was drawn to Kira's serenity and innocence. Her status as a pure maiden stirred something within him, inciting a strong desire to claim what was rightfully his. He felt a keen duty to introduce his lovely gray-haired second wife to the true meaning of pleasure.
"Hm, gladly," Sev declared. Wasting no time, he rose up to meet his lover and placed his hands on either side of her head. Kira gasped, her heart racing with anticipation. As his face approached her own, she knew what was coming next. Doing what she had observed Serina and Sev perform many times before, Kira gently closed her eyes and puckered her soft lips.
Her stomach fluttered as his warm lips finally made contact with hers. It was her first kiss with the person she cared about the most in the entire galaxy. Warm, fulfilled, and happy, she wrapped her arms around his neck as he enveloped his lips with hers. While Kira at first lacked any clue about how to kiss, she quickly caught on to the rhythm of Sev's kissing style.
Following his lead, she pressed and wrapped her soft lips, reflecting back to him whatever his lips did to her. She soon felt his tongue probing between her lips and, as she parted them acceptingly, venturing into her mouth. Her bright eyes widened as she felt his tongue exploring her own. Engrossed in their passionate make-out session, they sloppily swapped saliva.
Kira was in total ecstasy. If this was the peak of human affection, she would willingly engage in it forever. But she sensed that this was just the beginning. Subconsciously, Kira found herself grinding her crotch against Sev's. She wouldn't have been able to explain why she was doing it, but an itch deep inside her core needed to be scratched. Apparently, human bodies had their own urges that needed little in the way of outside instruction.
She could feel her crotch growing wet, her panties moistening. Kira's stomach fluttered, her perception of Sev's stiffening cock only adding to her feelings. His hardness poking at her womanly parts was hopelessly arousing. Kira loved how hot and riled up her body was getting.
Sev dominated Kira's tongue with his. His serene gray-haired lover had surrendered herself to him. Pulling back from their kiss just a bit, Sev gazed deeply into Kira's eyes. "How are you liking your first kiss, my love?" her stoic lover inquired. Kira was flustered by his endearment.
"I- it was wonderful, m- my love..." she awkwardly returned his phrase, freighted with meanings she was just beginning to discover. "I'm feeling all warm and fuzzy inside right now. C- can we keep going?" Her voice was strained with anticipation.
"Of course, but first, I think we ought to free ourselves from these pesky clothes. What do you think?" Sev suggestively replied. Kira took a deep breath and composed herself. This was just one more step to what she so ardently desired.
As she moved to strip off her tank top, Sev stopped her. "You just sit back and let me take it from here," he said in a low commanding voice. Kira gulped but slowly nodded. Each time she felt she had reached a peak of arousal, Sev seemed to kick things up another notch!
Grabbing the hem of her shirt, he quickly pulled it over her head and off, revealing her supple C-cup breasts. Kira's pale cheeks were flushed, but she made no attempt to conceal herself from her Valkorian lover. She had nothing to hide, her body was his, and his alone. Her cute pink nipples stood erect, drawing Sev's attention.
"Erh, do you like what you see?" Kira nervously asked, holding a slight smile. Sev just returned an affirming smirk.
As he carefully laid her down on her back, Kira made a cute little 'umph' sound. Grasping her long legs, Sev parted them around his muscled torso. Letting out a mischievous giggle, she beckoned him to continue. He grabbed her skimpy shorts, pulled them up her legs along with her panties, and then threw them aside, unveiling Kira's full nudity.
Embarrassment now mixed with her anticipation, as Kira found herself in a new realm of vulnerability, having never been naked before anyone else in her brief human lifetime. That it was Sev who was displaying her like this, however, left her feeling strangely content. Sev's dark eyes devoured the sight of his serene pure maiden, appreciating her delicate ivory skin, the subtle curves of her form, and her captivating facial features. The cybernetic enhancements grafted across her body added an exotic touch to her appearance.
His gaze eventually found its way down to her smooth bare pussy; having chosen the properties of her body, she had decided against the growth of any form of bodily hair. Her slit was moist and leaking onto the bed below.
"Stop staring..." Kira abashedly exclaimed. "Hurry up and lose the clothes, mister."
"Mister?" Sev chuckled. "That's a new one."
"Heh, I learned that one from Serina," Kira playfully retorted. "Now quit babbling and get naked for me already. You can't keep a girl like this. It's embarrassing..." she whined. Sev rolled his eyes and proceeded to undress himself, feeling a mix of amusement and arousal in the charged atmosphere.
Tossing his underwear to the side, Kira's eyes immediately locked onto his well-endowed cock. "Oh my..." she muttered in bewilderment. Seeing it in the flesh was certainly an experience. Sev hovered over her and placed it on her lower stomach. A shiver went up her spine feeling how hot his cock was against her skin. She could feel him throbbing heavily for her. Her pussy ached for him; she reveled in the idea that he could just draw his hips back and insert himself deep inside of her.
Reaching down, Sev took Kira's right wrist and guided her hand onto his thick shaft. Grasping him like the hilt of a sword, her stomach fluttered at finally being able to touch a man's penis. "This is all yours, my lovely Kira," Sev cooed. He could feel his arousal skyrocketing as he felt the touch of a woman after so long.
"You're going to rip me apart, boss..." she anxiously spoke. "I don't know if I can take all of this inside of me..." Giving her a sympathetic smile, he spread her legs apart and leaned down to give her an affectionate kiss on the lips. She felt comforted by his warm lips on hers, and slowly her mind started to relax.



"It's okay, I'll be careful," Sev assured her, as he pulled his lips away from hers. "But first, let me warm you up." Kira tilted her head in curiosity as she wondered what he meant by that.
Then suddenly, two fingers prodded at her soaking slit, causing Kira to gasp. She covered her mouth with a hand, her face flushing as she turned her attention down to her crotch. She saw Sev carefully touching and playing with her moist lips with small, careful circular motions. A jolt of pleasure shot through her body. This was a first for her since she had never actually found the private time to try to please herself in this sensual manner.
Kira squirmed and writhed under Sev as he skillfully rubbed her vulva and clit, taking his time to get her just right. He was forceful yet careful. Kira's body felt red hot, and her breathing became slow and heavy. "Ah... yes... that feels good... I never knew..." she mewled, cupping Sev's face with her delicate hands, utterly appreciative of what he was doing for her, entranced by all the small pleasures that shot tremblingly through her as he massaged her. "Oh my, boss... You are so good with your fingers!" she exclaimed in a needy voice.
Sev smirked with pride. "You could say that I know a thing or two about tending to a woman," he playfully retorted. Kira let out a small giggle and nodded. The feeling of his fingers pressing against her slit unleashed a loud moan from Kira's lips.
"AH!" she squealed. Sev quickly stopped his prodding to check on her. "No, keep going! But be careful! This feels so good! But... you know..." Obeying her pleas, Sev continued to delve his fingers past her moist lips. Inch by inch, Kira could feel them entering further and further inside her soaking wet pussy. Sev's digits were now fully enveloped by her moist walls. She felt so tight, he could only imagine what it would be like to claim the virginity of his close companion.
Bottoming out inside of her, Sev gazed at Kira's pretty face. It was contorted in a mix of pain and anticipation, but was underlain with a desire for him to continue. Her need was so obvious that it was almost uncomfortable to look upon, but it was just as obvious that Kira wanted more. Her eyes were drunk with lust and her mouth was agape with her tongue hanging sexily out, occasionally flicking up to moisten her lips and teeth in the excitement of what was happening to her. She couldn't handle the sheer amount of pleasure that was overloading her brain. A more experienced woman would have known that they had barely begun, but this was her first time to experience pleasure in its most carnal form. The want and her lust helped the discomfort to fade a bit, creating an odd mix compounded of slightly uncomfortable pain overridden by almost unbearable arousal.
"Oh my gosh, boss. I'm losing my mind! I'm losing my mind!" Kira said as she grunted and moaned in rhythm with his fingers plunging and twisting in and out of her insides.
"Hm, just wait until I do this..." Sev teasingly spoke before carefully dragging his fingers back, curling them up toward her most sensitive spot. Kira's eyes widened as he slid his fingers back, retracting them ever so slightly. Before she knew it, her entire body quivered violently at the same time as her sweet female juices gushed forth from her pussy and frothed out onto Sev's hand. It turned out that Kira was incredibly sensitive.
Sev's eyes widened in surprise and amusement. Kira let out a silent scream as powerful bolts of pleasure shocked her body. Her orgasm prevented her from drawing breath, even as her brain was utterly melting. Only after her climax had subsided, was she finally able to take a breath. She gasped desperately for air, shaking her head rapidly as she strived to gather herself.
"You okay, Kira? I just barely started," Sev inquired, chuckling a bit. Tossing her head from side to side a few more times, Kira locked eyes with him and nodded.
"Yes, yes, I'm okay," she assured. "Hmm, wow... that was just my first orgasm..." she pondered in amazement. "I never thought that it would feel this good. No wonder people like to do this so much. I could really get used to this." Kira's voice was filled with an irrepressible excitement to explore her body in unimaginable ways. If the door they had just unlocked had led to so much pleasure, then what might lay hidden behind the next? Sev chuckled with amusement; he was happy to hear that she was enjoying herself.
"You ready for me to keep going?" Sev asked, his two fingers still more than halfway inside of Kira's pussy. Kira took a deep breath and gave an affirming nod. Smiling, Sev leaned down and locked lips with her. Soon his fingering resumed.
Sev began to skillfully slide his fingers in and out of Kira's needy pussy, warming her up for the main event. He was spending a lot of time on this form of preparation, but patience would reap the best rewards for them both. Kira devolved into a moaning mess as her Valkorian lover pleasured her. His digits moving within her were delivering a heavy dose of buzzing pleasure.
Over the next several minutes as Sev diligently fingered her pussy, Kira came several more times, begging him to keep going after each orgasm. She was addicted to this feeling and she never wanted it to stop. Sev was surprised at her stamina. If this were Serina, she would be totally passed out by now.
Unsheathing his fingers from Kira's throbbing pussy after stimulating her to yet another orgasm, he massaged himself and winced in discomfort. "Gah! Why did you stop??" Kira whined.
"My hand's starting to cramp, Kira," Sev groaned, stretching out his fingers. Kira pouted like a little girl. Sev playfully rolled his eyes. "Besides, don't you want to begin the real fun?" Kira's bright turquoise eyes widened. She had totally forgotten the whole sex part she had been so eager to engage in with Sev. His fingers had warmed her up so well, she was almost content just to keep enjoying those delightful things, wriggling away within her... but Sev was right. They had more doors yet to open, and more to still explore.
"Oh, right... Of course! It's just that..." Kira began, her voice lined with uncertainty. "You're just so big. I'm scared that it will hurt..." Sev contemplated her concerns.
"I'm going to be honest with you. It may... hurt. But only for a little bit. It will start to feel better as we keep going. And trust me, you will enjoy it, Serina certainly does." Kira chuckled, growing more comfortable with the situation. "But I'll make sure to go slow for you. I'll be careful, I promise," Sev assured her. Kira looked deeply into his dark orbs with her doe-like eyes. As nervous as she was, she wanted this more than ever. It was a big reason why she had become human in the first place.
"Okay, let's do this," Kira stated with confidence. "Come claim my maidenhood, boss." Nodding, Sev leaned down to Kira and kissed her tender kiss on the lips, taking his time to make sure she was fully relaxed and comfortable. As he straightened back up, his gaze devoured Kira's naked form. She was like an angel. Her alabaster skin looked so delicate, so serene. And she emanated an aura of innocence that raised warm feelings in his chest.
Carefully spreading her legs apart, Sev grabbed the base of his cock and positioned himself against Kira's dripping pussy. Giving her one last look, he saw that she was focused solely upon his cockhead as it hovered mere centimeters from her slit. Kira lightly bit down on her index finger, anxiously waiting for her lover to finally make love to her.
"Come on, boss. Put it in already, the anticipation is killing me," Kira whined. Regaining his focus, Sev gave her an affirming look and slowly inserted himself into his gray-haired lover. Kira's heart raced as Sev's cockhead slipped past her lips into the entrance of her slit, stretching her lips around his endowed member.
When Sev pulled away one more time, Kira let out an annoyed little sigh. "Just one more thing, Kira," Sev began. "There might be some blood." Kira's eyes widened.
"I am aware that my hymen will... rip. But how much blood are we talking about? I've never seen my own blood before," Kira replied uneasily.
"It won't be anything too crazy, but don't worry, I'lll help clean you up," Sev said, offering her a comforting smile.
Inch by inch, Sev delved deeper. Kira felt her walls expanding and contorting around to accommodate him. Her eyes watered, and she felt like her insides were on the verge of tearing apart, as if he was about to split her wide open. It hurt more the deeper he progressed. As he reached what she felt must be about halfway, Kira gasped: her hymen was at its limit. Sev had stretched her out a little with his fingers, but there was really nothing that could prepare her for this.
Sev inched forward just a bit more, and then a ripping pain shooting through her body. "AH! Slower! Boss, be careful, be careful!" Kira exclaimed, placing her hands on Sev's lower body, pushing back ever so slightly.
Sev quickly accommodated her needs and seized his insertion. Sev groaned at how tight she felt around him. Her body was brand new. She had zero wear and tear and had benefited from none of the stretching that a normal girl would have incurred over the years. Kira was extra tight. So Sev put forth an extra effort to minimize her pain.
As her pussy got more accustomed to Sev's cock, Kira nodded for him to continue. Sev proceeded to push himself deeper inside of her wet depths. Kira's eyes watered as she gripped the sheets tightly. Sev was stretching her brand new little pussy so much. She could feel her hymen tearing ever so slightly each time he delved a little deeper.
As painful as it was, Kira pushed onward, wanting Sev to take her virginity and make her his. Breathing fast and deep, she gritted. Then, with one last movement, Sev bottomed out inside of her. It felt like he had made one last lurch deep inside of her, in conjunction with a final ripping sensation.
"EEP!" Kira squealed in pain. It was now official. Kira was no longer a pure maiden. Sev had taken her virginity.
"You okay??" Sev urgently asked. Kira just shook her head rapidly, trying to endure the pain of her hymen ripping.
"Owe, owe, it hurts. But I can handle it, just give me a couple of moments to adjust," she replied as she winced. "Gah... you did it, boss... you claimed my maidenhood," she muttered with satisfaction. Kira was happy to share such an intimate moment with the one person she cared about the most.
"I'm glad it was me. I couldn't imagine it being anyone else," Sev replied warmly.
Kira returned an affectionate smile.
Feeling the pain subsiding, Kira took a deep breath and composed herself. "Okay... okay, I think I'm okay now," she began. "Go ahead, you can start to move now."
Sev nodded and began to slowly draw his hips back. Kira winced and her breaths were shallow. Sev's big tool was imparting a mix of feelings. So far, it had mostly brought pain, but now she was beginning to feel some faint hints that better feelings were surfacing through the stinging that still accompanied each of his movements.
Pulling himself back a little further, Sev carefully thrust forward again, drawing a gasp from Kira's lips. He stopped to check on her once again, but Kira urged him onward. The only way she was going to get past this threshold of discomfort was for her to endure until the good sensations took over. Sev's thrusts continued, but he was slow and careful, ameliorating his new lover's distress as much as possible.
Kira wasn't going to call this sex until she started to enjoy it more fully, but they were consummating their bond nonetheless. Sev groaned at the feel of Kira's tightness all around him. Her walls warped around his shaft with a vice grip. He could see a ring of blood forming around the base of his shaft as it appeared and disappeared. Blood was a familiar sight in his line of work, but seeing it in this context left him feeling uncertain. It pained him to see Kira in such discomfort: her usually bright happy eyes were squinting with pain, and her whole body was rock hard with stiffness and stress.
But as Sev slowly fucked her, Kira began to relax and her composure changed. Her short painful breaths eased into a slower and heavier dreamlike rhythm. She recognized that faint feeling that had been present beneath the pain breaking its way through the background noise. "Ah ah ah," she moaned in rhythm to his thrusts. Soon, the pain was subsiding even, receding further the faster the pleasure mounted. Kira's eyes widened in revelation. The pain had now been fully overtaken by this new feeling: was this what the pleasure of the flesh truly felt like? Instead of feeling like she was being ripped apart, she now felt like her insides were filling up with a deep thick sweetness.
"Oh my... boss. This is starting to feel really good," Kira panted breathily.
"Hm, that's good to hear. Do you want me to go faster?" Sev inquired in a husky voice.
"Ah, yes, I think I'm ready to turn things up a notch. I want you to make love to me just like you do to Serina," Kira insisted with a mischievous grin.
"Heh, well, you are not ready for what I give Serina. I'm gonna need to break you in a bit more before then," Sev teased. "For now, I think this will suffice." Then, leaning his head down toward Kira's, he burrowed his face into her neck and began to kiss her sensually.
Kira gasped as she felt Sev's tempo increase. His cock was churning within her depths, rocking her very core. With every thrust, his cockhead impacted against her cervix, sending powerful waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Wrapping her arms around his neck, Kira uttered moans laden with pure lust.
Sev continued to kiss and suck on her delicate neck. He rutted like an animal in heat. After being deprived of sex for what felt like forever, he was barely able to contain himself. He had never fucked a pussy as tight as Kira's. No disrespect to Serina, she was very tight as well, but Kira, well, she was absolutely as fresh as any girl could ever be. She had vouchsafed him a unique treasure that could never be repaid.
"Ah! Yes! Boss! Do it better! Go better!" Kira pleaded. Sev cocked his brow at her strange choice of words.
"Do you want me to go faster?" he inquired, chuckling a bit.
"YES! That! Do it faster! Harder!" Obliging her request, Sev began to fuck her faster. Kira quavered out a fresh set of pleasurable moans as she gripped his dark hair, threatening to rip it out by the roots. "Gah! Yes! That feels really good! Keep doing that, but now do it a bit more..." Kira tried to find the words.
"Even harder?" Sev chimed in. Kira rapidly nodded. Sev was quickly ceasing his attempts at carefulness and beginning to fuck her with his usual masculine ferocity. As if guided by instinct, Kira wrapped her slender legs around his waist and began to help him thrust even deeper inside her.
The bed creaked and the air was thick with the scents of sex. "Just like that, boss! Make me yours! Make me yours!" Kira wailed.
"You are already mine. This body belongs to me. You belong to me," Sev growled. He usually didn't indulge all that much in dirty talk, but this first session with this extraordinary, incomparable young woman was bringing out his friskiness.
"Mhhmmm, yes, boss! This body belongs to you! My entire existence is thanks to you!" Kira moaned. "I wouldn't be here without you! I can't wait until I get your family emblem tattooed into my skin!"
Sev couldn't agree more. He had never thought he would have more than one woman. But now, the idea of having a harem was growing on him. It wasn't like he was some lecherous pig, he just happened to have two very close and attractive companions by his side. It was a perfect coincidence.
Meanwhile, Kira was lost in the pleasures Sev was summoning forth from her untried femininity. At first, she had been fearful of Sev's big member, but now, she was absolutely loving it. His size ensured that no part of her pussy was left unstimulated. "AHHHHH!" she screamed as she came on his cock. Sev groaned as her clinging walls wrapped and contorted wetly around his juicy shaft. But he kept thrusting away, and didn't intend to stop until told otherwise.
In a surreal moment, Kira lay with her long-time companion, embracing the intimacy that foreshadowed her future as his second wife. Despite the lack of official recognition, she envisioned herself bearing strong Valkorian children as her duty—a peculiar notion for a former AI, now embracing the instinctual imperatives of her new body.
Leaning back far enough to survey the young beauty, Sev saw that he had left Kira's neck wet and lightly bruised. Glancing down between them, Kira saw that Sev's cock was now slathered with a creamy substance tinted with streaks of white and red, which could only be compounded from her salacious secretions and her virgin blood. She was grossed out a bit at the exudations of which her new body was capable, but Sev's relentless thrusting again drew her eyes up to his handsome face. His orbs shone with a dark and primal determination.
She offered him her cute doe eyes as she surrendered herself to his will.Taking advantage of her legs that were bent up alongside his chiseled chest, Sev emplaced soft kisses along her calves and ankles. Kira giggled and then, thinking quickly, she ran her hands sexily up along her body and grasped her own soft tits, squeezing them for her lover; she understood the allure of a woman's mammaries to a man.
Before she knew it, Sev had resumed his thrusting. The clapping of their flesh rang within their cozy bunk. Their bodies were slick with sweat, and their breathing hoarse with effort. Kira was already addicted to sex's irresistible allure. From now on, she wanted his cock inside of her all the time.
Sev locked eyes with Kira, reading the longing and satisfaction that burned within her gaze. He took pleasure in her enjoyment, all too evident in the shared intensity of the moment. As she sensually explored her own body, it was clear she was discovering new dimensions of pleasure, adding another layer to their mutual experience.
"Gah... I'm getting close, Kira," Sev grunted, gripping her legs tighter. Kira's eyes widened. The climax of their intimacy had come upon. His increased pace was bringing her ever closer to yet another orgasm; she had lost count of how many he had already inflicted upon her.
But his impending ejaculation brought back to mind what Dr. Foresight had said about being susceptible to impregnation. Kira was unsure what to do. They weren't using any form of protection, and if Sev came inside her, they risked an unplanned pregnancy. She knew it was her duty to bear Sev's children, but there was no way that she was yet ready to become a mother. Her new body was itself literally only a few weeks old! Furthermore, she was unsure if Sev even wanted children right now.
But the repeated sliding of his cock in and out of her, knocking at the door of her womb, triggered her natural instincts. Since it was their first time, Kira told herself that it was Sev's right to cum inside of her and claim her pussy as his. "Let's do it together, boss!" she suddenly blurted out, disregarding the risk this would put her in.
Leaning down again, Sev embraced Kira in a mating press. She felt his heavy frame weighing upon her, pinning her body beneath him. Locking lips with her lover, Kira moaned into Sev's mouth as he serviced her with fast and heavy strokes. In only a few more thrusts, he drove balls deep inside of her and unleashed his heavy load.
At the same time, Kira reached her own climax. Her toes curled as her constricting walls milked him for all he had. "MMMMPHHHHH!" she squealed into his mouth. Sev let out heavy puffs of air from his nostrils as he implanted load after heavy load at the mouth of her cervix. He had been so pent up, he felt as if he would never keep lunging into her, injecting his seed.



Kira felt her uterus filling with his hot sticky cum. He just kept jolting more ropes of cum into her, increasing her anxiety that he would knock her up. But she also loved the feeling of his seed slathering her insides: knowing that she had satisfied him, Kira felt so warm and fulfilled.
As he shot his last few loads, Sev released himself from their perfectly conjoined kiss and rested his forehead against Kira's. The two panted heavily as they recovered from their mind-melting orgasm.
"Gah... that was something, Kira..." Sev groaned in relief. "How did you enjoy having sex for the first time? Did I satisfy you well?"
"Wow, ah, that... that was amazing, boss... And yes, you satisfied me wonderfully well. Hmm, no wonder Serina loves you so much," Kira said in a low well-fulfilledvoice. "Thank you for this. Thank you for doing so much for me, I don't know how to repay you."
Sev smiled warmly and planted a tender kiss on her forehead. "You don't have to repay me at all. I love you, Kira. I think I always have, in some shape or form." Kira's eyes watered at his sincere words.
"I- I think I did too. I love you, too, boss," Kira happily responded.
The two offered each other warm smiles and sealed their lips back together in a passionate kiss. Pulling away, Sev sat up and unsheathed himself from Kira's used pussy. A stream of white seed mixed with blood came leaking from her slit, staining the sheets below. Kira groaned at being left with an empty feeling. She needed to have him back inside of her as soon as possible.
"Where are you going??" Kira whined, as Sev made to exit the bunk. She got up and grabbed his muscular arm, tugging him back. "I want to go again!"
"Woah, woah, calm down, Kira. We need to get cleaned up. We've made a little bit of a mess," he replied. Kira glanced down at his crotch and saw that he was covered in a smear of her blood.
"Ew..." she muttered. "Okay, ar- can we shower to- together?" Kira abashedly inquired. She wanted to stay as close to her new lover as she could.
"It might be a tight fit in the shower compartment, but sure. Why not," Sev happily agreed. Kira hummed with delight and quickly got up to join him. Walking across the ship together, they made their way into the ship's small bathroom to refresh themselves before another round of lovemaking...



            The Old Neighbor Ch. 01

            A wife gives in to her perverted elderly neighbor.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-old-neighbor-ch-01

Title: The Old Neighbor Ch. 01

Author: Joko44

Category: Mature

Description: A wife gives in to her perverted elderly neighbor.

Tags: creampie, risky sex, neighbor, coerced, car sex, blowjob, wife, cheating, old man, affair




Working in her garden in the front yard of her house, Sarah dug some holes to plant some newly purchased flower seeds. Wiping the sweat from her forehead, she slowly stood back up and proudly observed her work.
Sarah was 25 years old. She was 5'7", and had long light blonde hair, green eyes, and unblemished alabaster white skin. She was a fine-looking woman with a perfect set of D-cup breasts and inviting curves. Sarah was a very desirable woman, and she knew it.
As she sipped some water, her husband Alex was about to head off to work. He was just an average-looking guy, with brown hair and rather mundane features. "I'm off to work, honey. I'll see you later tonight," he said, through the open window of his car.
"Okay, I'll see you later, sweety," Sarah simply replied. Their relationship wasn't horrible, but it wasn't anything great either: it was just very "meh." It just didn't have the same thrill as when they were first married. Despite the lack of fireworks, their union remained stable and pleasant; they were happy in a settled sort of way.
As Alex pulled out of the driveway and drove off, Sarah took a deep breath and got back down onto her hands and knees. As she continued digging, she suddenly heard someone speaking to her. "Nice ass, Ms. Lawson." Swiveling her head around, she saw her elderly neighbor, Albert, peaking over their shared yard fence.
Albert was a 60-year-old war veteran. He was frail-looking and a bit short. His head was balding with thin strands of white hair barely hanging on. He invariably wore a polo shirt tucked into some cargo shorts all topped off by his navy veteran hat. When Sarah and Alex had first moved in next door to Albert, a little over a year ago, Sarah's initial impression of their neighbor was just that he was a kind old man. But she quickly learned that Albert was nothing of the kind; instead, he was just another horny old perv. He would often make provocative remarks about her body when she was doing yard work or when she was enjoying some time in her backyard pool. His appraisals of her body always lasted a bit too long to be polite.
Of course, she was disgusted by this old bastard's inappropriate comments and ogling. But over time, she had just gotten used to it. Her encounters with him had almost become routine. Sarah had found that if she failed to fully entertain his antics, he would eventually leave her alone. As of late, however, Albert had become much bolder with his salacious remarks.
"Ugh, it's 'Mrs' to you, Albert. This has to be the millionth time I've told you to stop talking like that to me. It's inappropriate," she scolded, resuming her gardening.
Albert let out a mischievous old cackle. "What? I can't compliment how attractive you are? I can't help it that you are such a sexy woman!"
Sarah rolled her green eyes. She should've known better than to take the bait. "You aren't just 'complimenting' me, Albert. It's the way you go about it. The things you say to me are downright disrespectful, and I'm a married woman. You could at least say something less...provocative."
"Hah, then what would you like me to tell you, Ms. Lawson?" Albert replied with an amused laugh. Sarah shook her head in annoyance.
"I don't know, you could just ask how my day is going, or just tell me that I look lovely. Something, anything, other than the inappropriate manner in which you normally greet me," Sarah remarked.
Albert grinned. "Hm, okay. How very lovely you are looking today, Ms. Lawson," the old man rebutted, affecting a high-falutin accent. His hungry old eyes ate up the alluring view of his sexy younger neighbor, who was still down on her hands and knees with her rear poking out in fetching fashion. With this amazing side view, he could see everything she had to offer. She wore form-fitting denim shorts that she filled out perfectly and a simple white t-shirt. Her hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail. Sarah's stomach churned at the tone of his talk. Despite the more appropriate phrasing, his words felt no better than his usual remarks.
"Albert, I told you already. It's 'Mrs'," Sarah chided. "Hm, on second thought, I'd prefer you not to say that either. Ugh, everything you do feels wrong, Albert. Aren't you a bit worried about making comments like that to a married woman whose husband was only here a moment ago?" she threatened.
Albert broke into a chuckle. "Heh, I'm not entirely sure. That's why I do it when he's not around. And, considering that he hasn't confronted me about it yet, I suspect you haven't told him anything about it yet. Isn't that right, 'Ms.' Lawson?"
Sarah ceased her digging, and sat back on her heels, squinting frustratedly as she contemplated what the old man said. It was true that she hadn't complained to Alex yet, but only because she didn't want to start any drama. Not because it was some kind of a big secret. She hated confrontation. Besides, it wasn't such a big deal that she wanted Alex to make a huge thing out of it. She didn't want to launch a neighborhood dispute. And, after all, as inappropriate as Albert was, they were just comments. Sarah only wished that Albert could be a bit nicer about it.
"Ugh, just shut it, Albert," she uttered with some venom as she resumed digging into the soil of her small garden. The sooner she got done here, the sooner she could return to the safety of her home and get away from this decrepit bastard.
"Heh, I guess I stand corrected! I'm not really all that worried about your husband. He's usually too busy working at that office job. Heh, they just don't come built like they used to. Back in my day, there were no comfy office jobs where you sit on a chair all day and do whatever it is you do with all that technology stuff. We worked with our hands, and we were built tough. Your husband would be eaten alive if he lived back then. Heh, we had to worry about them commies all the time."
Sarah's eyes went dead at hearing how this old man was disrespecting her husband so openly. Nor did she have the slightest interest in the old reprobate's life history. "Different times, Albert. Stop living in the past. It's not a crime that Alex works in an office building. He's happy where he is."
"Hm, the real crime is that he's not here with his sexy wife," Albert retorted. "Doesn't it make you frustrated that he works those long hours? Leaving you all by yourself?"
"I'm not 'all by myself'. My job keeps me well occupied when I'm not home," Sarah replied, not sure why she was even entertaining their conversation.
"That's not what I mean," Albert slyly suggested. Despite herself, Sarah arched her brow curiously. "If I were in your husband's place, I would try to spend as much time away from work and as much time with you as I could, you sexy thing." Sarah's eyes widened as she comprehended the old man's meaning.
"Albert, that's disgusting. I don't like where this conversation is heading and I have no intention to listen to one more word," Sarah urgently exclaimed, frantically planting the last of her seeds. Albert observed Sarah sardonically as she rushed to finish her gardening work.
"Hm, I would like to plant my seed in your fertile soil..." the old man quietly mumbled to himself. "Come on, Ms. Lawson. Aren't you a bit frustrated that your husband doesn't tend to you? A young attractive woman such as yourself should be cherished!" Sarah felt her blood boiling.
"Alex tends to me perfectly fine!" she blurted out. Albert chuckled and shook his head.
"Now you're just flat-out lying."
"What do you mean, lying?" the blonde wife responded, heatedly.
"I see how late he gets home from work. How tired he is. There's no way in hell that he makes love to you. I bet he goes straight to sleep the second he enters your bedroom."
Sarah gritted her teeth. As much as she wanted to object to the old man's outrageous insinuations, he was right. Alex did get home late way too much most of the time, leaving them no chance to make love the way a husband and wife ought to do. But that didn't give Albert any right to take liberties with the way he talked to her! But her silence only confirmed Albert's hunch.
"That's a shame," the pervy old man smoothly pressed on. "You deserve to be satisfied daily." Sarah felt a mix of emotions. She was disgusted but, at the same time, she found herself strangely amused at his implication. Did he really think he was some hotshot?
"Yeah? And who could possibly do that for me? You??" Sarah knew she should have held her tongue; she had entertained this obnoxious old bastard long enough as it was. But she was simply too caught up in the moment to restrain herself. She'd shove his ego right back in his face if nothing else.
Albert grinned deviously. "Precisely," he stated. Sarah let out an amused chuckle and spun her head around to face the old man, who was still leaning proprietarily over the wooden fence.
"How could an old dog such as yourself possibly satisfy me? I bet you can hardly get it up," she laughed. Albert let out a low chuckle.
"Oh, sexy. This old dog can still get it up and perform. I can assure you of that."
Sarah shook her head and returned to what she was doing. "I highly doubt that, Albert. You're just lying your old ass off to try and impress me. But trust me, it's doing the opposite. Now you're just embarrassing yourself."
"Eight inches," Albert simply stated. Sarah raised her head back up and turned to him again.
"What??" she replied, confused.
"My cock, it's eight inches," he reiterated, confidently. Sarah's fetching green eyes widened with disgust and bewilderment.
"Why the f- You shouldn't say that to me! What the f-" Sarah exclaimed, horrified by his brazenness.
"Rock solid meat ready to satisfy a sexy housewife such as yourself," Albert boasted.
"I highly doubt that," Sarah laughed in disbelief.
"Won't believe it until you see it," he remarked.
Sarah shook her head in annoyance. "Trust me, Albert. Even if you weren't lying, I still wouldn't want to see it."
There was a brief silence between the two. Sarah smirked, guessing that her sharp words had finally unsettled the old man. Once again, she returned to her digging, assuming the old bastard had finally slunk off.
But hearing some rustling from the fence behind her, she realized instead that their shared fence gate was opening and closing. Sarah quickly turned to see Albert standing in her yard. "Augh, Albert! Get off my property now! I- I'll call the police!" she threatened.
"Heh, no you won't" Albert casually stated: he was right again, Sarah had no intention of involving the police. It would just create a whole lot of mess for her and the entire neighborhood. "Besides, even if you did, they've got better things to do than to get all caught up in a dispute between two neighbors just trying to have a friendly conversation."
"You're a dirty old perv. Our conversation has gone way past any definition of 'friendly'," Sarah said. As she folded her arms and rose to her knees, inadvertently pushing her breasts out. Her thrusting boobs made quite a sight for the horny old man.
"Hm, I agree that more words won't get us anywhere. So how about it? Do you want to see for yourself? I can assure you that you've never seen anything like it."
Sarah's mouth fell agape. "No way in hell, Albert. You are lying. Don't you know what boundaries are? Oh, wait, apparently not."
"I'm not lying, it's true. My cock is probably bigger than your husband's," Albert confidently replied. Sarah just smiled in disbelief about where this conversation had led them.
"Alex is perfectly fine, Albert," Sarah snapped back.
"Gah, that's what most women say when their partners aren't big," Albert remarked. Sarah squinted at the dark soil to avoid the old man's hungry glare. Alex was a few inches shorter than the length Albert was claiming. Not that it mattered. He was her husband, and Albert was being highly inappropriate.
"Just leave me alone, Albert. It's best if we stop this conversation. I've put up with your nonsense for long enough for one day," Sarah sighed, slowly standing to her full height and tilting her head down to glare at the shorter old man; his head was slightly above her chest.
As she was about to walk away, Albert grabbed her arm with surprising strength given his skinny-looking build. "Hey?! Let go of me!" Sarah hissed.
Albert quickly let go of her, and then showed a devious smirk. "Let's make a bet."
"A bet?" Sarah chuckled amusedly, wondering if this inane conversation could get any more ridiculous.
"Yes, a bet."
"And what could this 'bet' possibly entail?" the blonde woman inquired.
"I'll show you my cock, and if it's not eight inches, I'll stop talking to you the way I do, forever," the old veteran explained. Sarah cocked her brow. She was fairly confident that Albert was lying his ass off about his size, but she felt strangely uncertain. He sounded so certain of himself.
"What are you playing at, Albert?" Sarah asked suspiciously. She had no plans of seeing any old-neighbor-cock today, so this was just pointless, honestly.
"Nothing at all. I just want to prove you wrong, that's all," Albert said coolly, tipping the flap of his hat.
"And if I'm wrong, what then?" she prodded.
Albert rubbed his wrinkly chin. "Hmm, I don't know. You're just wrong then, and I'm right. Do we have a deal?" Sarah didn't like his response. It felt fishy. It felt like there was some trick in here that she wasn't quite recognizing. That aside, she shouldn't even be considering this illicit bet in the first place. The whole thing was just stupid. But, contemplating his offer, she felt like the risk might be worth the reward. Getting this pervy old man to leave her alone for good would not only restore her peace of mind; there was the added bonus of humiliating him for his own boastful lies.
"Fine, you have a deal. I can finally obtain some peace and quiet with your raspy old voice banished from my ears," Sarah agreed boldly. Albert just smirked knowingly at her misplaced conviction. "But on one condition," the beautiful young wife continued. "This stays between us, and only us, got it? I'm happily married, and I intend to keep it that way."
"Of course, of course. This will be our little secret, sexy," the old reprobate replied. Sarah scoffed hearing him call her that for the thousandth time.
Albert's old heart raced with anticipation. Exposing himself to such a fantastic young woman, one who had now maneuvered into consenting to the act was an irresistibly delectable opportunity for the old bastard.
"Whatever." Even though it was the middle of a workday and all the houses were sheltered by fences, Sarah scanned her surroundings to make sure that none of their other neighbors were watching. Just to make absolutely sure, though, she added a further proviso. "Okay, let's do this in my shed," she instructed, despite her sense that the coast was clear. It wouldn't do for any of their neighbors to see her enter her shed with the old man, but that was infinitely better than taking the risk of him doing it out in the open. Certainly easier to explain as well.
As she led Albert to her gardening shed, the old pervert couldn't help but stare at her long sexy legs, perfectly round ass, and curvy hips. Her tight denim jeans shorts only accentuated her curvy features. And the sight of those toned white legs caused his crotch to swell. Sarah could feel his eyes, but could only roll hers. She had agreed to this, so here they were.
Opening the door, Sarah and Albert proceeded inside. She slipped her gardening gloves off and tossed them onto the nearby workbench. Standing before him, the blonde crossed her arms and spoke, "Okay, show me this 'big' cock of yours, Albert. Your shorts, drop 'em."
"Hm, bossy are we?" Albert chuckled. Sarah indeed was, she wanted this whole ordeal over with as swiftly as possible. But, nodding, Albert just unzipped his shorts and shoved them down to his ankles along with his underwear.
Sarah's observant eyes widened as she studied the old man's crotch. He had small traces of trimmed white pubes, indicating that he was still grooming down there. However, she smirked victoriously seeing that he wasn't anything close to eight inches long. She chuckled at how pathetic his wrinkly old worm looked. "Hm, I guess I'm the winner of our 'little' bet," she snarked. "I expect you to be on better behavior the next time I see you," Sarah chuckled victoriously.
But as she was reaching for the latch, Albert stopped her. "Hold on now, sweetheart. It's eight inches hard. I never claimed to be eight inches soft." Sarah was taken aback. But thinking back on their verbal exchange, she probably should have realized. Of course.
But she put up an objection anyway. "What? Eight inches hard?? I never agreed on that! No no no, that's a big no-no. I can't be looking at another man's erect penis! It's wrong," she urgently exclaimed in a voice that verged on panic.
"What did you think? Nobody is eight inches soft, are you insane? Come on, Ms. Lawson. This was the deal! Plus, it can't really be wrong if no one knows," Albert replied.
"Ugh, no, you pervert. I didn't shake on anything. Bye, I'm leaving." She reached for the latch again.
"If you leave now, I'll tell the entire neighborhood you wanted to see my cock," the sly old man suddenly threatened. Sarah froze in place. "I'm a well-respected member of the community here. Who would they believe? A wise old war veteran or some young attractive woman that just moved in? Everyone would just think that you're some slut who's trying to seduce me. Furthermore, what would your husband think?" His words struck deep, causing Sarah's heart to beat rapidly.
"You old bastard, you can't blackmail me! Without any solid proof, you can't do anything!" Then with a devious little grin, Albert retrieved his phone from his pocket and played back an audio recording. "Okay, show me this big cock of yours, Albert. Your shorts, drop 'em." Sarah's voice was unmistakable. The way she emphasized 'big' was meant to be sarcastic, but she knew that it would almost certainly be misconstrued in all the wrong ways.
Sarah audibly gasped. How could she be so reckless? "You would not!" she hissed, trying to reach for his phone.
"Oh, yes I would. And I recorded our entire conversation, as well. All it will take is a little creative editing and this whole thing would be flipped on its head," he explained, quickly stuffing his phone into his back pocket. Sarah snarled as she struggled to reach for it. "Ah ah ah, I would stop that if I were you. That would be assault," the old man sneered. Sarah thought hopelessly, and his whole presence in her yard was trespassing. But he had evidence and she didn't.
Sarah quickly backed off. She felt like the world was collapsing around her. How could she have allowed herself to be blackmailed by this old man?
"What do you want, then?!" Sarah angrily exclaimed.
"All I'm asking for is what we agreed on in our bet, the chance to prove to you that my cock is eight inches, hard. This recording was just a precaution in case you tried to back out of our bet. I'll happily delete it once we are finished here! You seem like a nice woman, I wouldn't really want to get you in trouble," Albert replied. "I just want you to honor the bet, that's all."
The blonde wife heard the veiled threat behind his words loud and clear. She had effectively trapped herself. "This sly son of a bitch!" she screamed in her mind.
"So what will it be, Ms. Lawson?" Albert inquired. All Sarah could do was grind her teeth and clench her hands into tight fists.
"Fine, fine!" Sarah exclaimed, grudgingly admitting defeat. She couldn't believe that she was stooping this low. "Hurry up and do it then, get hard for me," she ordered, letting out a heavy sigh.



Albert smirked and began to stroke his wrinkly old cock. "Hm, not with that attitude." Sarah just rolled her eyes in disgust. A couple of minutes passed by with them standing awkwardly in front of each other while Albert dragged his unprepossessing cock back and forth. Sarah tried not to look, but as doing so was the whole object of this illegitimate interaction, her attention seemed to be drawn down there regardless. But Albert made little to no progress.
"Huh, is that all you got? Hm, just like I figured - an old man like yourself would struggle to get it up," she sneered. Albert squinted at her.
"Well, you certainly aren't making it easier for me with that mean look and your shitty little attitude. And we aren't leaving until I fully get hard, that's part of the bet. So we're staying right here for just as long as it takes, got it?" he explained rather sternly. Albert had Sarah by her metaphoric balls, so she couldn't get out of this one. "In fact, this would go a whole lot quicker if you got off your high horse and helped me," the old man sneakily insinuated.
"Help you?! Help you how??" she replied, genuinely puzzled.
"I don't know, why don't you drop the mean look and maybe show me your big tits?" he suggested. Sarah shot a glare at him. This was going too far. But knowing how deep in shit she was, perhaps just getting this done and over with would be her best course of action. Even if it meant showing some dirty old man her tits, which she had never shown to any man who wasn't her significant other.
"Ugh, you old bastard..." she annoyingly muttered, resigning herself to her defeat.
Reaching for the hem of her shirt, Sarah lifted it up over her tits, revealing her supple D-cup breasts. Albert's cock suddenly surged with excitement, visibly jerking and jolting. With each quiver, it grew quickly in both length and girth. Sarah's eyes widened seeing that he was indeed big. Still, he hadn't achieved those eight inches he had promised to deliver. "Almost there," the old dog grunted decrepitly, stroking himself faster. "Can you quit glaring at me like that?" he added.
Sarah sighed and tried to tone down her facial expression to something more interesting and expectant. "Gah, yes, that's it," Albert groaned satisfiedly. Sarah felt a shiver go down her spine, even as she attempted to avert her gaze away from the riveting scene that was playing out perversely before her disbelieving eyes.
"Hurry up and get harder, it seems like you are reaching your limit," she urged tartly. Despite herself, though, she couldn't prevent her nosy green eyes from zeroing in on his growing manhood. Sarah had to admit that watching his old cock incrementally increase in size with every stroke was unexpectedly impressive. And now he was starting to emit a drop or two of precum.
"Gah, lose the bra, that will max me out even faster," the old man declared. Sarah couldn't believe the nerve of this man but, desperately wanting this to be over as soon as possible, she obliged him by pulling her bra down to reveal her cute pink nipples.
Albert's eyes visibly bulged out from his sockets as he observed what she apparently had not, her nipples were rigid with arousal. He stroked himself faster and now Sarah noticed that his precum was leaking profusely from his cavernous slit, coating his appendage in a slick shiny glint. She felt a little grossed out but, at the same time, strangely aroused. There was something empowering about being able to reduce a male to helpless horniness; her husband Alex hadn't reacted like this to her in years.
Her demeanor changed as she found herself slowly becoming more relaxed about this whole ordeal. She still made a pretense of averting her gaze, but as his cock got larger and harder and slicker, she was unable to prevent herself from slowly focusing on the main event. Given how intently Albert was gazing at her tits, she deduced that this had to be the first glimpse he'd gotten in a long while of a nice pair of woman's boobs in the flesh. "Hm, first time seeing a woman's tits?" Sarah inquired. "It sure seems like it," she said in a rather low and unexpected suggestive voice.
"Augh, in my long life, I've seen plenty, let me tell you. But yours, heh, well, they are truly magnificent. They might be the best pair of knockers I've ever come across," Albert replied, grunting with pleasure as he continued to jerk himself off. Sarah couldn't help flushing in response to his flattery. Maybe the whole situation was getting to her more than she had initially realized. The unintimidating little worm he had first displayed had transformed into a raging beast.
Albert suddenly stopped stroking himself, causing Sarah to snap back into focus. "Why did you stop?" she asked curiously.
Albert smirked. "Eight inches hard, just like I promised."
Sarah's green eyes tilted down and saw he was indeed now at full mast, she didn't need a ruler to know. His old cock was throbbing heavily and leaking strings of precum onto the shed's old wooden floorboards. Until now, she had also failed to grasp how big his low-hanging balls were. Sarah was astonished at how very incorrect she had been. She was also slightly fascinated. He was undeniably bigger than her husband by an inch or, okay, maybe three, and much thicker. Her throat dried up, not knowing what to say.
"There's no way you can be that big, as old as you are..." she trailed off in shock. It was unnatural that a short old man could be carrying around a package like that. Unbidden, the image of a random old billy goat sprang to mind.
"I guess I won then, Ms. Lawson."
"Har har, congratulations, you were right. We're done here now, yes?" Sarah snapped back into her senses and tried to wave him off.
"I guess so, but I'm still hard," Albert began. "Heh, since I won, I think my reward should be you helping to finish me off," he suggested, trying to contain a devilish grin. Sarah's lips hung open. She should have known where this silly bet was inevitably leading.
"No no no, that wasn't the deal! You said-," she tried to object.
But, before she could complete her thought, Albert closed the distance between them and seized her wrist, guiding her right hand around his throbbing cock, pulsing with his heartbeat and slick with his voluminous precum. Sarah was beyond disgusted, both with Albert and herself. It was wrong, it was so utterly taboo, to be held up in the tight confines of her backyard shed, holding another man's penis in her slender white fingers. But, at the same time, the feel of his hot throbbing cock was strangely alluring. What in the world was wrong with her? How had her pleasant day of gardening gone so entirely off the rails?
"I think you like seeing my big cock, don't you, Ms. Lawson. You've never seen - or felt - anything like it before, have you?" Sarah was left speechless by the old man's salacious actions, by his insane assertions. "Go ahead, feel it. Palpate it in your delicate little fingers. Doesn't it feel nice in your hand?" The feeling of his humongous cock, hot and throbbing cock in her delicate hand had her feeling things, new things that she'd never felt before. She was torn by how wrong everything was but, at the same time, he was right, she had never seen anything this impressive before. She had only been with Alex for most of her young life; he was her only basis for comparison. There was a rightness to this as if she deserved to know the complete spectrum of sizes that a man's penis could assume. As grating and assertive as Albert's words and actions were, Sarah somehow couldn't bring herself to pull away.
"Albert... this is wrong, I don't know if I can-" Sarah began, feeling her own defenses waning with every second that slipped away, with every moment that his pulsing prick communicated its commanding presence to her sensitive palm.
"Shhh, Ms. Lawson, remember, as long as no one knows, this is all perfectly fine. It's just a part of our bet, a continuation of what we agreed on," Albert interrupted. "Now stroke it, Ms. Lawson. I won our bet fair and square. It's only right that you award the victor with his prize."
Sarah found herself subconsciously following his commands, slowly stroking his formidable shaft with her exquisitely soft hand. She was lost in the moment: a part of her recognized that what she was doing was inexcusably depraved. If anyone found out that she was stroking her older neighbor's cock in her garden shed, it would mean the end for her. But at the same time, there was a whole other part of her, a part that thrilled to that same depravity, that shuddered at the sensations that were suddenly coursing through her veins. Hot, lusty sensations that she hadn't felt in far too long. Sensations that she deserved to feel, that had been kept from her, locked away by the routines and rhythms of everyday existence. That part of her felt good, irrefutably aroused by the taboo nature of it all. She had no way to explain why she was so enthralled by it. Perhaps it was her pent-up sexual frustration gradually assuming control of her, dictating her actions. Sarah found herself wanting to keep chasing this feeling.
"Albert... this better stay between us, got it? And promise me that you'll delete that audio when we're done here," she sternly insisted, even as she conceded to his advances. Albert nodded and made a zipping gesture with his fingers across his lips. Rolling her green eyes, she gripped his cock tighter and began to stroke him faster.
"You dirty old man, Albert. Convincing your married neighbor to stroke your big cock," Sarah cooed in a low voice. Might as well lean into it, right? Stroke his ego as well as his cock? Seeing that his old faded blue eyes were fixated on her tits, she mischievously smirked and shoved his face into her chest as she jerked him off.
"Do you like my tits, Albert? Hmm, that's right, you dirty old man, suck on them," she ordered. Albert wrapped his lips around her soft mounds and began to eagerly suck her like a baby. Her little baby billy goat with the great big old dick. He licked and shoved his face deeper into her chest. Sarah didn't know what was coming over her. It was as if Albert was unraveling secret carnal urges she had kept locked deep in some secret place inside herself.
Sarah was forced to conclude that she wasn't the only pervert in this shed. Not only was she enjoying this in purely physical terms. But there was an erotic thrill to having this dirty old man literally in the palm of her hand, hungry for her, making her feel more horny and depraved than she ever had before. Her depths were tightening down around themselves; her pussy was getting hot and wet.
This went on for several more minutes, building inexorably inside of her. She had to drag her focus off of her own sensations to realize that, to her surprise, Albert wasn't cumming yet. Albert pulled his face back out of her saliva-slathered cleavage, gasping for air. "Gah, we aren't getting anywhere with this," he complained, wheezingly. "Get down on your knees and finish me with your mouth," he ordered.
Sarah was impressed by his initiative. And his stamina. She had rarely granted Alex the favor Albert was now demanding. But Alex had never lasted this long. She found herself toppling still further, deeper into this pit of depravity that had suddenly opened before her. She hesitated for a moment, considering whether she was going too far. But Albert still had the recording. She needed to finish this, the quicker the better, and put it all behind her. She rationalized that, if she didn't cause any problems, the old man wouldn't have any motivation to go back on his word. But that could have just been her horny brain talking itself into agreeing with what her body already wanted her to do.
So, spinning their bodies around, she pushed Albert against the nearby workbench and dropped to her knees. Her mind was hazed with arousal. Albert watched eagerly as she grabbed the base of his cock with her delicate hand and tilted his cockhead toward her mouth.
"Have you ever had your cock sucked before, Albert?" she asked, licking her lips. The old man chuckled and nodded.
"Plenty! Heh, back in Nam, I had plenty of foreign girlies licking on my pole," Albert replied proudly. Sarah was grossed out. She was well aware of the prevalence of brothels during that time.
"You better be clean, Albert," Sarah threatened, gripping his thick veiny shaft almost painfully tight.
"Don't worry, sexy. I'm clean. I can assure you of that," Albert answered confidently. "If I wasn't, I wouldn't be stupid enough to try to pursue a woman like you."
Sarah smirked with relief and leaned forward, wrapping her lush lips around his bloated old cock. Albert let out a loud moan as his cockhead was surrounded by the warmth and wetness of Sarah's mouth. It had been a bit since he had felt the pleasure of a woman's oral obeisance. And for it to be a young married woman's mouth, no less, was utterly intoxicating, a magnificent moment. As Sarah began bobbing her head back and forth, Albert clenched the side of the workbench and his head fell back from the sheer amount of pleasure that shot through his engorged shaft. There weren't any words to describe how good Sarah's mouth felt; it could only be experienced, not verbalized.
Slurping and sucking filled the shed. Sarah felt so naughty blowing this old man's cock. She began to revel in the pleasure she was delivering the nasty old veteran as if she were performing a patriotic service. She took him deeper, sheathing his cock in the further reaches of her throat. "AUGH! Ms. Lawson!" Albert shouted with pleasure. Sarah hummed with satisfaction and began to make circular motions with her head, transporting Albert to a whole other realm of carnal delight. He was surprised at how good Sarah was at cocksucking. He wondered how this quaint wife had acquired her exemplary skills.
Sarah's panties were now saturated with her juices as her own arousal levels shot through the roof. The taste of his salty precum, and the musky flavor of cock in general, had activated primal urges that had been pent up inside her for so long. Closing her eyes, Sarah moaned and hummed, slurping up his big juicy cock and swallowing his seemingly endless supply of savory precum.
Finally reaching his limit, Albert announced his impending climax. "Augh! Ms. Lawson, I'm gonna cum!" Her sucking intensified and she wrapped her arms around his skinny waist pulling him deeper into her gulping gullet. With a few final bobs, she took his cock balls deep into her throat. "GAAAAH!" the old man let out a grating groan. Her alluring green eyes widened as he pumped his old virile seed down her throat. She inhaled ropes of thick sticky cum. Sarah was surprised by the thickness and volume of his loads.
Pulling away, Sarah began to suck on his cockhead, tantalizing it with her tongue, licking it like a lollipop, slurping the last of his salty seed from his cock. She was delighted by how he tasted. He was sweet, yet had that salty bitterness that she enjoyed. "Hmm, how was your reward, Albert?" she asked in a low sexy voice, giving his shaft a few gentle pumps.
"That was amazing, Ms. Lawson... God, where did you learn to do that?! Never in my life I have received a blowjob like that," he sighed in relief.
Getting up from the ground, Sarah seductively licked her lips. "Hm, I guess we're even now," she teased, disregarding his question. "Could you delete that audio now?" She gave his shrinking cock a last warning squeeze of her fingers, strong despite their feminine delicacy. Smirking, Albert slowly nodded and proceeded to go through his phone. He made sure to show Sarah that he had fully deleted the audio file. The blonde goddess let out a sigh of relief as she felt the weight of Albert's incriminating evidence evaporate. With that no longer looming over her, she felt herself regaining control over her circumstances.
Now that they were done, Sarah pulled her bra back up and pulled her shirt back down to conceal her torso. Just as she was reaching for the door, Albert stopped her once more. "Are you just going to leave without a kiss?" Sarah squinted her eyes out of annoyance. But she had to admire the old man's tenacity.
Sighing she returned to him and cupped his face. "You are so persistent," she playfully stated.
"Heh, that's what women love about me the most," Albert chuckled.
Rolling her serene green eyes and grinning, Sarah leaned down and locked lips with Albert. Enveloping hers with his, she groaned with surprise at the feeling of his tongue slipping into her mouth. She hummed and began to twirl her tongue with his as they erotically swapped saliva. Sarah was a totally different woman now. Here she was, sloppily making out with her pervy old neighbor she despised after sucking his cock. What had gotten into her? She was thoroughly delighted at how good a kisser he was turning out to be.
The feeling of something wet and hard prodding her thighs caused Sarah to release her lips from his; leaving webs of their mixed saliva connected between their lips. Tilting her eyes down, she saw that Albert's behemoth of a cock was rearing up again.
"Oh? Hard again are we?" she playfully said.
"What can I say? Making out with a sexy babe like you would make any old man horny," Albert chuckled. Sarah's eyes were firmly locked upon the visage of his throbbing cock. Her wetness was more apparent than ever. She had never felt more horny in her life.
"Hey, you know, since you already sucked my cock..." Albert began. "Why don't we just fuck?" Sarah's attention returned to her lecherous neighbor's face.
"What do you say? We've already gone this far. Why not just go all the way? It's not like we have anything better to do. Your husband is out working, you're done gardening, and I've got nothing better to do, seeing as how I'm retired. We're free to do whatever we please in the meantime."
"I don't know, Albert... I've already done enough. And what would my husband think?" Sarah protested half-heartedly.
"Come on, Mrs. Lawson. Look how hard I am," Albert began. Sarah showed a small smirk at finally hearing him refer to her as 'Mrs.' "We were having fun, weren't we? Don't you want to continue? Don't you want to feel my cock inside of you? You deserve to cum just as much as me. Shoot, it ought to be a matter of women's liberation for you young gals. And I can certainly help you with that." The old man pulled out all the stops in his quest to seduce his hot younger neighbor. "And your husband won't need to think anything at all, because he won't know. What he doesn't know won't hurt him. This can be our little secret. Just the way we agreed."
Sarah was left speechless. Her mind was conflicted as she contemplated Albert's offer. Now that Alex had been brought back to mind, Sarah was feeling guilty. She had already cheated on him by sucking off her big-cocked elderly neighbor, and now she was debating whether she should do worse, go all the way, stuff that huge thing inside her hot, tight, dripping wet pussy. It was so wrong... so naughty... and yet she loved this feeling. Sarah began to rationalize that she needed this to fulfill her needs. Her horny mind spun things around, pinning the blame on her husband for failing to tend to her needs. "It's just sex," Sarah concluded to herself. "What Alex didn't know, wouldn't hurt him..."
Glancing out the shed window, Sarah took a deep breath as she visualized what she was about to do. "Fuck it," she simply stated. Albert grinned with delight, as he sensed that all his fantasies were about to be fulfilled. It felt so surreal that he had to pinch himself to make sure that this wasn't just some insanely vivid wet dream.
Stepping over to the shed door, Sarah dropped the blinds and locked the latch. Going over to a nearby cabinet, she gathered some spare cushions for their backyard furniture and laid them out on the shed floor.



Bracing her hands on her wide hips, Sarah stared at Albert. "Quit staring, lose the clothes, and lie your scrawny ass down," she ordered. Nodding, Albert removed his cap. Lifting his shirt over his head, he tossed it to the side before stepping out of his cargo shorts and underwear. He kicked his leather shoes off, and eagerly slipped out of his long white socks, leaving himself butt naked. Lowering himself down onto the cushions, he looked on avidly as Sarah undressed.
Sarah stripped her shirt off and unclipped her bra, allowing it to fall to the floor. Pulling off her gardening boots, she slipped off her socks with her toes and proceeded to drop her denim shorts with her panties to her ankles. Albert's eyes widened to see her clean-shaven wet pussy in the flesh. Stepping out of her shorts and panties, Sarah joined her unlikely lover on the cushions.
On her hands and knees, the delicious young wife slowly crawled up the length of Albert's wrinkly old skinny body like a pussy cat stalking a mouse. But his cock was the main attraction. Albert watched as his sexy nude neighbor hovered over him, her long blonde hair covering his face. "I can't believe that I'm about to fuck my older neighbor. Ugh, if it wasn't for that big cock of yours," Sarah muttered to herself.
"Heh, you're a naughty woman, Mrs. Lawson. But don't worry, I'll make sure this stays between us."
"Hm, it better be between us," Sarah chuckled mischievously. "But you can just call me Sarah now."
"Okay, sounds good, Sarah," the old man grinned. Reaching up, Albert grabbed Sarah's face and pulled her down into a kiss. As their lips locked, they delved their tongues into each other's mouths, sloppily swapping saliva.
Wrapping their arms around each other, they tossed and turned on the makeshift bed Sarah had made. Rolling Sarah onto her back, Albert got between her sexy long legs and grabbed the base of his cock. Tilting himself down toward her sopping slit, he prodded his cockhead against her lips.
Sarah's chest heaved as she panted heavily. Albert's cock was so big, it was an anomaly for an old man to carry such a package. She felt exhilarated for what she was about to do. It felt so wrong, yet, felt so right.
But before he slipped himself in, he stopped. "Wait, do we need to use protection?" Sarah rubbed her chin, she wasn't on a pill. She had condoms, but they were inside her house, and she didn't want to ruin the momentum.
"Ah... damn... whatever, it should be a safe day today. Just try and pull out. Hurry up and put that cock inside of me," Sarah stated.
Nodding, Albert slipped himself inside Sarah's warm wet pussy. He moaned at the sensations generated by delving his cock deep into her depths. "Oh shit, it's so tight!" He sunk deeper and deeper into her wet depths until he finally bottomed out inside of her. "Augh... your pussy's squeezing me so good, Sarah. Your husband really hasn't been tending to you."
"Yeah... you could say that. But you already knew that, remember?" Sarah mischievously replied. "So are you just going to sit there, or are you going to fuck me? You do remember how to do that, right?" Sarah playfully teased.
Chuckling, the old man gave an affirming nod and began to piston his hips back and forth. The two let out loud moans of pleasure. "Ah, yes, Albert, fuck me," Sarah cooed. "How does my pussy feel?"
"Augh, hot, wet, tight!" he managed to say.
Grasping her wide hips, he began to thrust even harder, giving the sexy wife long deep strokes. "Oh fuck! Fuck me harder you old stud, oh yes!" Sarah gasped. His cock filled her up like never before. Every inch of her sopping pussy was being stimulated to its greatest extent.
As he rutted away at her pussy, his bony hands slowly traced up her torso and onto her perky mammaries. "Gah! Yes! Squeeze my tits, Albert. Fucking squeeze them as you pound my pussy with your big hard cock!" Sarah wailed; hopefully, her shed was soundproof.
"Take it, Sarah. Take my fucking cock!" Albert growled. His thrusts were becoming more fluid and less rapid as he unconsciously capitulated to his instincts to mate. The clapping of their flesh filled the small shed, and the air was growing hot and steamy from their intense fucking.
"Do I fuck you better than your Mr. Lawson?" he inquired in a breathy voice.
"YES! So much fucking better! You're just so much bigger than him! God! How can an old man fuck me so good?!" Her words flowed forth completely unfiltered as her mind was completely hazed with lust and the desire to be fucked as she deserved.
"It's called experience, sexy," Albert smirked.
Leaning down, Albert tried to kiss Sarah, but being shorter, he had to mount himself further up her body just so he could meet her face. Sarah gasped as she felt her legs being pushed up toward her chest. "Oh my!" she gasped amusedly as this smaller old man forced her into a mating press. She certainly admired his domineering nature. And God how Sarah missed having sex, although this seemed closer to mating than to anything like the 'regular' sex she was used to.
Their lips connected again, their tongues twirling and dancing as they mated like wild animals. The temperature in the shed grew arousingly hot, and their skin grew slick with sweat.
"Hmm, mhhhmm, mmm," the two moaned into each other's mouths ecstatically.
Sarah could feel Albert's cock reach all the way inside of her, his cockhead slamming into her cervix over and over again. As she got closer to the edge of her climax, she was amazed by Albert's stamina. As old as he was, he fucked like he was fifty years younger.
Releasing his lips from hers, Albert grunted almost incoherently. "I'm about to cum again." Sarah's sensationally tight pussy was simply proving too much for the old man to handle.
Sarah grinned deviously. "Yeah?" She involuntarily wrapped her long legs around his small hips, trapping him. Even though she had asked him to try and pull out, her instincts were demanding him to cum inside her. "Let's cum together. Do it, Albert, cum inside your sexy neighbor. Make me yours. Claim my married pussy, you old bastard," she eagerly begged.
Albert's heart raced, her words were like music to his ears. Sliding his bony hands under her ass, he began to frantically piston his hips into her. Sarah used her legs to pull him in deeper, ushering her even closer to her own orgasm.
"Gah! I'm gonna fucking cum inside of you, Sarah! AAUGGHH!" he moaned. With one final thrust, he planted himself firmly inside Sarah and eagerly unleashed his old seed. Albert had been fantasizing about knocking Sarah up since the day she had moved in.
"Fuck! Yes!" Sarah screamed.
Albert shot ropes deep inside Sarah's fertile uterus. His balls contracted as she received one heavy load after another from his relentless pumping. Sarah shook violently as her pent-up climax ripped through her body. She hugged Albert's smaller body and dug her feminine nails into his wrinkly back. Her legs held him down, ensuring that he had no chance to pull out.
The old man groaned with mind-melting pleasure as Sarah's wet walls tightened around his shaft. Her rhythmically contracting pussy was eagerly trying to extract a baby from his old cock. She loved the feeling of Albert's cock filling her to the brim with his prolific semen. There was a good chance Albert's swimmers would manage to knock her up since Sarah wasn't less than sure whether it was a safe day or not. And even on a day when she might have been safe from her husband's lesser loads might not be proof against Albert's massive outpouring. But she wasn't really thinking about the repercussions of her illicit entanglement: her mind was too full of how good it felt.
"Augh... wow, that was amazing, Sarah," Albert groaned, wiping some sweat from his bushy brow, giving her a few more last pumps with his cock.
"Hmm, you can really fuck for an old man," Sarah complimented her assertive neighbor. "Huh, If I had only known you could lay pipe like that, maybe I would have let you hit it earlier." Grinning, Albert leaned down and gave Sarah a brief wet kiss.
"Heh, that's what I've been trying to do all this time. But now that we've finally done the deed, how does it feel to be fucked by a real man?" Albert queried. He took a short breather to recover from his mind-numbing orgasm; it had been a good while since he fucked like that. Sarah unwound her legs from his waist, allowing Albert to slowly pull out, leaving a waterfall of his seed pouring from her well-used pussy.
Sarah rose from the cushions in order to observe her elderly neighbor. Her siren-green eyes roamed over Albert. Although his body appeared old and frail, the monster cock between his legs was all she cared about. Hell, that's what had stimulated her strange attraction to the old veteran. Sarah was now officially a certified debauched wife. But as wrong as her actions were, she loved the thrill of her naughtiness, she was addicted to it.
"Real man? Albert, you're so old and frail," Sarah teased. Albert rolled his old eyes.
"I may be old, but I'm still a man in all the parts that matter," objected. Sarah shook her head and chuckled.
"Hmm, I suppose you're right," Sarah agreed, tapping her chin with her index finger.
Glancing down to her crotch, Sarah's eyes widened at the full realization of what she allowed Albert to do. "Ah, shit... You came inside me..." the sexy blonde muttered in mild reproof. Albert grinned victoriously.
"Heh, it's not my fault, sexy. You're the one who leg-locked me and begged me to cum inside you. What else is a man supposed to do?" Sarah squinted at the old man. But he was right. She had just been so lost in the lust that she'd surrendered all restraint. However, the idea of possibly getting knocked up by Albert was oddly alluring.
Shaking her head, Sarah let out a heavy sigh. "You fucked me so good that I just lost all restraint, you old bastard," she teased, trying to deflect the blame for her recklessness. She shrugged, consoling herself with the knowledge that she could just take a Plan B after they were done here. Albert chuckled and smirked as she stroked his ego.
After a few minutes of resting and conversing as they lay next to each other, Sarah noticed that Albert's cock was rearing up once again. Her stomach fluttered with anticipation as her arousal levels surged anew. Her mind was telling her that she shouldn't indulge herself in this depraved activity, but her body was still thirsting for another round of nasty fucking.
"Hey, Albert," Sarah called out. The old man's attention turned back to her. His eyes widened to see his sexy neighbor rolling on her side to face him, her tits perking perfectly despite her change of position. "Wanna fuck again?"
Albert grinned eagerly and nodded deviously. He leaned forward to lock lips with her...
-
Sarah continued to roll up onto him. Albert quickly found himself on his back with Sarah riding him like a wild cowgirl. He gripped her curvy soft ass as she bounced up and down upon his cock. Despite how long they'd been going at it, Albert's stamina proved to be unyielding.
Locking eyes with Sarah, he watched as she sexily licked her lips and teeth. Her soft feminine hands were firmly planted on his wrinkly chest. "Fuck... Do you like that, stud? You like how I'm riding your cock?"
Albert just moaned and gripped her ass tighter. "Hmm, I'll take that for a yes."
The two were fucking like they were trying to breed. The setting they found themselves in certainly heightened their arousal. Here they were, committing a taboo coupling in a shed with no one to bother them. They were enthralled by their instinct to mate.
"Fuck, Sarah! You're gonna make me cum!" Albert announced. Smiling devilishly, Sarah planted her feet flat on the cushions and began to ride him more vigorously.
Her ass slammed into him with salacious force. Her ass and thighs reverberated every time she bottomed out on Albert's cock. She was addicted to fucking this old man. Sarah's mind was tainted with perversion. Albert was at the mercy of this woman, he couldn't have fought her off of him even if he'd wanted to.
He let out a loud gasp and his toes curled from her pounding away at his cock. The old man began to thrust upward causing their flesh to clap in a rhythmic symphony. Sarah loved to see Albert writhing with pleasure beneath her. The sounds of their flesh smacking reverberated in their ears. "You like how I'm fucking you, Albert? Hm, you don't seem so cocky now, you old pervert."
"Augh! Sarah! Soon! I- argh!" Albert moaned incoherently.
"That's what I want to hear. Cum inside me again, Albert. Do it. Fill me up with your cum. I need it," Sarah sexily cooed, biting her lip.
"GAH!" Albert grunted as he finally came.
Planting her ass firmly against his pelvis, she felt him shoot more of his sticky cum inside of her unprotected pussy. She was being incredibly reckless, but she was simply too horny to care.
Once his orgasm had subsided, Sarah slowly rolled off of Albert and laid down beside him. Leaning forward, she planted a passionate kiss on his lips before saying, "Hmm, that was fun. Did you enjoy the ride?"
"Ah, yes, it was good. Really damn good," Albert gasped. "Heh, god, it seems like you're trying to get yourself knocked up." Sarah cocked her brow to contemplate what he'd said. His words forced her to face the repercussions of her actions. Given the healthy loads that he had shot inside of her, pregnancy was all too plausible.
Sarah again contemplated the idea of being impregnated by this old man. The implications would be blasphemous. At the same time, the sheer wrongness of it all left her hopelessly hornier. However, her post-sex clarity was beginning to set in.
"Ugh, dammit, I'm being stupid," she sighed realizing the risk of her actions. "I'm not trying to get knocked up right now, Albert. Especially by you. This was just a..." Sarah failed to find the words to verbalize what this entanglement entailed.
"Gah, I'm just teasing you, Sarah," Albert playfully remarked. In reality, however, he wouldn't mind knocking her up if she allowed him to. Hell, he wanted to plant a baby inside her.
"Hm, I'm not sure how I feel about this..." Sarah muttered with uncertainty. "But I think I should make you wear condoms." Her statement caused Albert to squint with defiance.
"Don't worry about that, sexy! We're just having some much-needed fun. There's nothing wrong with that," Albert assured. "And condoms? As risky as it is, going raw is just so much better, wouldn't you agree?" he reasoned, trying not to show his desperation. Sarah nibbled on her finger, her mind was torn between her hazy lust and rationale.
"I- I suppose you're right. Going raw definitely does feel better..." she quietly answered. Sarah wasn't entirely sure if they should even do this again. "Augh... damn you, Albert... It's lucky for you that contraceptives exist."
"Heh, I agree," the old man chuckled. "But you can't blame a man for wanting to knock you up!" he teased. "You're just so sexy and beautiful!"
Sarah gasped, she was both repelled and strangely aroused at the old man's blunt statement. "Ugh, Albert! Stop it, I don't want to have this conversation. It's bad enough that I let you fuck me raw and cum inside of me. Just consider yourself an extremely lucky man. Now let's just drop this, yeah?"
Albert slowly nodded, not wanting to further provoke his blonde goddess. However, his male instincts were raging wildly; he wanted nothing more than to claim this beautiful wife and continue his efforts to impregnate her! "Whatever you say, sexy," he smirked.
Rolling her fetching green eyes, Sarah felt ashamed of having allowed this elderly man to have his way with her and put her in such a risky situation. It was so depraved, so dangerous, and yet so fun... But she had to admit that she shared a fair amount of the blame.
The very idea of getting knocked up by Albert felt so wrong and morally questionable to Sarah. However, the longer she pondered the taboo nature of the situation, the more she found an inexplicable allure in the forbidden and provocative aspects of the scenario.
Unwilling to completely surrender to these taboo thoughts, she shoved them to the back of her mind and focused on the pleasure of her fornication with Albert. Sarah wanted to just keep chasing the high of this thrill, regardless of the risk of pregnancy and her relationship with her husband. Her horny mind rationalized her depravity, blaming Alex for not giving her what she needed. A husband had a duty to tend to his wife; if he failed to do so, then he deserved the consequences.
As short-lived as her erotic coupling with Albert had been, Sarah was already firmly addicted to his cock. He had unlocked pleasures she had never known. And she wanted more.
Pushing all these thoughts aside, Sarah was just leaning in to initiate another round of sex with Albert, when her phone suddenly rang. Snarling, the adulterous wife reached over to check who was calling. "Augh, dammit... I forgot I needed to stop by the firm and speak to a client. I have to go now, I can't be late," Sarah muttered in annoyance. Albert let out a disappointed sigh but nodded in agreement.
"I agree, you should get going now," Albert declared. "Don't let our little fun get in the way of your career."
"Aw, how thoughtful of you, Albert," Sarah chuckled, giving him a peck on the lips.
As they got dressed, Albert grabbed Sarah's black panties. "You don't mind if I keep these, do you?" Sarah rolled her eyes.
"Fine, just keep them to yourself, got it?" she said rather sternly.
"Of course. I'm really good at keeping secrets." Albert winked.
Pulling up her shorts, Sarah shuddered at the feel of his sticky seed collecting inside them. Once fully dressed, they cleaned up their mess and proceeded out of the shed. The cool outside air was refreshing for both of them.
"Wow, that was something," Albert said proudly, stretching his old arms up.
"It certainly was. Hm, I apologize for doubting you. You really know how to give a girl a good time," Sarah replied.
"Heh, much appreciated. Looks can be deceiving. But thanks for the excellent sex, Sarah. You really made this old man's day," Albert lightheartedly replied. Sarah hummed with delight. "Hey, was this just a one-time thing? Or do you want to keep doing this?" he added with genuine curiosity; of course, he never wanted this to end.
Sarah rubbed her chin and contemplated his question. She weighed her options, thinking about the risks. However, their abrupt interruption before another round of sex left her longing for more, which made her very malleable to her naughty urges.
"I'm down to keep this little arrangement of ours going," she answered back. But leaning down to him she locked her eyes with his and gave him a stern look. "But we need to be very careful. If anyone were to catch us, it would mean the end of me. That means no bragging to your friends, no pictures or videos. For anything that would pose a risk, you take extreme precautions. We wouldn't want my husband catching us, would we?"
Albert gave Sarah an affirming nod. "Of course. Why would I want to ruin this? Plus, you're a very nice lady, so I wouldn't want to get you into any trouble." Sarah smiled warmly before leaning forward and planting her soft lips with his.
"Hey, do you mind exchanging numbers with me so we can keep in touch?" Albert added. Sarah liked his quick thinking; she never had any form of contact with him prior to this since she thought she never needed to, until now.
"Sure, why not, just as long as you're careful," she answered.
After exchanging numbers, the two parted ways to their respective homes.
-
It had been a couple of days since Sarah had fucked her older neighbor. Strangely enough, Sarah hadn't been feeling guilty at all. She had just gone along with her life like normal.



Since their illicit coupling, Sarah had been awfully busy, which had left her with no time for a second meeting with her sly old neighbor. She had not noticed any signs of pregnancy since then, which was a relief since she had not yet found time to take a Plan B since that fateful day due to her job. Sarah had to admit, though, that she had allowed herself to get a little carried away.
Albert had messaged her several times trying to link up, but Sarah simply hadn't had the time, which put a strain on her since she was yearning for another proper fucking. She had tried masturbating to ease herself, but it hadn't done the job: she needed the real thing.
It was late at night. Sarah was lying in bed with Alex snoring loudly next to her. She had waved Albert off so many times, but now she was finally free for the next few days. Shooting him a text, she asked if he wanted to meet up tomorrow.
"Finally!" the old man texted back. "I was wondering if you were just leading me on. I've been starving for more action with you."
Sarah carefully checked to make sure Alex was still asleep, before replying, "Sorry, I was busy with work and family business."
"Fuck your responsibilities. You should be bouncing on my cock all day every day!"
"Albert, stop your whining. I'm available now, aren't I?" she quickly typed back.
"Tomorrow seems like forever from now. I can barely sleep because all I'm thinking about is you."
"Hm, I'm having trouble sleeping, too. I can't stop thinking about that big cock of yours," Sarah texted, biting her lip and squeezing her loins.
"Heh, no wonder you texted me so late," Albert replied, then began to type again. "Hey, since neither of us can sleep, why don't we just meet up now?" Sarah arched her brow.
"What? Albert, I'm not sure if that's a good idea. My husband is home!" she cautiously replied.
"Screw your husband. You owe me a good fuck! Just sneak over to my house. I have a nice comfy spot in my bed for ya," the old man responded, pulling out all the spots to try to persuade the beautiful young wife. Sarah was aroused at the idea of sneaking over to her neighbor's house to fuck, but she felt like it was too early for that and way too risky.
"I don't know..." Sarah messaged back.
"What's the matter?? Are you afraid that your husband might wake up?" Albert inquired.
Sarah glanced over at Alex again, before texting, "No, it's not that. Alex is a heavy sleeper actually. He takes sleeping pills before bed, so he won't wake up until he has to go to work again."
Albert began to type again. "Well, then why are you so worried? What's the problem?"
Sighing, Sarah typed, "It's just that it would feel weird with him lying right here. It feels kinda wrong."
"Wrong?? Do you realize what it is we are doing? You are well past feeling 'wrong'. Hell, you probably love how wrong it is since you are willing to keep this affair going," Albert reasoned. Sarah grasped his meaning. He was right; she was addicted to the depravity of their naughty relationship.
"Hm, affair?" Sarah grinned devilishly.
"Yes, isn't that what this is?"
Sarah looked over to her husband again. Sighing, she replied, "Mhm, just wanted to make sure. You old bastard, you really know how to push my buttons."
"Heh, I do, and then some," he replied suggestively. Sarah quietly chuckled to herself. "So is that a 'yes', or..." Albert continued.
Rolling her green eyes, Sarah bit her lip and texted, "Fine, meet me at the side door of my garage. I think I have a new fun place to fuck where no one can bother us." She wasn't entirely sure where she was going with this, but it was the first place that had leaped to her dirty mind.
"You got it, Sarah. I'll see you in five," Albert quickly answered.
Putting her phone down, Sarah felt her heart racing with anticipation. She gave Alex one last glance: he was still sleeping soundly, so she carefully slipped out of bed. Tying her hair into a messy bun, she stripped off her sleepwear and put on a suggestive silk robe with nothing underneath before heading downstairs.
Going into the garage, she used the flashlight on her phone to navigate her way to the side door. Unlocking it, she slowly opened it to see Albert eagerly waiting, wearing a robe as well, with some slides on his feet.
"Hey, Albert. Long time no see," Sarah greeted him.
"Hey, sexy. I've been waiting to fuck you again," he replied with a sly grin.
Sarah offered back a mischievous grin before scanning outside for any possible witnesses. "Did you close the gate behind you?" she cautiously inquired -- to get to the side door to the garage, Albert needed to access a wooden gate that went into Sarah's backyard. Albert nodded his balding head. "Good, now hurry up and get in here."
Reaching out, Sarah grabbed the old man and yanked him inside the garage. Closing the door behind them and locking it, she immediately leaned down and intertwined lips with him. The two eagerly made out with each other in the darkness of the garage. The sounds of their lips smacking and sucking echoed off the walls.
"I can't see a damn thing in here. Where are we going to get down and dirty?" Albert asked as he pulled away from Sarah's lips.
"Here, follow me," she instructed him, leading the way with her flashlight. Reaching her SUV, she opened the backseat door and ushered Albert in. The old veteran gave her an amused look before climbing inside.
Following him inside, Sarah closed the door behind her and sat beside her elderly lover. The car's interior was bathed in the dim moonlight that was filtering through the small garage windows, creating a subtly romantic ambiance. The darkly tinted car windows added an extra layer of privacy to the scene.
"Em, won't your husband notice the smell after, you know..." Albert cautiously inquired.
"He has his own car. This is my car," Sarah replied. "Alex has no reason to check inside. But I'll make sure to clean up after us once we're done. " Her assurance caused Albert to relax a bit more.
Stretching his hairy old legs out, Albert was impressed by how much room there was in the backseat of her car. And the seats were big enough to allow them to lie down comfortably. It was perfect.
Undoing her robe, Sarah tossed it over into the front seat and turned to Albert. "How about we continue where we left off?" she said in a low seductive voice, grabbing his chin and directing his face toward hers.
"With pleasure!" he cheered.
Kicking his slides off, he undid the belt of his robe, tossing it about in the car. Sarah's siren-green eyes widened as she realized that, like her, he wore nothing underneath. "You dirty old man. It seems like we shared the same idea," the blonde wife giggled.
"Heh, horny minds think alike," Alber remarked.
Sarah licked her lips as she caught sight of his semi-erect cock once again. Oh, how she had missed it. Taking hold of his shoulders, she leaned down and connected her lips with his. The two pulled each other into a passionate embrace.
They tugged and groped at each other as their tongues twirled in an erotic dance. "I missed making out with you, Sarah," Albert uttered as they momentarily separated lips.
"Yeah, I missed making out with you too," Sarah replied in a low voice.
Shifting her body onto the seat, Sarah pushed Albert onto his back. She gave him a mischievous grin; she was eager to do some more nasty things with this dirty old man. "Hey, Albert," she began. He tilted his balding head. "Do you know what a 69 is?"
Albert's blue eyes lit up with excitement. "Of course I do! Are we going to do that right now?" he eagerly replied.
Chuckling, Sarah gave no response and began to reposition her body. Straddling Albert, she spun herself around until her face was above his cock, and her pussy was hovering over his face.
Albert's throat went dry at the sight of Sarah's sopping wet pussy mere inches from his face. He could smell her womanly aroma and feel her heat; her shapely body nearly concealed his smaller older one beneath her. At the same time, Sarah observed his cock quickly stiffening until he was fully erect. She salivated, wanting his big cock in her mouth again.
"I hope you remember how to eat pussy, you old dog," Sarah playfully teased.
"Heh, don't you worry about me, sweetheart, I'm gonna eat your pussy out so well!" Albert confidently replied.
Smirking, Sarah lowered herself onto the old man's face. "Ohhh," she moaned, feeling his lips make contact with her slit. Before she knew it, Albert was eagerly licking and sucking on her.
Albert loved how Sarah tasted. He hungrily gulped down her leaking womanly juices, satiating his dry throat. Gripping Albert's skinny legs, Sarah's eyelids fluttered with pleasure. Alex rarely ate out her pussy, and even when he did, he wasn't nearly as good as this old bastard.
Feeling Albert prodding his hips upward, Sarah glanced down to see his cock raging hard and throbbing profusely. "Whoops, sorry," she playfully apologized. Leaving down, she wrapped her lips around his bulbous cockhead and took him down her throat with ease. Albert let out a sigh of relief feeling his cock inside Sarah's wet mouth again.
Although a bit frantic and uncoordinated at first, Albert quickly got back into the rhythm of pussy eating. His old tongue ran up and down Sarah's pussy lips, grazing past her clit. Sarah moaned on his cock as she skillfully bobbed her head with circular motions.
The sounds of sucking, slurping, and glucking filled the interior of the car. Albert grabbed Sarah's soft ass and tugged her deeper into his mouth, eliciting a loud moan from her. The two were in total ecstasy. Albert was living his wildest dreams, while Sarah was high on the thrill of her taboo actions. Here she was, doing a 69 with her elderly neighbor in the back of her car with her husband sleeping upstairs. God, she was such a naughty perverted slut.
The feeling of his little wet tongue wriggling past her lips caused Sarah to writhe with pleasure. She sucked him even harder, signaling Albert to keep doing what he was doing. Albert groaned as this goddess of a woman slurped his cock. Digging deeper, he searched for her G-spot. From his experience, he knew that it should be somewhere near where his tongue was prodding.
After some further exploring, he pressed his tongue into a certain small area inside Sarah's wet pussy. Hearing and feeling a loud moan coming from her, Albert knew that he had indeed hit the spot. He began his assault on her special place and a river of her juices started to flow into his mouth. It was hard to focus with his nostrils full of her hypnotizing aroma and the pleasure from her skillful sucking, but he persevered.
Soon, Sarah was reaching her limit. She was forced to pop her mouth from Albert's cock to loudly moan out her carnal pleasure. "Oh fuck! Yes yes yes! Right there, Albert! Right there!" she wailed. His wet tongue assaulted her G-spot, causing her to quiver violently.
"GAH! OH MY GODDDD!" Sarah screamed as her orgasm ripped through her body. She gripped Albert's legs as she came violently. Her juices poured directly from her quaking slit into Albert's mouth. The old man groaned as his throat was flooded with her sweet cream. He frantically gulped down as much as he could so he could get a gasp of breath.
As her orgasm subsided, Sarah slowly lifted herself off of Albert's face. Sliding off the seat and onto the car floor, she kneeled next to her elderly lover and snickered as he gasped for air. His wrinkly mouth was wet and slathered with her female juices.
"Hm, you're really good at eating pussy. I guess all that experience paid off, you old pervert," Sarah chuckled with satisfaction.
"Gah... yeah it did. Your pussy is delectable, Sarah," Albert cheered, wiping his mouth with his arm.
Smiling, Sarah glanced over toward his crotch and saw his cock throbbing heavily into the air. "Hm, you still haven't gotten to cum yet. Heh, sorry, why don't I help you with that," Sarah seductively spoke into his ear. Albert's eyes widened with excitement.
The SUV's suspension creaked and the sound of muffled moans echoed throughout the dark garage. Sarah's bare feet were planted against the side window of the back seat, leaving moist imprints as Albert rutted on top of her like a wild animal. Their bodies were slick with sweat and the air was humid and steamy from their nasty fucking.
"Fuck! Sarah! Your pussy feels so good! I could fuck this forever!" Albert growled as he thrust away into the blonde's sopping pussy.
"Mhmmm, yes! You can keep fucking this pussy whenever and wherever you like, Albert! I love getting pounded by your big old cock!" Sarah moaned in a breathy voice, licking her lips as the old man gripped her tits with his bony hands. "Keep talking that shit, Albert! Go all the way! Tell me your naughtiest and nastiest fantasies!" she begged.
Grinning deviously, Albert felt his heart thumping with anticipation and primal arousal. "You are mine, Sarah! I'm gonna keep fucking you until I knock you up!" the old man grunted. He knew Sarah was skeptical about the whole subject, but he was too horny to care.
Sarah's eyes widened: she was startled and slightly amused at the direction of his naughty remarks. "Albert! Ah! I told you! Mhmm, I don't want to think about that!" she exclaimed with a moaning voice. Albert shifted his grip from her perky mammaries so that he could grasp Sarah's left leg and mount it over his shoulder.
"Augh! You say you don't want to think about it, but we're fucking raw again. And I don't plan on pulling out," Albert remarked with a smirk as he drove his cock into her needy love canal. "I think your body is trying to tell you something," he suggested.
Sarah was torn. She kicked herself for forgetting to take any precautions again. She had intended to begin taking birth control again in anticipation of this. But it wouldn't arrive from her doctor for another week, and condoms were definitely out of the picture. If they even made condoms big enough to fit Albert's monster.
"Ah! Albert! Fuck... no..." she mewled. "Just pull out, okay?" The old man grunted in annoyance.
"I'm sorry, sweetheart, but that ain't happening," he declared. Sarah's heart pounded in her chest. "This old man is really trying to get me pregnant!" she screamed to herself.
"Augh! Albert! This is wrong! No!" the blonde goddess objected, but the reality was that the pleasure from his cock was overwhelming her token resistance.
"Augh! Come on, Sarah. Why don't you just indulge me? I know you don't want to get pregnant. You can just take another contraceptive. So what's the big deal?" Albert reasoned. "Let's just give in to our natural desires. What do you young folk call it nowadays? Role play? Yeah, that," he groaned with pleasure as he rhythmically thrust his hips.
Sarah contemplated his reasoning. She could always take a Plan B. Furthermore, it was almost time for her period, which provided a measure of extra safety. She unknowingly bit her lip as the idea of getting knocked up by Albert took over her horny mind. The wrongness of it was... undeniably arousing. And this role-play he was offering could serve as an avenue to release her carnal desires.
"Hmm... do you wanna knock up your hot neighbor?" Sarah spoke, offering an excited smile. Albert's old eyes widened to realize that she was cooperating in their role-play.
"Augh! You're damn right I want to knock you up," Albert moaned as he hugged her long leg with a vice grip and intensified his fucking. A mischievous laugh escaped Sarah's lips.
"What will my husband think of his elderly neighbor getting his wife pregnant with his baby?" she playfully cooed. She moaned loudly in rhythm with his thrusting. Albert was thoroughly enjoying how much she was immersing herself in the role-play.
"Heh, he wouldn't think anything because he would never know! This will be our naughty secret." Sarah grinned devilishly at his taboo words.
"Hmm, and are you okay with being a father at such an old age??" she continued, her stomach fluttering with excited arousal.
"GAH! YES!" He slammed his cock deep inside of Sarah as he gripped her long leg. "I don't care how old I am! A woman like you deserves to be impregnated. I'm surprised you haven't had a kid yet."
"Alex wants some, and we've been trying. Well, trying would be an understatement since we hardly have sex due to him being at work all the time," Sarah replied in a breathy voice. "Hm, but I certainly won't mind it if you assumed the responsibility of breeding my married pussy. If my husband won't do the job, someone needs to get busy."
Albert grinned and his faded blue eyes glinted with primal hunger. "I'm gonna breed you over and over again! You're going to have my babies!"
Sarah's green eyes rolled back into their sockets as the pistoning of Albert's hips intensified. His big cock repeatedly slammed against her cervix. She began to imagine what it would be like having this old man's kids. She pondered the possible features of what a hypothetical kid between them would look like. Would a baby look like its elderly father? Or would a baby take after its mother? As for Alex, Sarah was confident that he wouldn't even bat an eye.
Releasing her leg, Albert leaned down and shoved his face between her soft breasts. Sarah's legs sexily hung in the air as the old veteran pounded away at her pussy, fully committed to the fantasy of breeding his fertile young neighbor. Sarah tilted her attention down to the balding man as he eagerly sucked and licked her breasts. She bit her lip, wondering how she had gone from totally despising this old bastard, to fucking him like they were wild animals in heat.
"Mhhmm, yes! Albert! Fuck me harder, stud!" she wailed. Their breaths were hot and steamy, adding to the humidity of the air.
Reaching down, Sarah grabbed Albert's small naked ass and assisted him with his thrusting. She kneaded and groped his bony cheeks, causing him to moan into her tits. The sounds of their heavy breathing and the wet squelching of their sexes filled the car.
His cock slid in and out of Sarah's pussy with ease. With every thrust, she was driven deeper and deeper into ecstasy. His big juicy cock struck every sweet spot in her pussy, jolting her body with heavy waves of pleasure. The feeling of his heavy sack slapping against her ass only added to her carnal lust.
"Augh, Sarah, I'm gonna cum soon!" Albert announced. Sarah bit her lip and firmly wrapped her legs around the old man's small waist, ensuring that he had no way to pull out. Not that he wanted to anyway.
"Yeah? Do it. Knock me up, Albert. Dump a baby in my belly. I want it. Plant your seed in my fertile pussy!" Sarah begged. Albert's heart pounded, and his male instinct to breed went into overdrive. She knew that doing this again was ridiculously risky, but she didn't care. She was learning that sex felt so much better when she was trying to make a baby.
Scooting himself up onto Sarah's taller and shapelier body, Albert crouched onto the seat and folded her into a mating press. He repeatedly drove his cock deep, edging ever closer to insemination. The two howled out their carnal moans of desire as they rutted away.
"Gah! Get knocked up, bitch!" Albert roared. Planting his cock balls deep, he unleashed his virile old seed into Sarah's fertile young uterus. The feeling of his warmth flooding her pussy ushered her into an orgasm of her own, causing her walls to milk his shaft as they eagerly sought to pull a baby from Albert's old cock.
The unlikely lovers moaned in ecstasy as they participated in the most primal of unions. Leaning down to Sarah's face, Albert locked lips with her and tantalized her tongue into a mutual tango.
Shooting the last of his load, Albert collapsed onto Sarah. The two had to pause their deep kissing long enough to gasp desperately for air. "Ah, I can't wait for you to get knocked up," Albert uttered.



Sarah ran her fingers through the few remaining wisps on his balding head and chuckled mischievously. "Hm, you're gonna have to fuck me a few more times if you want that to happen. Are you ready to go again?" Sarah teased. Albert grinned eagerly. They were fully immersed in their naughty role-play.
"You are an insatiable woman," he exclaimed as his cock reared up again inside of her for another round of nasty breeding.
"Mhm, it's all thanks to you, Albert. You corrupted this quaint wife into a slut for your big cock," Sarah spoke excitedly.
-
The car's suspension creaked heavily as Sarah rode Albert's cock in reverse cowgirl position. She slowly turned her head and locked eyes with him as she skillfully rolled her wide child-bearing hips against his narrow pelvis.
Albert closed his bony hands around her succulent hips as her perfect ass slammed into him. His decrepit moans were like music to Sarah's ears. "Mhmm, fuck... your cock feels so good inside of me. I love riding your old cock, Albert," she cooed in a low throaty voice.
"Heh! How does it feel to be a perverted slut??" Albert growled, giving his blonde mate a playful spank on her right cheek, leaving a red hand mark on her skin.
"Fuuuckkk, it feels so good! I love getting my pussy pounded by a hung old bastard like you!" Sarah screamed as she rolled her hips into Albert.
Albert hungrily watched as his cock disappeared and reappeared from Sarah's tight pussy. Her walls suckled his shaft perfectly, generating mind-melting pleasure for both of them. He licked his lips, entranced by the rhythmic movements of her perfect ass. The old man was living the dream.
After long minutes of skillful riding, Sarah was suddenly shoved forward onto the center console armrest. As she lay on her belly now, Albert positioned himself behind her and rapidly mounted his goddess. Slipping back inside her soaking pussy, Albert pistoned his hips with vigor, sending Sarah into peals of delighted surprise.
Reaching forward, Albert grabbed a handful of Sarah's blonde hair and yanked her head back. "Your body is mine! Your pussy is mine! You are mine! I don't care that you're married. I'm going to fuck you whenever and however I want! And I'm going to breed over and over again!" the aggressive old man roared, giving her several more spanks.
"Yes! My body is yours, Albert! Hmm, I can't wait for you to make me a mommy, and for you to be my baby daddy!" Sarah wailed with pleasure, her eyes rolling back into her skull.
Albert liked the idea of finally becoming a daddy. He wished he'd found a woman like Sarah during his more youthful days. They would have had a sizable family by now.
He continued to thrust into Sarah, causing her supple ass to reverberate. The feeling of his big cock filling and stretching out her pussy was pure ecstasy. Heavy panting and the squelching of their sexes rang in their ears. The interior reeked from their intense breeding. Sarah wondered how she was ever going to clean this stench out.
"Keep pulling my hair just like that, Daddy!" Sarah begged as she was properly dicked down.
Her calling him daddy sent Albert over the edge. "I'm gonna fucking cum soon, Sarah!" the old man announced. "I'm gonna impregnate you!" Releasing her blonde hair, Albert rested his smaller body along her back and hugged her torso.
"Yes! I'm gonna cum, too! Cum inside of me again! Plant your seed inside my adulterous married pussy! Breed me, Daddy! Make me your mommy, you old bull," Sarah uttered in a moaning voice as Albert humped her from behind. The feeling of his cock throbbing inside of her made her eyelids flutter in pleasure.
With one final thrust, Albert came once more, spewing his virile seed deep inside her fertile pussy. Sarah's glazed eyes flickered as her climax tore through her body. The two moaned in pure bliss as they climaxed together in their depraved union.
-
After an unknown amount of time, Sarah and Albert stepped out of the car. The robes in which they had arrived were loosely draped upon their bodies, leaving an ungodly mess behind them. They had fucked all over every inch of Sarah's car. In the driver's seat, the front passenger seat, and the trunk. They had slathered their sweat and other bodily fluids across almost every surface of the interior.
The two debauched lovers were utterly exhausted from the amount of mating they had undertaken. Sarah sighed, knowing that she was going to have to wake up early and thoroughly clean the car. More importantly, there was every chance that Albert might have knocked her up with the amount of cum he pumped inside of her. But she was too tired to ponder that right now. Checking the time on her phone, her exhausted eyes widened with the realization that it was almost five in the morning.
Ushering Albert to the side door, she braced her hip and gave him a satisfied smile. "Hmm, that was something, wasn't it Albert? Was all that waiting worth it?" she playfully inquired, adjusting her robe over her shoulder.
Albert showed a mischievous grin and nodded. "Hehe, yes! I'm gonna sleep great tonight, that's for sure." Sarah wished she could say the same, but she had to get some major cleaning done for the sake of caution.
"Heh, that was some pretty fun role-play, don't you think?" he added. Sarah smirked and nodded abashedly. "Sex just feels so much better when you're trying to make a baby," Albert teased her provocatively.
"Hm, I agree," Sarah hummed. She had thoroughly enjoyed their pretend breeding, and she wanted to do some more of that the next time they linked up. "But I think you should get running along now. My husband will be up soon," the blonde goddess declared. Then leaning down to his ear she whispered, "My hung elderly daddy..."
Giving Albert an affectionate kiss on the lips, she playfully pushed him out of her garage and promptly closed the door behind him. The sly old man stretched his arms out into the cool early morning air before striding triumphantly back to his home...
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It had been almost a week and a half since Sarah and Albert had their nasty fuck session in her car. As naughty and carnal was their mating session, Sarah was relieved that she had her period soon after and she didn't need to take a pill. Plan B's always made her feel like crap. She was certain that the old man's virile seed would surely have knocked her up in any other situation. As fun as it was role-playing about trying to get bred, she still wasn't entirely sure if she wanted a kid yet, especially through an affair. Alex would be livid if he were to ever find out. And playing it off as his? Well, maybe it's not the most moral thing to do. But the risk of making a baby under such depraved actions was certainly enjoyable for her.
Their meetings had since ceased due to Sarah being busy with work at her law firm and abrupt out-of-town family gatherings she had to attend, leaving her elderly lover all lonesome at home.
Sitting in his rocking chair on his front porch, Albert frustratedly tapped his wrinkly finger on the armrest, wondering when his sexy adulterous goddess would return. The last time they properly talked was about two days ago, but even then, their conversation was brief and casual. Of course, they still exchanged messages, but any time they did, it was also kept casual. As much as Albert tried to get Sarah in the mood, she refused to properly engage with him due to her wanting to be cautious. He was furious and hopelessly horny that Sarah felt seemingly out of reach.
However, his old blue eyes widened seeing Sarah's husband's car pulled into the driveway with her inside. "Fuck, finally," he frustratedly muttered, his cock swelled with anticipation in his cargo shorts. He had been eager to do more fun naughty things with her.
So slowly getting up from his chair, he stepped off of his porch and proceeded onto Sarah's driveway. Her husband was the first to see the old veteran. "Oh, hey Albert, what are you doing here?" Alex greeted. Sarah stepped out of the vehicle immediately upon hearing the old man's name.
"Eh, nothing much. I was just sitting on my porch when I saw you guys pull in. I just wanted to say hi and wonder what your guys were up to," Albert explained, casually rubbing the back of his neck. Glancing over to Sarah, he tried to contain a mischievous smirk.
"Hm, well that's nice of you. We just got back from visiting some family. Which I would admit was a little draining," Alex replied with obvious strain in his tone. Albert just gave an understanding nod.
"Heh, I know what you mean. Having to spend time with relatives can be tiring. I usually dread having to spend time with my family. Let's just say that most of us don't exactly see eye to eye," Albert replied, laughing a bit. As the two joined in laughter, Sarah came up behind Alex and placed a tender hand on his shoulder.
"Hello, Albert," Sarah greeted with a mischievous smile that hinted at a shared secret. Alex seemed clueless but Albert felt a nervous flutter as he beheld his tall, blonde goddess in the flesh once more. She radiated confidence in a white blouse paired with sensuously ripped denim jeans that hugged her curves, and black ankle-strap heels that added a touch of allure. Her long, golden hair cascaded down, framing a face that seemed to defy description. "What have you been up to?" she inquired, her tone suggestive, leaving Albert momentarily breathless.
"Uh, greetings, Sarah," Albert replied, trying to contain his growing erection. His frustration toward her momentarily dissipated from her enticing beauty. But shaking his head back into focus, he flashed Sarah an annoyed glare for not finding the time to fuck him. "You know, all alone at home, trying to enjoy my retirement... But it gets awfully lonely at times." Sarah gave a sympathetic smile. She knew the old man was frustrated not being able to see her.
"Awe, that's a shame, Albert. I'm sorry to hear that. If you're feeling a bit lonely, I can hang out with you for a bit." Sarah flashed a suggestive wink which her husband failed to see.
"Heh, that's nice of you honey," her husband chimed in. "And speaking of tiring... I think I need to take a nap. I've been driving all day," Alex yawned. Albert's heart raced as the perfect opportunity revealed itself. The two debauched lovers gave each other a knowing smile.
"Okay, honey. Go ahead upstairs. Do you want me to make dinner, or do you want takeout?" Sarah casually said. Alex yawned again and shrugged.
"You can do whatever. I'll see you around, Albert," Alex bid a farewell before disappearing into the house. Sarah and Albert smiled and returned a parting wave before turning to each other.
The two stared at each other. As the old man looked up to his blonde lover, his cock could hardly contain itself and he became hopelessly erect seeing how sexy Sarah was. But squinting at her again, he let out an annoyed snarl.
"What's the matter, Albert?" she inquired, bracing her hand on her hip.
"Where the hell have you been?! It's been almost a week and a half since the last time we fucked!" Albert complained. Sarah rolled her green eyes.
"I'm sorry, Albert. I'm a busy woman. Do I need to remind you that I have responsibilities beyond our relationship? You should be lucky that I'm even fucking you at all," Sarah snapped back. But sighing, she continued, "Sorry, I'll try and warn you about these things sooner."
Albert maintained his frustration toward her. "Hmph, you could have at least engaged with me a bit more. I was starting to feel like you were trying to lead me on again," the old man grumbled.
"Ugh, Albert. I was at work and around family. I can't risk messaging you like that," Sarah reasoned. Albert remained in a sour mood.
Rolling her eyes, she strode to him; her heels clicking rhythmically. Wrapping her arms around Albert, Sarah pulled him into a deep embrace. The old man's anger toward her seemingly faded as his face was stuffed into her cleavage. "Will it make you feel better if I say that I missed my daddy's big - juicy - cock?" Sarah whispered seductively into his ear.
Albert's erection grew even harder, threatening to burst from his shorts. "I don't think we have time to fuck right now since I have to get dinner ready soon, but I do have time to give you a little 'something'," she suggestively alluded. Albert arched his brow. But considering anything was better than nothing, he nodded.
"Hmm, what do you have in mind?" Albert curiously inquired, his mood lightening.
Smirking, Sarah took Albert's hand and led him deeper into the garage. Taking him in front of her SUV where no one could see them from outside, she carefully pushed the old man onto the hood and gracefully fell to her knees. "Hmm, I've been craving to have this cock in my mouth again," Sarah muttered in a low voice and she undid Albert's cargo shorts.
Unzipping his shorts, she pulled them down to his ankles and began to work on his underwear. "Aren't you a bit nervous that your husband might return?" Albert cautiously asked. Sarah grinned deviously.
"No, when he says he's going to take a nap, he takes a nap," she replied. "Why? Are you scared that he might catch us?" Albert gave an unsure nod. "Doesn't the risk make this fun? I know it does for me," Sarah mused. The old man sighed and smirked in agreement.
Fishing out Albert's erect cock from his underwear, Sarah let out a delightful gasp. "Oh? Someone has been missing me."
"Heh, someone definitely has. I've been craving to feel that wet mouth of yours again," Albert chuckled. "Now quit your yapping and get sucking, sexy," he ordered sternly, the old bastard had no desire for foreplay.
Sarah gave Albert a bemused look at his sudden command. Smirking, she tossed her long hair past her shoulders and obediently leaned forward; she secretly loved being bossed around like the adulterous wife she was.
Wrapping her soft lips around his bulbous cockhead, Sarah slid his juicy cock down her throat. Albert groaned in relief feeling her warm welcoming mouth once more.
Soon, Sarah began to skillfully bob her head back and forth, causing Albert to stand on his toes. The blonde goddess hummed with satisfaction tasting his masculine flavor and feeling him throb on her tongue. Adding circular motions to her head, her sucking intensified.
Albert gazed at Sarah as she sloppily sucked his cock. The fluid motions of her suctioning mouth entranced him. She eagerly slurped up his salty goodness causing her to moan with satisfaction. The low vibrations she was emitting only added to the pleasure, making Albert shudder with pleasure.
"That's it... good slut... Suck my cock just like that," Albert grunted. Reaching down, he grabbed her head with both hands and tugged her deeper into his cock. Sarah groaned as she felt his massive pole fill her esophagus. Her fetching green eyes watered and her chest burned from the lack of air she was getting.
Albert grinned seeing her mascara getting ruined. The sounds of slurping and sucking were like music to his ears. "You look so good with my cock down your throat," Albert grunted. Sarah hummed with delight as she locked eyes with him, creating another layer of sensation around his girth.
Popping his cock from her mouth, she wrapped her slender fingers around his juicy shaft and stroked him. "I love sucking your cock, Daddy. It feels so good stretching my throat," she uttered, sliding her delicate hand up and down his slathered cock. "Mhmm, do you like how I'm stroking your big juicy cock?"
"God... I love it... Keep going, my beautiful slut," the old man groaned. Her right hand was wet from her precum mixed saliva. With a skillful hand, she added circular motions to her strokes, causing Albert to drop his head back and moan.
Sliding her hand down to the base of his shaft, she playfully smacked his cock against her lips and cheeks, further making a mess out of herself. "Hmm, your cock is so big, Albert. I love how it feels against my face," she cooed, planting wet kisses along his veiny shaft.
Stroking his cock, Sarah moved down and enveloped his heavy balls with her lips. Keeping eye contact, she hummed and suckled his babymakers. "Ohhh, yeah, baby. That's what I'm talking about. You really are just some slut. You just needed a man with a real cock to awaken you," Albert groaned victoriously. Sarah giggled and used her tongue to play with his ball.
The sounds of her stroking and sucking played like a melody in his old ears. He felt like he was living a fantasy. Here he was in his neighbor's garage, with his adulterous wife on her knees sucking his cock. Life was good for the lecherous old man.
"Gah, I'm about to cum soon..." Alber declared in a husky voice.
"Yeah? Hmm. Cum on my face, Daddy," Sarah replied, popping his testicle from her mouth. Using both hands, she stroked him eagerly. Skillfully applying fluid twisting motions, she made Albert's knees buckle and his eyes roll back. Her fast strokes made fast and wet slicking sounds that reverberated in the garage.
"Yes, yes... keep doing that. Augh... Tell me how much you want my cum..." Albert grunted, wincing with pleasure.
Smirking, Sarah bit her lip and replied, "Hmm, I want you to cum on my face so badly, Daddy. I want your thick old man cum to slather my face so I can lick it all up. Come on, cum for me Albert. I need it. Cum, cum for me please." Her stroking intensified and Albert's precum leaked profusely from his cavernous slit.
"It's so naughty that I'm stroking your big cock, trying to make you cum with my husband just inside the house," Sarah cooed, her hands slathered with her precum-mixed saliva.
"How much bigger am I than your husband?" Albert playfully inquired.
"Sooo much bigger, Albert. And you cum sooo much more than him. You shoot ropes, while Alex spurts pathetic squirts." Her horny mind couldn't help but spill the naughty truth.
"Gah, yes! I love it when you talk to me like that! Ah, I'm about to burst!" Albert moaned.
Grinning with anticipation, Sarah sexily parted her lips and stretched her tongue out from her mouth. "Cum on my face, my big-cocked Daddy," she begged. With a few final pumps, Albert let out a decrepit moan and his cum erupted from his slit.
"GYYAAHHHHH!" Albert roared as he came violently.
Sarah flinched a bit feeling his hot and heavy load land across her pretty face. She continued to pump his shaft, eagerly trying to milk the old man's heavy balls. The blonde relished the feeling of his hot throbbing cock in her delicate hands. She hummed with delight feeling some of his salty sperm land on her tongue.
Shoot the last of his load, Albert let out a heavy sigh of relief. Glancing down, he grinned seeing his goddess's face painted with his thick sperm. Giving him a few more strong pumps, Sarah licked around her mouth and cleaned herself off with her fingers.
With a well-practiced hand, she scooped up his sticky cum and lapped it up. "Hmm, you taste so good, Albert," she purred, licking her sticky fingers. Albert just chuckled pridefully.
Cleaning her face off, Sarah picked herself up from the ground and gazed down at the shorter old man. "Did you like your treat, Albert? I hope this will compensate for all that lost time," she said, bracing her hand on her hip.
As much as Albert enjoyed her blowjob, he was aching for her sweet pussy. "Hah, hardly! You still owe me a fuck, there's no going around that," he remarked. Sarah arched her brow.
"Yeah, yeah. We'll get to that soon, Albert, but not right now," she casually replied. "I have things to do, remember?" The old veteran squinted frustratedly at Sarah.
"Fine, let's do it tonight," Albert declared, however, it didn't sound like a suggestion.
"Tonight?" Sarah reiterated with a bit of amusement. "You wanna do it in my car again? I know you certainly enjoyed it." Albert grinned deviously.
"Hmm, as much fun as it was doing it in your car, I must decline," he began. "I want you to come over to my house. I've been eager to fuck you on my bed." Sarah's fetching green eyes widened.
"Albert, I told you, it's too risky since Alex is here," Sarah objected, shaking her head. "If I were to sneak over, I would have no idea how to explain my absence if he wakes up."
"You say Alex never wakes up," Albert mentioned. Sarah sighed and rolled her eyes.
"That's not the point. It's about being careful. There is always a slight chance something might happen, and I'm not taking any risks, Albert," Sarah explained. "Plus, it's easier to explain when it's at my house." Albert groaned in annoyance.
"Hm, how about this," the old man began with a mischievous glint in his eyes. "Instead of sneaking over, why don't you just make an excuse to come over to my house?" Sarah tilted her head in intrigue. "This is a flawless plan, hehe," he mused. "You just need to come up with a convincing reason to be at my place. But ensure it's substantial enough to justify an extended stay because we're I'm gonna fuck that tight pussy of yours all night long." His salacious words caused Sarah to blush a bit.
Sarah sighed and rubbed her forehead. "This old bastard just won't give up, will he?" she thought. "Ugh, I don't know, Albert... What would I even tell Alex? 'Hey, honey, I'm gonna go over to Albert's house for an unknown amount of time, I should be back in the morning?'" she mused.
Albert nodded. "Exactly! You're a smart woman, I think you can come up with something. Besides, I'm just an old senile war veteran who needs help with things... a lot of things... I'm sure that your husband won't suspect a thing," he replied, confidently nodding to himself.
"And what if I don't agree to your little 'plan'?" Sarah questioned. She was already sneaking around behind her husband's back, and now Albert wanted her to make up a lie so she could come over to his house and fuck him? She was crossing so many moral boundaries!
"Heh, you'll agree alright. I know you're just itching to have my cock shoved inside that married pussy of yours," Albert replied. Gasping, Sarah blushed even harder; he was right. "Hm, I think you should get back inside and prepare dinner. I'm gonna need you all nourished from the intense fucking on my bed later tonight," the old pervert suggested.
Sarah was at a loss for words. Albert was so sly, so devious. She was aroused at his proposed plan; although it was mostly up to her to follow through on it. The old bastard had the easy part. Her silence only confirmed her agreement to their arrangement.
"Hm, I'll see you tonight then," Albert concluded. "But before I go, give me a kiss, sugar tits." Subconsciously leaning down, she followed his command and planted her lips with his. As their tongues danced, she couldn't help but feel aroused by this old man ordering her around.
Sarah squealed in Ablert's mouth feeling his boney hand give her voluptuous ass a firm squeeze. Pulling away, the old man offered a confident smirk and waved her goodbye. Sarah was left standing in the garage alone, trying to figure out what she was going to do.
-
It was around 8 PM and Sarah was having dinner with Alex sitting across from her. She nervously thought about a proper excuse that would cover her being gone for the night. Keeping a composed demeanor, she kept eyeing her husband casually eating his dinner. She felt a little guilty for what she was doing behind his back, but she needed cock, badly, and he wasn't willing or able to give her what she desired.
After a few minutes of playing with her food, Sarah finally came up with an excuse to come over to Albert's house. "Hey, honey," she called out. Alex looked up and arched his brow. "I... once we're finished eating dinner... I'm heading over to Albert's house for a bit," she nonchalantly stated, taking a bite from her fork.
"Oh? Why that? And why so late?" her husband questioned. Sarah felt her heart racing in her chest.
"When I was talking to him when you were taking a nap earlier, he said he needed help with some insurance claims. Apparently, he's displeased with his current law firm. So I offered to help him out." Alex tilted his head and nodded in understanding. Sarah let out a small breath of relief seeing that her ploy was working. "I intended to help him earlier today, but I was busy with dinner and chore stuff. You know how it is," she continued
"Awe, that's nice of you, honey," Alex replied. "Any idea how long you will be over?"
Sarah took a deep breath and answered, "Hm, I'm not sure, honey. He said these insurance claims are a bit hefty. So we might be going at it until the late hours. I'll try and let you know. So don't wait up for me, okay?" Sarah tried to contain a smirk saying that. She crossed her fingers under the table hoping her fabricated excuse wouldn't seem fishy.
To her relief, Alex happily nodded. "No worries, honey. Hm, I think you're such a sweetheart for helping out Albert. I'm pretty sure he doesn't have anyone. So I think he really appreciates you coming around and spending time with him."
Serina chuckled, trying to hide a devious grin. "I'm sure he does..." she calmly replied, returning her attention to her dinner.
-
Wearing a casual long skirt and a sweater, Sarah grabbed her work laptop to make her naughty scheme more believable. "Alright, honey, I'm heading out now. Have a good night. I'll see you later," she called out to her husband in bed.
Alex had already taken his sleeping pills so he was already half asleep. "Huh? Oh... yeah... Okay, honey, I'll see you later... Goodnight..." he incoherently replied as he drifted off into his deep slumber. Sarah hummed with a hint of mischief and exited their bedroom.
Walking out of her front door, she checked her phone to find a message from Albert not too long ago saying, "My front door is unlocked. Make sure to lock it behind you. I'm waiting upstairs in my room."



Sarah couldn't help but bite her lip from how naughty her adulterous activities were. Her stomach churned with anticipation as she strode to his front door.
Once there, she reached out for the knob and opened the door. A mix of uneasiness and arousal coursed through her. Entering, she closed it behind her and locked it, there was no going back now.
She scanned the inside of Albert's house. It was hard to observe the interior due to how dark it was inside. All Sarah could pick up was an old-timey aroma she couldn't properly describe, his house just smelt old, just like her grandparents' home.
Catching sight of the stairs in the darkness, she strode her way over to it. Slipping out of her slides, she quietly stepped upstairs. Her heart raced and her pussy moistened in anticipation. She couldn't believe she was going to fuck her elderly neighbor in his bed with her husband sleeping just next door. She bit her lip feeling so naughty.
Reaching the top of the stairs, Sarah spotted a dim from a slightly opened door down the hall. She subconsciously licked her lips concluding that was Albert's bedroom, and inside her secret lover was eagerly waiting for her.
Sneakily stepping down the hall, she reached for the door. Taking a moment to compose herself, Sarah slowly opened it and slipped inside. Her green eyes widened with delightful surprise seeing Albert lying in the center of his sizable bed butt naked.
"Good evening, Sarah," the old man greeted with a devious grin. Closing the door behind her and locking it, Sarah returned a mischievous smirk. Even though they were completely alone in the house, being locked in a room left to their nefarious activities provided an extra layer of thrill.
"Hey, Albert. I'm happy to see that you're all ready for me," Sarah replied, biting her lip. Her eyes tilted down seeing his cock rock hard and waiting for her wet tight pussy.
Glancing up and down her body, Albert grinned and said, "I hope you came in here wearing nothing underneath those pesky clothes of yours." Sarah rolled her eyes and smiled knowingly.
Grabbing the hem of her sweater and skirt, she pulled them apart revealing her bare tits and smooth shaven crotch. "You've read my mind," she remarked in a low voice. Sarah figured there was no point in wearing underwear since she was going to be needing them anyway.
Licking his lips, Albert's cock twitched and throbbed heavily. "Augh, stop standing there like the sexy tease you are!" he desperately exclaimed. "Get out of those clothes and join me while the night is still young!"
Letting out an excited giggle, Sarah placed her laptop on a nearby table and made quick work of her clothes. Reaching the foot of his king-sized bed, she jumped in with her phone in hand just in case Alex came calling.
-
"Ohhh, yes, fuck... Right there, Albert... Mhhmm," Sarah moaned heavily as her elderly lover fucked her in the classic missionary position.
Her body quivered with pleasure feeling his old yet strong hips drive into her pelvis. Her long-toned legs lustfully wrapped around his skinny waist, assisting him in his thrusts as he drove his throbbing cock deep inside her adulterous needy love canal.
"Augh, how does it feel to be fucked in my bed while your husband sleeps next door?" Albert grunted as he stuffed his face to her neck, salaciously sucking, kissing, and licking her.
"Ah, fuck! It feels so good, Albert. Hmmm, it's so naughty that you forced me to make up a lie so I can sneak over to your house and fuck you. God, it's so taboo... I love it," Sarah uttered in a breathy voice as she draped her arms around Albert's neck. The feeling of his lips sucking at her flesh sent tingles down her spine. But there was a level of uneasiness knowing that the evidence of her fornication would be obvious in the form of hickies, but she was too lost in the moment to care right now.
"Heh, you dirty little slut. I knew you would come through," the lecherous old man replied, releasing his lips from her ravaged neck. "What kind of excuse did to give to your husband?" he curiously asked as he pistoned his hips faster, giving Sarah long and deep strokes.
"Ah! Hhmm, I just said that you needed help with insurance claim stuff... I don't know... I just thought of it on the spot." With a devilish giggle, she continued, "Alex didn't even bat an eye. I told also him that we might take a while too, so he won't be waiting for me to come home any time soon. Ah, oh fuck! W-we safely enjoy each other's company in the meantime."
Hovering his face over hers, Albert gazed into Sarah's alluring facial features. The dim light of his lamp provided and sensually erotic layer of depth to her that just made him even more insatiable. "You're such a naughty wife," the old man playfully snickered. "What happened to that chaste woman I knew not so long ago?"
Lustfully licking her lips, Sarah replied, "That big cock is what happened."
Sharing a playful laugh, they connected their lips and erotically swirled their tongues together. Sarah and Albert's moans and heavy panting filled the bedroom as their steamy fucking intensified.
Sarah couldn't get over how deep Albert could reach. He was hitting places Alex never dreamed of scratching. Every time his cockhead would kiss her cervix, Sarah's eyelids would flutter rapidly in pure ecstasy. Albert just filled her up so perfectly. She was addicted to his cock. So addicted that Sarah believed that all this sneaking around was more than worth risking her marriage.
Breaking off their kiss, long strings of their mixed saliva were left connected to their lips. "Get on your stomach, I want to fuck you from behind," Albert commanded, licking the remnants of Sarah's sweet saliva from his lips.
With an excited smirk, Sarah obediently did as she was told. Their bodies shifted in one fluid motion with no wasted movements. With Sarah now lying prone, Albert mounted his blonde goddess. A loud heavy moan escaped her lips feeling his cock slip inside of her once more.
Leaning down, Albert placed his bony hands onto her shoulders for support as he resumed his vigorous thrusting. Sarah's perfect ass reverberated with every thrust, making audible clapping sounds that played like music to the old man's ears.
"Yes! Daddy! Fuck me! Mhmm," Sarah mewled loudly, her hands gripping the sheets and her toes clenching.
"Yeah! You take it my dirty little slut! Who's pussy is this?" the old man grunted with authority.
Sarah swiveled her head around to face Albert. Wildly biting her lip, she replied, "Yours, Daddy! This is your married pussy to fuck! Hmmm!" Albert grinned victoriously. He had this sexy wife in the palm of his hand.
"Yeah? Are you going to let me fuck you whenever?" Albert prodded, his grip on her shoulders tightening as he pounded away at her sopping love canal.
"MHM! I'll let you hit this whenever Daddy! When my husband isn't home! After work! Augh! Whenever the fuck you want! Ah! You're rearranging my fucking guts! Uh! T-this is your pussy to use and fill up whenever you need, Daddy!" Sarah wailed, shoving her face into one of Albert's pillows.
Albert was on cloud nine. Her pussy stroked his throbbing cock and her lustful words stroked his ego. Sarah shuddered feeling his wrinkly hands trace down her perfect tight body and firmly grasp her hips. His fucking progressively got more powerful as his cock repeatedly slid in and out of her wet crevice with ease.
"AH! CUMMING!" Sarah screamed into the pillow. Her left leg involuntarily lifted from the mattress as her body violently quivered under Albert's skinny old body. The old man groaned at the sensation of her wet walls squeezing and contorting around his juicy shaft, threatening to melt his mind into mush. However, this didn't deter him. Albert maintained his pace and continued to pound Sarah into oblivion.
Thrusting faster, heavy moans escaped their lips. Sarah and Albert were being rather loud, hopefully the neighbors couldn't overhear their salacious affair. "Augh! I'm getting close, Sarah!" Albert finally announced, his voice labored and husky. Sarah's pussy was proving to be too much for him to handle, she was just so tight and wet! Luckily, the night was still young and they had a lot more time to continue their steamy affair.
"AH! Yes, do it, Albert! Cum for me! Cum wherever you want!" Sarah begged. As much as Albert wanted to cum inside her pussy, he figured that he had all night to do that. He wanted to slather her perfectly toned back with his thick seed. But her pussy felt so inviting. It was a challenge wanting to leave her warm welcoming depths.
With a few final pumps, Albert narrowly pulled out of Sarah's gripping pussy. Grasping his shaft, wet with his lover's juices, he eagerly gave himself a few pumps before spewing his load onto Sarah's perfect back. "AUGGHH YESSSS!" the old man moaned as he shot rope after rope onto Sarah's perfect skin.
Surprised, Sarah turned her to Albert again and watched intently as he slathered her with his sticky seed. She fully expected him to bust inside of her like he usually would; she was even on the pill now. But this change in routine was certainly a pleasant fun thrill. "Mhm, that's it, cum for me, Albert. Bust your heavy load onto me... Oh, fuck... You cum so much more than my husband..." she seductively cooed, invigorating his eager pumping. "God, how can an old man such as yourself be so... virile?"
"It's called being blessed, sexy," Albert grunted, spewing the last of his seed onto his neighbor's sexy wife. Sarah hummed with delight feeling his warmth against her bare skin. It felt so sticky and thick. She loved it...
-
Perched on the edge of the bed, Sarah moaned wildly holding onto Albert's balding head as he kneeled on the floor, eagerly eating up her sweet pussy. "Ohh, mhmm, yes, Albert... Eat that pussy... eat it..." she mewled, nibbling on the corner of her lip.
Albert hungrily dug his tongue deep into her sopping slit, extracting as much of her sweet nectar as humanly possible. With her legs mounted on his bony shoulders, Sarah tugged him deeper with such youthful strength, eliciting a hungry groan from the old man.
He was drawing in her juices. Albert would be perfectly content if he were to die right then and there. Sliding his hands under her knees, Albert extended Sarah's legs up toward her chest and shoved his face deeper into her soaking crotch. "Ah! Albert! Hmm, you're starving!" she playfully exclaimed, slightly arching her back up from the bed.
Albert just emitted a low hum in response. Wiggling his tongue around, he located Sarah's G-spot and began to prod it repeatedly. Sarah went into a frenzy as throbbing waves of pleasure crashed through her senses. Long and throaty moans left her lips as she desperately grabbed at the sheets. "Yeah! Like that, Albert! Keep doing that! Nhhg, yes yes yes! You're making me lose my mind!" Sarah wailed. Her nerves were flaming hot from the sheer amount of stimulation coursing through her.
With a few final prods from his tongue, Sarah gasped and climaxed intensely. Her legs trembled in the air and her green eyes rolled behind her skull. A river of her sweet juices came pouring directly into Albert's eager awaiting mouth. The old man groaned with pure delight as he gulped her essence down his throat.
Once her orgasm subsided, Albert removed his mouth from her quaking cunt. "You taste so damn good. I can eat you out forever, sexy," he spoke, wiping his mouth with his arm.
Slowly rolling her eyes back, Sarah weakly uttered back, "Ah... fuck, you're too good at eating pussy...You're gonna make me go braindead... Only if my husband you do that to me..."
"Heh, I guess that's what you have me for now, huh?" Albert remarked with a victorious grin.
"Hm, I guess I do. Now get back to bed and slip that big cock back into my married pussy," the blonde goddess seductively cooed, rolling toward the center of the large mattress, coaxing him with an alluring finger.                            
-
After an unknown amount of time lustfully fucking, the two lovers found themselves lying sideways in a spooning position. Sarah and Albert sensually made out as he drove his cock in and out of her married pussy. Their tongues twirled in an erotic dance, their minds hazed with only one directive, to mate.
Grabbing under her knee, Albert lifted Sarah's right leg into the for some leverage. With his free hand, the old man wrapped his arm around Sarah's neck and interlocked fingers with his goddess of a lover as he skillfully pistoned his hips into her pelvis with such skill and precision.
The position they found themselves in was easily becoming one of their favorites. It felt so intimate, but at the same time erotically fulfilling. The feeling of their bodies closely tucked together felt so sensual.
Sarah loved the sensation of Albert's smaller skinny body eagerly pressing against her larger and shapely form. The idea of this smaller male mating her like she was his was all too appealing.
The two lovers moaned into each other's mouths as their sexes conjoined in perfect union, sending waves of mind-buzzing pleasure through their bodies. The old man kept his body tucked into Sarah's back, enjoying the feeling of her warm presence so close to him.
All that could be heard in the dim bedroom was the heavy breathing from their nostrils, sloppy kissing, and their sexes sleuthing in and out... in and out... Sarah stuck her ass further out into Albert's crotch so he could have easier access to her pussy and drive his cock deeper into her love canal.
Unbinding their lips, steamy puffs of air came huffing from their mouths. "You feel so deep, Albert... I love how good you fuck me... No man has ever been able to satisfy me like you do," Sarah mewled, licking their mixed saliva from her lush lips. Albert grinned triumphantly knowing he was the one who unlocked this woman's carnal desires.
"You're welcome, sexy. It's certainly a pleasure being allowed the opportunity of fucking such a lovely young woman such as yourself," Albert happily chuckled. Smiling mischievously, Sarah leaned forward and bit Albert's bottom lip before releasing it, causing it to erotically snap back.
As they shared a playful giggle, their intimate moment was suddenly interrupted by Sarah's phone lying about on the bed near them suddenly ringing. Sarah's attention immediately turned to her phone, she reached over to it to see who it was. Her heart dropped discovered that it was Alex. He should be sleeping!
Swiftly checking the time, her green eyes widened to see that it was almost midnight. Sarah had got here at around eight, so that meant they had been fucking for a good four hours! For both of them, it felt like they had only just started.
"Huh? Who's calling you?" Albert groaned annoyingly, easing his thrusts in the wake of this interruption.
"Shit! It's Alex, be quiet!" Sarah urgently said. Strangely enough, instead of feeling anxious, Albert couldn't help but grin with devious amusement.
"Heh, don't mind me then, answer it," Albert affirmingly suggested, nustling his face into her long neck. Catching his naughty intentions, Sarah's anxiousness quickly faded into anticipation and excitement. The idea of talking to her husband while being fucked by her secret lover was very arousing.
"You bastard," Sarah playfully snickered.
Albert chuckled and proceeded to fuck her more vigorously. "Go on now. Answer your husband while I continue our little business here," the old man coaxed.
Rolling her eyes, Sarah took a deep breath and answered the phone. "Hello?" she began. "Oh, hey, honey. What's up?" Letting go of her hand, Albert wrapped his skinny arms around her torso and penetrated his cock deeper into her wet pussy, eliciting an involuntary moan from Sarah's lips.
"Ah... ahem, s-sorry what was that?" Sarah stammered, giving Albert a playful slap and flashing him a playfully stern look. "Why am I still here this late? Oh..." Sarah swiftly conjured up an excuse. "Remember how I told you about Albert's insurance claims... Mhmm..." she suppressed her moans. "Well, things are more complicated than I expected... And to make things easier for him..." Sarah Mometnaril trailed off mid-sentence as her mind melted from his prodding cock clogging her tight pussy.
Sarah struggled to gather her thoughts with Albert overstimulating her senses. "Huh? W-what? Or right..." she regained focus. "H-he, mhhmm... decided to be a... new client!" she barely managed to get out, fighting for her life to suppress her moans of pleasure. "Yes... a new client... I figured since I'm already here, might as well go through the process. You know how it is..."
"Hmm, you clever little slut..." Albert grunted into her ear as he grabbed at her hips, pulling her ass deeper into his crotch. Sarah flashed a mischievous grin and sexily licked her lips.
"Mhmm," Sarah hummed quietly, trying to maintain a composed demeanor. "Yes, he was happy to hear how well we treat our clients," she spoke rather suggestively, as she locked eyes with Albert, giving him a long wet kiss, muffling her devilish giggles.
"Mmhpp, what's that?" Sarah uttered to her husband, separated lips from her elderly lover. With a knowing glint in her eyes, as she gazed at Albert, she replied, "Oh, he's just working on making a ...deposit... right now, hmm. Yeah, he thoroughly enjoys the service I- the firm has to offer... and wants to be a new client," she continued her dirty little lie, flashing a devious wink. Albert loved how cunning his lover was, she was almost as diabolical as him!
With his right, hand, Albert reached for Sarah's crotch and placed two fingers on her clit. Gasping, Sarah swiftly covered her mouth with her hand. The old veteran grinned and began to rub her clit while he fucked her soaking pussy, eliciting sultry muffled moans of pleasure from her lips.
"Mhpphh, what's that? Oh, I just stubbed my toe, shit... I stubbed it real good," Sarah uttered, locking eyes with Albert, her face full of anticipation and excitement. "Ah... mhmm, yeah... I'm good... it just 'hurts' really bad, oh..." she groaned in a contrived tone.
"Fuck... really, it's fine, honey. I'll be fine. You should really get back to sleep though, honey." She needed to end this call before she broke. "Don't wait up for me, you have work in the morning. I'll be done soon. Don't worry." The pleasure she was receiving from Albert was melting her mind. "Mhm, okay, honey. YES, that's fine. Mhm, alright. Mhm, yes, I love you too! Goodnight!" she uttered, barely managing to keep herself from bursting into a chorus of heavy moans.
Quickly hanging up, Sarah tossed her phone across the bed and returned her full attention to her elderly bull. "AH! Fuck! Mhmm, rub my clit like that while you pound my pussy, Albert! Mhmm, you're such a naughty bastard for doing that to me while I was on the phone with my husband! God, you almost made me break!"
Throbbing waves of pleasure flooded Sarah's nervous system, causing her brain to short-circuit feeling him stimulating her with his cock and fingers. Her tongue sexily hung from her mouth as her eyes rolled back like a wanton slut. "What can I say? I know how much you love the thrill!" Albert confidently remarked, vigorously thrusting his hips into her plush ass.
Sarah giggled deviously as she wrapped her arm around Albert's neck, pulling him into a wet kiss. Momentarily swirling tongues, they pulled away. "Augh, you're gonna make me fucking cum..." the old man announced.
Grinning with anticipation, Sarah reached around and grasped Albert's scrawny ass cheek, pushing him deeper. "Yeah? Mhmm, cum in me, Albert. Give it to me... Fill me up, Daddy!" the blonde goddess cooed in a low voice.
"Mhm, I'm gonna bust my load deep inside your pussy and knock you up, bitch!"



"Oh? Is this what we're doing again?" Sarah heatedly bit her lip. "Okay, Albert, do it, baby. Cum inside of me and knock me up. Make yourself a daddy, our baby's daddy... my daddy... Send me home to my husband with a little surprise!"
Sarah moaned loudly feeling Albert drive his massive cock deep inside her wet love canal with invigorated eagerness as he rubbed her clit faster, shooting jolts of pleasure through her body. "Gah, I'm gonna fucking get you pregnant with my kid! I want these jugs to grow as my baby grows inside of you!" Albert grunted, grasping Sarah's tits with both hands and giving them an affirming squeeze.
Sarah gasped and grinned excitedly. She briefly imagined what it would be like for her body to change as Albert's bastard baby grew inside of her. God, it was so depraved, but she loved it. Her pussy burned with searing pleasure. Then, with one final thrust, Albert delved balls deep inside of her and unleashed his load.
"AUGH! GET PREGNANT!" he let out a decrepit roar. Sarah screamed with mind-numbing pleasure at the sensation of her insides being filled with his heavy virile load. Her orgasm soon followed as well, triggered by his warmth flooding her sensitive uterus and pressing fingers against her throbbing clit.
Sarah thanked God that she was on a pill because she would have surely gotten impregnated with this old man's baby if she hadn't. His cum was just so thick and heavy, he could probably get all the women in the entire neighborhood pregnant!
The two naughty lovers moaned in unison as they melted from the ecstasy of their climaxes. Letting out a labored sigh of relief, Sarah and Albert lay limp on the bed, loosely holding onto each other as their orgasms finally subsided: their bodies glistening in the moonlight slick with sweat from their nasty fuck session.
"Ah... fuck... that was really good, Albert... ah..." Sarah panted, her tone tinged with pure satisfaction.
"Augh... yeah... that was something, heh..." Albert groaned, tucking his smaller body into his more shapely goddess. "Hmm, I wish you would stop being such a tease and let me get you pregnant for real..."
Sarah rolled her fetching green eyes. Such a scenario would have so many implications she simply wasn't ready to deal with. However, her horny mind couldn't help but indulge such a prospect. The mere idea of having this old bastard's baby seemed so naughty, so depraved. If such a thing were to hypothetically happen, she would have to hide the details behind its conception from her husband and convince him that it was his, and not their elderly neighbor's, her secret lover...
Sarah shook these debauched thoughts from her head, she was just doing this for pleasure, nothing more, right? Prying herself away from her elderly lover, she slowly climbed out of bed. "Where are you going, sexy?" he asked, propping himself up on his elbow.
"I think I should be heading back now. I think I've overstayed my welcome..." Sarah replied, looking to collect her clothes strewn about on the floor. Albert squinted frustratedly, he felt like the night was still young!
"Oh, you're always welcome in this bed," the old veteran remarked with a grin. "But come on, do you really have to leave? I feel like we've got another few rounds left in us!"
"Albert, we've been fucking for almost four hours now. I need to go home," Sarah spoke earnestly, picking up her sweater from the floor and searching for her skirt in the darkness.
"Yeah, but do you really need to? Come on, let's go one more time. Your husband seems to be okay with you 'helping' me, heh." Albert's beady eyes gazed upon Sarah's voluptuous naked ass as she bent over, seemingly glowing in the dim light. He licked his lips spotting his viscous thick seed leaking from her well-used pussy.
Finding her skirt, Sarah stood up and returned her attention to her lover still lying in bed. Her eyes widened to see his cock fully erect again. "Come on, Sarah. One more time won't hurt anybody. Well, maybe your husband, but that's not the point, heh."
Sarah's focus was firmly locked onto his big cock, seemingly throbbing back to life. An itch formed deep within her core. "I know you want to ride this cock one last time before you leave," the old bastard taunted, grabbing his meat and waving it from side to side like a flag pole. Sarah unknowingly bit her lip, allured by his endowment.
She knew the right thing to do was to leave, but hell, she had been craving Albert's pleasure pole during that entire hiatus apart. She desperately needed to get her fill of being dicked down good. Letting out a resigned sigh, Sarah dropped her clothes on the back onto the ground.
"Fine, one more time, then I have to go home, got it?" Sarah sternly declared. Albert grinned victoriously and nodded.
Joining him back in bed, Sarah leaned forward and intertwined lips with Albert, forcefully shoving him onto his back before straddling his lap. Soon, the sounds of heavy moans echoed in the empty halls of Albert's house as their naughty affair endured through the night...             
To be continued...
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The Hunter's Serenade Ch. 03
It had been a few hours since Kira and Sev had consummated their bond. Kira was living her best life; she had achieved everything she had longed for. Her new human body and her now-intimate relationship with Sev were completely satisfying to her. Everything felt surreal: Kira had never thought she'd get this far, yet here she was.
Meanwhile, Serina was pleased to see Kira being happily fulfilled. Yet she was also disconcerted. Having given Kira and Sev space to do their business, Serina had come back to find them butt naked, sweaty, and knocked out under the blanket after concluding what appeared to be an intense love-making session. Serina felt flustered and jealous. She had been aching to have Sev's cock inside of her for weeks, and the smell of sex in the air only drove her cravings from unbearable to insatiable.
She climbed into bed and tried to sleep, but instead tossed and turned throughout the night. The atmosphere of the small bunk was ripe with sex; seeing Kira and Sev all cuddled up together naked embarrassed her at the same time as it rendered her hopelessly horny. She wanted to pry Kira off of her lover so she could resume her own place beside him. But wanting to allow Kira her moment, she just sighed and turned her back on them.
As she attempted to get some shut-eye, her mind pondered upon what she had just participated in. Serina couldn't believe that she was openly sharing her man with another woman. She was uncertain how the dynamics of having another girl who required her man's love and attention were going to work out. But at least with Kira, there was some level of familiarity and comfort.
In the morning, Serina woke up to find Kira cautiously poking her cheek. "Augh, what is it??" Serina groaned in annoyance.
"We need to talk," Kira stated with urgency; she was now wearing her usual shorts and tank top.
"Ugh, now? Give me five more minutes," Serina whined, she hated being woken up preemptively.
"No, we need to talk, like right now!" the gray-haired girl exclaimed. Sighing, Serina sat up and rubbed her groggy eyes. Looking past Kira, she saw that Sev was not at the end of the bed where he usually was.
"Where's Sev?" Serina muttered in a raspy voice.
"Oh, he went out," Kira quickly answered. Serina slowly nodded.
"So, what is it you want so badly?"
Kira nervously fiddled her thumbs. "Yo- you know I had sex with Sev, right?" she inquired. Serina's amber eyes widened at being reminded of what had transpired the previous night. Jealousy and embarrassment came surging up within her.
"Right, of course..." Serina mumbled, blushing a bit. "Ho- how was it?" she shyly asked. Kira's cheeks turned rosy and her eyelids fluttered rapidly
"It was good... like really good. Sev is quite the man, Serina," Kira replied. "Everything you said was true!" Serina couldn't help but chuckle and nod victoriously. "Thank you for sharing him with me," Kira added, offering her a tender smile. Images of Sev making love to Kira suddenly flashed in Serina's mind, causing her stomach to flutter.
"I- uh, of course. It would be selfish of me to keep him all to myself I guess... So what is it you wanted to talk about? It better be worth it."
"Well, it is important... Eh, very important," Kira slowly began. "So, you know how Sev and I... did it?" Serina rolled her eyes and nodded. She was beginning to feel like Kira was trying to rub it in or something. "Well, he came inside me." Serina paused briefly before responding, but couldn't really see Kira's concern.
"Well, of course he would. He cums in me too. It is his right as our husband, of course," Serina replied casually. But observing that Kira was still blushing heavily, she arched her brow. "And why is this so important? It's not like you can get pregnant or anything." Since Kira's body was artificially made, Serina presumed that she must also be sterile.
Kira averted her eyes down to the bed and blushed even harder. Serina froze. "Kira? What's the matter?? Hello?" the pixie-haired bounty hunter interrogated her gray-tressed companion rather frantically. Kira refused to speak a word. Then, realizing why she seemed so embarrassed, Serina's heart dropped.
"Don't tell me you can get pregnant," Serina uttered bemusedly. Kira slowly nodded. "Kira! What?! How is that possible?? No, no, that can't be!"
"Dr. Foresight said I can get pregnant! My body may have been grown in a laboratory, but that doesn't mean I am not just as natural a woman as you," Kira replied. Serina was in total disbelief. There was no way that Kira could get knocked up. At least not before Serina, Sev's senior wife!
"Ugh, Kira, you knew this all along and had sex with Sev without any protection? How irresponsible of you!" Serina berated her new sister-wife.
"What?? I'm sorry! I- I was lost in the moment... I just wanted to be with Sev!" Kira stammered. "And anyway, is it not our duty to bear him strong children??" Serina took a moment to contemplate her reasoning.
"No! Er, I mean, yes! Augh, but not right now, dammit! You have barely obtained your body, Kira, you can't immediately get pregnant! It's a huge responsibility! And Sev isn't even ready to have kids yet!" Serina snapped back. Kira squinted her bright eyes at her. Serina was right, but she wanted to fulfill her spousal duties and help her lover carry out his own duties to his lineage. "And I doubt you know nothing about being a mother," Serina added. Kira arched her brow and leered at her.
"Actually, I'm very aware of the nature of maternal responsibility. During my time as an AI construct, I researched the topic in considerable depth," Kira spoke with a slight sense of superiority. "You probably know less about maternal responsibilities than I do." Serina's mouth fell agape and she glared at the gray-haired girl. As mad as she was for such a low blow, Kira was right. Serina didn't have a lick of experience at being a mom.
Sighing, Serina crawled past Kira and got out of the bunk. "Ugh... enough about this. Come here, Kira," she ordered in a stern tone. Kira tilted her head curiously, but she remained seated. "Kira! Come here, now!" Flinching, Kira followed her order with alacrity: Serina was intimidating when she got mad.
Taking her to a nearby cabinet, Serina opened it and retrieved a container of mysterious blue pills. Popping one into her hand, she got a glass of water and handed it to Kira. "Here, take this," Serina commanded.
"Why? What is it??" she queried.
"Contraceptives. Now take it," Serina sternly answered. Kira hesitated for a moment, but meeting her sister-wife's glaring eyes, she begrudgingly accepted the pill. Popping it into her mouth, she gulped it down with the water. Serina let out a sigh of relief. "Thank you, Kira. Sorry if I'm sounding a bit bossy, but Sev can't afford to have children right now. I know it's our duty to his Valkorian heritage but, in his line of work, we can't have him worried about having babies around."
Kira frowned sadly. She just wanted to be a good wife for Sev. Noticing Kira's change in demeanor, Serina placed a comforting hand on her shoulder. "I'm sure he wants children somewhere down the line, so don't worry, Kira. He'll let us know when he's ready." Kira lifted a small smile at this reassurance.
Grabbing another capsule, she handed it to Kira. "Here, take a pill once a week, starting today. This is the birth control I use. I can safely say that it has been working so far," she instructed. Obediently nodding, Kira consumed the pill without any further objection.
"Thanks for looking out for me, Serina. I know that having to deal with an additional crewmate is a lot all of a sudden."
Rolling her eyes, Serina pulled Kira into a hug. Surprised, Kira slowly returned the hug as well. "As the first wife, it's my duty to keep you in line," Serina muttered teasingly, but also with a strong undercurrent of truth. "Plus, you're my friend. It's in my best interest to make sure you're taken care of."
Kira's turquoise eyes began to water and she hugged Serina even harder. Then, the sound of the ship's platform caught their attention. Quickly pulling apart from each other, the two pretty women looked toward the ship's main entry ramp and saw their shared lover making his way into the ship, clad in his distinguishable Hyperium armor.
Walking over to his two wives, Sev removed his helmet. Going to Serina first, he leaned down and gave her an affectionate kiss on the lips. "I missed you last night," he said quietly. Serina blushed.
"Well, you were too knocked out from fucking your new wife last night to notice me coming to bed," she teasingly said. "And you were already gone when I woke up! Hm, do you not love me anymore??" Sev chucked a bit. Reaching an arm behind Serina, he grabbed a handful of her supple ass. Giving her another kiss, he gave her plush cheek a good squeeze. Serina gasped and felt her stomach flutter at his salacious act. It wasn't often he did things like this, so she deduced he must be in a good mood.
"Oh, my? Sev, hmmm, okay, maybe you do still love me," Serina giggled as their lips parted from one another.
Kira's heart pounded in her chest as Sev turned toward her. Closing to an intimate distance, he leaned down and offered her a kiss as well. She happily returned the favor and locked her lips with his. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Serina squinting at them; it was more than obvious that she was a little jealous.
Pulling away from Kira, Sev affectionately rubbed her cheek with his gloved hand, causing her to purr and hum happily. "It's time you get my emblem etched on you," he stated, putting his helmet back on.
Kira's eyes lit up with excitement. "Really?? Don't we have to go back to the Conclave for that?" Sev shook his head. He proceeded to explain that it was no longer necessary -- as the head of his lineage, he could now do it on his own authority.
Setting her down on a nearby chair, Sev retrieved a pen-like device. Carefully pushing her right ear to the side, he spoke, "You ready? This might hurt a bit, but it won't take long." Kira gave a confident nod.
"I've been ready for this. Hurry up and do it! I can't wait to make things official!" Chuckling, Sev nodded and activated the pen. It emitted a low hum, making Kira a little anxious despite her brave words.
The prick of a sharp needle against her skin caused Kira to flinch. "Keep still," Sev instructed.
After only a few moments, Sev pulled the pen away and observed his work. The mark of the Aetherian Leviathor was permanently tattooed on her skin, officially making her his second wife. "Is it done?? Let me see! Let me see!" Kira exclaimed.
Serina quickly handed Kira a small mirror. With just a turn of her head, the freshly minted second wife was able to observe her newly acquired tattoo, etched fetchingly just behind her right ear. As of that moment, Kira was now an integral part of Sev's family, Clan Balteus. The significance was profound, especially for someone who had never before possessed so much as a surname; now, her last name was officially Balteus.
"It looks good on you, Kira. Happy to have you join our little family," Serina said, promptly welcoming Kira into their household. Kira glanced at her sister-wife, nodding happily. However, her attention shifted to Serina's left arm, where she noticed the intricate tattoo sleeve on her forearm.
"Um, boss, don't I get to have a tattoo like the one on Serina's arm?" Kira inquired, pointing at her sister-wife. Sev shook his head.
"No, Serina earned that by becoming a Valkorian warrior," he explained. "You don't need one like that since you aren't trained for combat. But you're just as much a Valkorian, due to your bond with me." Kira had to suppress a jolt of jealousy but, sighing, she accepted his explanation.
Standing back up, Kira went to Sev and wrapped her arms around his armored body. "I love you, boss," she said happily. Chuckling under his helmet, Sev ran his hand through her soft gray hair.
"I love you, too."
Meanwhile, Serina was squinting at the both of them. She wanted to get her fair share of some loving as well. So striding over to them, she nudged Kira to the side to make room. "Hey, tiger, don't forget about me," she uttered.
"Hm, of course, I also love you, Serina," Sev added, noticing her inherent jealousy. Serina nodded to herself as both of the wives hugged their man together. As Serina rubbed her cheek into Sev's armored chest, she couldn't help but smirk mischievously at Kira. Kira squinted back at her and rubbed her cheek into him as well trying to outdo her.
A hint of rivalry was suddenly forming between the two wives. "Hey, tiger, wanna fuck?" Serina said out of nowhere. Kira blushed heavily at the other woman's provocative language. It was so out of character for the first wife, that Kira didn't know what to say.
Serina tilted her head to Sev, expecting him to agree with her. But to her dismay, he replied, "Not right now. I have a meeting to attend over at Novastris. And I'm going to teach Kira how to fly this ship." Serina's mouth fell agape in disbelief.
Serina glanced over at Kira and saw her giggle and stick her tongue out at her. The first wife shot Kira a mean glare, and the newer wife quickly deferred to her. "You can't be serious! I- no! It's been weeks! I'm not taking no for an answer! I need this, now!"
Sev sighed, torn between his duties and Serina's needs. "I- okay... But it'll have to wait until later. I promise," he replied, not wanting to get on Serina's bad side. He still wasn't sure what to do with Kira in the meantime, but he figured that they would work out some kind of arrangement as they went along.
"Fine. You better not break your promise," Serina flatly stated. She let go of Sev and leered at him before climbing back into bed. Sev felt guilty for having to divert attention away from his first lover. He was new to this whole multiple wives thing. He definitely had to learn how to balance his attention between Serina and Kira.
"Come on now, Kira. Let me teach you how to fly the ship," he sighed.
"But I already know how," Kira replied curiously.
"Remember, you're not an AI construct anymore," he reminded her. "I'm going to need you to be my pilot when I'm boots on the ground."
"Okay, boss, but it shouldn't be too hard. I know enough about this hunk of metal," Kira said in a joking manner.
"This isn't a hunk of metal," Sev said, taking small offense. His ship was a far cry from her derisive terminology. Taking her hand, he led her to the cockpit of the ship. Kira was confident that she would quickly get the hang of controlling the ship by hand.
However, Kira's eyes widened once she took in the sheer number of buttons and screens. And there weren't any proper junctions to connect the uplink nodes on her hands. When she had been a purely digital entity, with a direct interface from her mind to the ship's control systems, everything had been much more straightforward. She gulped nervously. "Problem?" Sev asked as he slid into the pilot's seat.
Kira let out a defeated sigh. "This won't be as easy as I thought..." she shamefully admitted. Sev chuckled and patted his lap.
"Come, sit, I'll just teach you by hand, it's not that hard." Kira's eyes lit up as she quickly sat down on his lap. She giggled and hummed happily, basking in his presence.
Gleefully kicking her feet up and down, she watched as Sev went over the controls. Meanwhile, Sev was having a hard time focusing on the way that Kira kept moving around. "Hey, keep still, would you?" he chided her, grabbing her hips to constrain her movements.
"Eep!" Kira squealed. "Eh, sorry, boss..." Sev smiled under his helmet and playfully pinched her cheek.
Thankfully, Kira was an incredibly quick learner. Soon, she had a full grasp of the ship's controls. Sev even let her fly the ship and initiate a jump to his scheduled meeting location, all while she was sitting on his lap.
"Good job, Kira," Sev said proudly. Kira happily nodded, delighted to make her lover proud. Spinning around, Kira straddled herself on Sev and grabbed the sides of his helmet.
"Can I get a kiss as a reward?"
"Hm, of course," he agreed. Smiling, she lifted his helmet halfway up, revealing just his mouth and nose. Leaning forward, she planted her soft lips on his. After sharing a tender kiss, Kira pulled away.
"I suppose it's time you tend to Serina now, boss," she said, pulling his helmet back down.
"Mhm, I do need to do that. Are you okay with taking control of things here in the meantime?" Kira gave an affirming nod. "I'm not sure how long this will take. Serina seemed rather insatiable."
"Of course, boss. I'll make sure to give you two privacy."
"Hm, thank you, my lovely," Sev responded, giving her a loving pat on the head.
Hopping briskly up and off Sev's lap, Kira allowed him to get up and leave. Crossing her ankles as she sat back down, she turned her head around enough to carefully observe him while he stripped off his armor. Once he was naked, she bit her lip at the sight of his muscular nude form. He was like some sort of demi-god in the flesh.
"Watcha looking at?" Sev inquired, as he caught his gray-haired lover staring.
"Eep! Em, you..." Kira abashedly replied.
Smirking, he made his way over to their shared bunk. Kira observed him slide the curtain aside and lean over the bed. She heard some inaudible talking for a bit and then, out of nowhere, she saw Serina's arms stretch into view and yank Sev into the bunk space.
For the next half hour, Kira monitored the ship's controls from the pilot's seat, with no choice but to listen to Sev and Serina making love.
"AH AH UH UH, YES!" Serina moaned loudly. She sounded like she was in heat.
Kira squinted and tried to block out the noise, but it was simply impossible. She felt both jealousy and arousal as she listened to the two fucking. She couldn't help but squeeze her loins, reminiscing about her time with Sev. She was still a little sore, but she also felt her pussy aching for her strong Valkorian lover.
Thirty more minutes went by, and Kira had grown hopelessly horny. She sat curled up in the pilot seat, her panties soaking wet. Feeling her throat dry, she got up and went to the fridge to grab a drink. Serina's moans got progressively louder as Kira walked past the bunk.
Although the bunk was covered by a curtain, she couldn't help but listen in on their rutting. Sipping on her bottle of water, she leaned on the kitchen counter and stared at the bunk. Wanting to have her next turn with Sev, Kira wondered how much longer they would take.
Unable to suppress her former voyeuristic tendencies, she grew increasingly curious about the pair's love-making session. Quietly setting her bottle down, she inched closer to the bunk. Getting down on her knees, she carefully crawled closer until she could align her eyes with a small gap in the curtain. She bit her lip nervously, knowing that she shouldn't be doing this, but accepting that she couldn't help herself.
Peeking through, her turquoise eyes widened to see Serina on top of Sev, riding him like a wild cowgirl. "Ah ah ah, you like that, tiger? Hmm, I know you do. God I've missed bouncing on your cock like this," Serina cooed in a low breathy voice.
The two were drenched in sweat and the scent of sex seeped through the small gap. Kira gasped at the intensity with which Serina rode their mutual lover. It contrasted starkly with Kira's earlier sex session with Sev. She had mostly been on the bottom. But seeing the satisfied expression on Sev's face, Kira resolved to incorporate the position into their lovemaking: she wanted to make him feel just as good as Serina was.
As she raised her eyes from the conjunction between the other two, Kira froze as she discovered Serina glaring right at her. "Ugh, dammit, Kira!" she exclaimed in annoyance. Reacting to his first wife's words, Sev turned his head and saw Kira's pretty face revealed through the small gap in the curtain.



Grabbing the curtain and tugging it to one side, Sev adopted a disappointed, yet amused look. "Shoo shoo! Give us some privacy, will ya?!" Serina ordered Kira like some sort of intrusive pet. Kira flinched and scurried backward, fearing her sister-wife's wrath.
"Hey, calm down, Serina," Sev calmly chided.
"But Kira is spying on us like a little perv!" Serina exclaimed.
"She's just curious, that's all. Isn't that right, Kira?" The second wife slowly nodded.
"Sorry, boss. You two were just being so loud. I- couldn't help it. I just wanted to watch a little..." Kira softly replied. Serina snarled, she hated being interrupted when she was fucking Sev. "Are you two almost done? I want to have a turn."
"Well, that's too bad, sweetheart. I still have him for a little while longer. So you'll have to wait," Serina said sternly. Sev didn't like the tone Serina was taking with Kira.
"Hey, enough of that, Serina. Stop being so mean to Kira," he commanded. Serina's amber eyes widened.
"But-," she tried to say.
"No 'buts'. Tell her you're sorry, now." Serina tried to glare at Sev but his dark orbs dominated her amber eyes.
Acceding to her man, Serina quietly apologized. "Sorry, Kira..."
Kira felt a little bad at having been partly responsible for Serina's scolding. "Em, it's okay, Serina. I shouldn't have been spying on you," she apologized in return. "I should probably stop doing that..."
"Hm, there's nothing wrong with a little watching," Sev interjected.
"Sev, you perv!" Serina gasped, playfully slapping his chest. The three broke into a chuckle.
"I'll leave you two to it now, sorry for interrupting," Kira quietly muttered, getting up from the floor. She had a sad demeanor, which placed Sev in a quandary. He was torn by the dilemma of making one or the other of his two wives feel uncomfortable.
Then, as if a lightbulb had lit up in his head, Sev held back a small grin. "Two birds with one stone..." he mused to himself.
"Why don't you join us, Kira?" Sev asked. Both Serina and Kira were totally bewildered by this startling proposal.
"J-join you?" Kira curiously replied.
"Eh?! Sev!" Serina exclaimed.
"Yes, join us for a threesome. I can make love to both of you at the same time." Kira was frozen with embarrassment. She had never considered having sex with Sev with Serina present. The idea was totally foreign but weirdly arousing.
"Sev! We can't have a threesome!" Serina objected. "Why?! Why would you want that??"
"Because I love you both. And I don't want either of you to feel left out," he reasoned. Serina and Kira's hearts melted a bit at the ring of sincerity in his voice. "Plus, I think it's hot making love to two women at the same time."
"Tsk, you pig," Serina remarked with a slightly amused tone.
"So, are you okay with this?" Sev asked Serina.
"Do I have a choice?" she replied.
"Hm, not really. But I figured this would help you and Kira get along better as sister-wives." Serina rolled her eyes. She had never had a threesome before. But she supposed that things could be worse. At least the other woman was someone she was close to.
"You can also teach Kira a thing or two about sex," Sev added, sneakily appealing to her pride in being the more sexually experienced wife.
"Damn you, Sev... But I suppose..." Serina said, trying to remain composed. Sev was the man in charge. "Come on now, Kira. Get out of your clothes and get in here with us," she sighed. Secretly, however, her heart was racing with anxious excitement at having her first threesome.
Kira's face was flushed as she looked to Sev for confirmation. He nodded. Standing up from her kneeling position, she quickly stripped herself naked. She felt embarrassed that now she and Serina were going to be naked in front of each other under salacious circumstances. As she maneuvered herself into the already occupied bed, Sev stretched an arm around her to draw the curtains shut behind, secluding the three in ultimate privacy.
Sitting on her knees beside Sev and Serina, Kira stared at them curiously, unsure how to proceed. She had no idea how to have a threesome: this situation fell well outside her earlier research into human mating customs. "Erh, Kira... could you stop looking at us like that?" Serina cautiously suggested.
Fluttering her eyelids, Kira replied, "Oh, eh, sorry. I'll close my eyes."
"You don't have to close your eyes, Kira," Sev chuckled as he sat up. Reaching out to both of his pretty wives, he carefully took their heads and brought them to his face. He started by giving Serina a passionate kiss, then turned to Kira and did the same.
He kept shifting from Serina and Kira, progressively easing the tense air in the bunk. However, each time Sev spent too much time making out with one of them, jealousy swelled within the breast of the other wife.
Watching as Sev and Kira sloppily twirled tongues together for what felt like hours, Serina glared with jealous arousal. Leaning forward, she prodded her face in between them and pushed Kira over to the side. "Mmphm!" Kira squealed as she was suddenly displaced, interrupting her intimate kiss. "Hey! What the heck, Serina??" she exclaimed.
Giving Kira a small mischievous side glance, Serina locked lips with Sev and began to kiss him passionately. Kira's mouth fell agape; she wanted to object, but Serina intimidated her too much.
Seeing Kira slouch in defeat, Sev carefully pulled away from Serina. "What are you doing? We were in the middle of something, mister," the first wife exclaimed.
"Hm, I'm going to need you two to stop being so jealous of each other. I don't want you two constantly fighting over me. So, I want you two to kiss each other for me." Shocked all over again, both Serina and Kira blushed heavily.
"I- I- okay, boss..." Kira quickly agreed, not wanting to object to her husband's command. Meanwhile, Serina was still struggling with Sev's latest outrageous request. She locked her eyes with his, though, she saw that he was entirely serious. Sighing, she slowly nodded in agreement.
"I- uh. Em, erh," Serina abashedly stuttered, trying to figure out how to approach her husband's request. Scooting closer to Serina, Kira took the initiative, taking Serina's head in her hands and turning the other woman's face towards her own.
Nervously, Kira leaned forward and pressed her soft lips against Serina's equally soft ones. Serina tensed and squealed between their lips. Kira closed her eyes, while firmly holding her friend's head in place. Serina tried to fight back, but Kira's persistence slowly allowed her to relax.
Quickly thinking of what more she could do to help Serina melt further into their kiss, Kira slipped her tongue into her friend's tasty mouth. Serina's amber eyes widened as she felt Kira's wet tongue trying to dance with her own. She couldn't help but enjoy how sweet Kira's saliva tasted.
Kira awkwardly tried to get Serina to return the favor by delving her tongue deeper into her mouth. Unable to resist this further incursion, Serina melted into their kiss and began twirling tongues with her sister-wife.
Serina had admittedly had a few sexual encounters with women in her life. But those had been few and far between. The situation in which she now found herself was very peculiar. She was kissing another woman at the request of her lover. Weirdly, Serina found it a little hot. She had to admit that Kira was, after all, an extremely attractive girl.
Glancing over at Sev, Serina saw him smirking with delight. She flinched as she felt his cock twitch and stiffen inside of her. "Pervert..." she playfully thought. But his heightened arousal increased her own pleasure. So, wanting to stimulate him even more, Serina grabbed Kira's cheeks and began to kiss her more aggressively.
Kira squealed a bit and she began to push back. The two moaned as their hands cupped each other's faces firmly. Pulling away, long strings of their mixed saliva trailed between their succulent lips. As they looked over at Sev, Serina, and Kira each saw that his dark orbs were filled with hunger. Like a predator stalking its prey.
Subconsciously holding onto each other out of cautious arousal, the two pretty women offered him submissive doe eyes. Reaching forward, Sev carefully grasped the back of each of their heads and pulled them towards him. Pressing their cheeks together, Sev admired his two beautiful wives.
"You two are so lovely. I'm so lucky to have both of you in my life. I love you," he uttered. Serina and Kira smiled warmly as their hearts melted with love and affection.
"I love you too!" Kira blurted excitedly. Serina gave Kira a small side glance.
"Hm, I love you more, tiger," she spoke, trying to get a one-up on her sister-wife. Kira squinted at her.
Sev playfully rolled his eyes, a mischievous glint in them as he pulled both of his wives into an unexpected three-way kiss. Caught off guard, Serina and Kira initially hesitated, but the surprise quickly gave way to a shared sense of excitement, and they willingly surrendered to the enticing three-way dance of passion.
The trio's tongues intertwined in a graceful and sensual choreography, creating an intimate connection that went beyond words. Their collective desire manifested in the mingling of saliva, adding an erotic intensity to the sultry encounter. Sev, never the one to see himself as a womanizer, reveled in the unique pleasure of sharing such a moment with the two women he held most dear.
With a firm but gentle grip on their hair, Sev drew them closer, intensifying the embrace. The initial rivalry between Serina and Kira dissolved in the heat of the moment, replaced by a unity forged in their love for the charismatic Valkorian. The boundaries blurred and, for that fleeting instant, the trio reveled in the irresistible allure of their shared connection.
Drawing his lips away, Sev gazed upon his wives again. Their faces were blushing heavily and their uniquely alluring eyes were glazed with lust. His cock twitched inside Serina, causing her to react involuntarily.
"I want you two to go down on me," he stated without even thinking. He was eager to experience the pleasure of his women. Serina gave a knowing smile, while Kira tilted her head in curiosity.
"Go down??" she uttered coyly.
"He wants us to suck his cock," Serina interjected as she dismounted from Sev's love pole. Kira slowly nodded, she hadn't had the chance to do this with Sev yet, but she knew she was bound to at some point. "Don't worry, Kira. I'll teach you how to do it. Just follow what I do and soon, Sev will be just as addicted to using your mouth as he is to mine," Serina added, observing Kira's uncertainty.
Kira's bright eyes widened with appreciation for her sister-wive's guidance in the ways of pleasuring their husband. Following Serina's lead, she joined her as she crawled between Sev's manly legs. Lying on her stomach, she grabbed the base of his cock.
"Here, I'll go first. You just watch and learn, then I'll let you have a shot," Serina instructed. Then giving Sev a mischievous little smirk, she continued, "Then, we can do it together." Kira spoke no words and just nodded obediently.
Kira watched intently as Serina tilted their lover's big cock toward her mouth. Nibbling on her index finger, the gray-haired wife watched the capable bounty hunter wrap her lips around Sev and begin to bob her head up and down.
Serina made sure to go slow so that Kira could observe her technique. Her motions were smooth as she took him all the way down. Kira rubbed her loins together observing the erotic scene before her. The pixie-haired wife slurped and sucked away. Her saliva slathered his cock and chin.
Being the fast learner she was, Kira picked up on the basic technique and noted it in her neurally enhanced brain. She glanced over at Sev as Serina continued to suck his cock. His mouth was slightly parted and his breathing was slow and heavy. His attention was focused solely on Serina.
Kira was aroused by the intense focus of his eyes. She wanted him to look at her like that. Gracefully abandoning her seated position, Kira crawled next to Serina and plopped on her stomach with Sev's left leg between them.
She was taken aback by how deeply invested Serina was in the moment. Her eyes were closed as she skillfully and attentively pleasured Sev with her mouth. Wanting her turn, Kira carefully tapped Serina on the shoulder.
"Mhmph, okay, are you ready to give it a try?" she uttered, popping his cock from her mouth.
"Yes, I wanna suck his... co- cock," Kira declared. Sev and Serina were amused by her sudden use of obscene language. Kira was surprised as well. She just felt right using the word. "Cock," she repeated the word silently to herself, savoring it just as she was about to savor the real thing.
Scooting over, Serina allowed Kira to assume her spot. Kira carefully mounted herself on top of her lover's leg; Sev could feel her wetness dripping on his shin.
Wrapping her slender fingers around his thick shaft, Kira tilted his cockhead toward her mouth. He was wet from Serina's saliva and his precum leaked profusely from his small slit. His cock was just so magnificent and big. She found herself licking her lips with anticipation.
"Go ahead, don't be shy," Serina teasingly prodded.
Nodding, Kira leaned forward and wrapped her soft lips around his cock head, and proceeded to slide him down her mouth. She was hit by a strong taste of his masculine flavor and Serina's sweet saliva. He throbbed heavily in her mouth causing Kira's stomach to flutter.
Sev stretched her mouth wide. Glancing up at her loving husband, Kira locked eyes with him. She could see a satisfied glint on his handsome face. Lifting her head, she began to mirror Serina's movements. Sev groaned as Kira slowly bobbed up and down his cock. Her tight wet mouth felt just as good as her pussy.
Her movements were a bit awkward at first, but eventually, she got into the rhythm of her blowjob. Kira moaned from the satisfaction of getting her mouth properly packed with his heat. The sounds of slurping and sucking rang in her ears, causing her pussy to drip even more onto his leg.
However, as accustomed as Kira was getting to sucking cock, she was only taking him down about halfway. Noticing this, Serina grabbed the back of Kira's head and pushed carefully, forcing her deeper down upon his tumescence. Kira's eyes widened and watered with surprise. Her attention darted toward her sister-wife.
A devious grin was apparent on Serina's face. "Come on, Kira. You can go deeper than that," she teased. Kira groaned with slight discomfort but allowed her head to be pushed further down Sev's cock. He slid deeper and deeper, reaching the back of her throat.
The lack of oxygen she was getting caused her eyes to water even more and her chest to burn. Her throat stretched to accommodate her lover's big package. Feeling like she was on the verge of passing out, she urgently tried to raise her head. Serina gave way and allowed Kira to unsheath Sev's cock from her mouth.
"Gah! Ah..." Kira sniffled; thick webs of her saliva connected her mouth to his cockhead.
"Well, won't you look at that, it turns out that little missy here doesn't have a gag reflex. See, you can go deeper. Sev likes to have his cock in my throat. So you should do the same," Serina said, encouragingly. Kira was miffed that Serina had forced her to do that without warning. Sev was so big that it had felt a little uncomfortable to be taken by surprise.
Giving Serina a playful little leer, she wiped her mouth and took Sev back down her mouth. Delving deeper, she took Sev down her throat at her own pace. With each bob, she took him further and further. With her quick adaptability, Kira was soon deep-throating him like she had been doing it for some time. Serina watched as she skillfully sucked Sev off. Jealousy surged within her as she saw how rapidly Kira was improving at pleasuring their man. Serina was threatened that Kira might challenge her in her dick-sucking abilities.
Squinting, Serina scooted over next to Kira and nudged her to the side. "Okay, I think you've had enough, Kira. It's time to share," she instructed, hiding her jealousy.
Forcing Kira off of Sev's cock, Serina planted her tongue along his veiny shaft and gave him a nice long lick up. Locking eyes with Sev, Serina smirked mischievously as she observed the aroused trance into which their attentions had plunged him. "Come on, Kira. Come suck his balls while I suck his cock," she spoke. Kira tilted her head; another thing she didn't know how to do. "Just gently wrap your lips around him and twirl him with your tongue, it's easy," Serina instructed.
As Serina took Sev into her mouth, Kira lowered herself to his manly sack; carefully wrapping her lips around one of his healthy balls, she easily elicited a groan from him. Doing as she was told, she used her tongue to twirl and play with his precious pearl.
The two wives moaned and hummed as they pleasured their shared husband with their mouths. Serina sloppily throated his cock while Kira suckled his balls. Sev's head fell back from the sheer amount of pleasure he was experiencing. Reaching down, he grabbed their heads and pushed them down into his privates. The two let out playful hums, adding to his pleasure.
Removing his cock from her mouth, Serina moved down to his balls and sucked on his other ball. Kira proceeded to assume Serina's place and slurped up his love stick with ease.
Popping his cock and balls from their mouths, Serina and Kira gave each other a knowing look before promptly placing their tongues onto his shaft. They slid up and down in tandem, slathering him with more of their sweet saliva. Meeting at the tip of his cock, they eagerly lapped up his salty goodness. Their wet tongues caused Sev to twitch and convulse. Gripping their hair, he let out a low moan of satisfaction.
The two then planted their lush lips on each side of his juicy shaft and began to make out with his cock between them. Sev felt like he was ascending to Valkorian heaven. The feeling of their soft lips and wet tongues was sending him over the edge. But he wasn't ready to cum yet.
Feeling their heads being yanked away from their lover's cock, Serina and Kira glared at him petulantly, their mouths slathered with precum-mixed saliva. "I'm going to fuck the shit out of both of you for being such good girls," Sev intoned in a low stern voice. The two wives' hearts fluttered with excitement. "Serina, get on your back. Kira, lie on top of her," he ordered.
Obeying their husband, Serina and Kira quickly assumed the positions dictated by his desire. Plopping herself onto her back, Serina welcomed Kira into her embrace. Their supple tits pressed against each other as their faces met. "Hi," Kira playfully greeted her fellow wife.
"Hello," Serina giggled back.
Settling behind his beautiful wives, Sev's eyes gazed at their perfect bare pussies, each of them drippingly wet for him. Their flawless bodies were stacked on top of each other and their long sexy legs were splayed out, compactly packaged up for him to take advantage of them.
Scooting forward, Sev first lined his cock up with Kira's moist pink pussy, her puffy lips slightly open. Kira moaned as his cock head prodded against her lips, parting them fully until he slipped inside of her with ease. "Ohhhh," Kira promptly mewled with pleasure.
Serina squinted with jealousy that he wasn't fucking her first; she was the senior wife after all! But her jealous thoughts were quickly washed away as she felt Kira's lips pressing against hers.
Sev gripped his gray-haired lover's hips and drove his cock deep. He gritted his teeth at how tight she still was as if she were still a virgin. Kira moaned into Serina's mouth as she got properly dicked down by her Valkorian husband.



The sounds of feminine moans and clapping flesh filled the dim bunk. Serina, although she was not getting stimulated directly by Sev, still achieved satisfaction from Kira's pleasure. Anticipation and arousal filled Serina, knowing that she would soon enough be receiving what her sister-wife was.
Kira frenched Serina like they were lovers as well; perhaps at some level that was what they were learning to become. The feeling of Sev's long deep strokes stimulating her pussy and his cockhead repeatedly slamming into her cervix caused Kira to moan like a wild animal into Serina's mouth.
Abandoning their lips, Kira expressed her pleasure. "Yes! Right there, boss! It feels so good! Keep doing that to me! Yes!" she wailed, Sev grinned and gripped her hips even tighter, causing her to let out a ragged gasp.
Serina smirked at how well Kira was getting fucked. But she felt that Kira could work on her dirty talk. "Kira, you need to talk dirtier. It makes the sex better," Serina informed.
"Huh? Ah! What do, ah! You mean??" Kira moaned in between her words.
"Tell him you love how well he's fucking your pussy. You've spied on us long enough to know how I talk during sex. Just say the kinds of things you've heard me say." Kira slowly nodded in understanding and slight embarrassment.
"Em, okay, I'll try..." she uttered. "Fuck my pussy, boss!" she blurted out. Her provocative words seemed to intensify Sev's fucking, eliciting more heavy moans from her lips.
"Good! Keep going, Kira. Sev is loving it!" Serina encouraged, as she locked eyes with Sev. He nodded with approval at how effectively his first wife was indoctrinating the newest addition to their family.
"Oh! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! I love how your cock feels inside of me!" Kira moaned out. Serina and Sev were thoroughly pleased with how quickly Kira had been coaxed into joining their dirty talk.
Kira's flesh reverberated in rhythm to Sev's heavy thrusts. Her bright turquoise eyes rolled back into her skull as his manhood repeatedly slammed against her inner core. This wasn't making love, it was more like mating!
Kira squealed with lustful pleasure as she abruptly reached her orgasm. Searching for anything to hold on to, she hugged Serina tightly. Kira writhed and squirmed on top of her, causing Serina to gasp with amusement.
But, as much fun as she was having, Serina was painfully eager to take her own turn with Sev's cock. Her anguish would be addressed soon enough. Unsheathing himself from Kira's sopping slit, still shivering with ecstatic convulsions, Sev lowered himself to Serina's waiting pussy.
Serina gasped as his cock slipped inside her as easily as its girth and mass allowed. Her eyelids fluttered with satisfied relief as her pussy stretched and wrapped around his love pole. As Sev resumed his thrusting, lustful moans of pleasure escaped her lips. At the same time, Kira slowly lifted her head from Serina's shoulder and gazed at her with glazed eyes.
"Ah, ha- having fun?" Serina inquired in a breathy voice.
"Mhmm, this is very fun. I never thought having sex with another person could be this arousing!" Kira purred. Serina couldn't agree more. The idea of this big strong male mating with his females was all too appealing. It was so primal, so evocative of healthy young animals rutting without regard to any of the veneer of human socialization...
The two lovely women smiled at each other briefly, sharing a tender moment as they enjoyed their shared lover. Then, a spark of lust surged from within and they lunged toward each other to lock lips again.
Serina and Kira were quickly growing addicted to kissing each other. Although they loved kissing their man, the different eroticism of a woman's lips was a welcome change of pace.
Sev gave Serina long and deep strokes. His dark eyes gazed down at his two lovers as they lay atop each other, making out with unceasing passion. Seeing the way Kira's pussy was continuing to throb as she eagerly awaited her turn with him again, he reached down with his right hand and placed two fingers along her slick pussy lips.
"Ah!" Kira moaned as her lips parted from Serina's. Swiveling her head around to face Sev, she locked eyes with him. Observing a playful grin on his face, she sexily licked her lips and nodded at him to proceed. A gasp escaped her as she felt his fingers delving into her pussy. "Ohhh," Kira moaned as he began to slide his digits in and out of her wet love canal.
At the same time, Sev only intensified the strength of his thrusts into Serina, causing his raven-haired lover's eyes to flutter and then roll back. The two wives moaned in a slightly unsynchronized rhythm as their husband relentlessly pleasured their quivering bodies.
Soon enough, Sev brought them both to the brink of their orgasms once more.
"AH! FUCK!"
"FUCK, BOSS!"
The two squealed in unison as their pussies gushed their juices out upon his cock and fingers.
Sev watched as Serina and Kira gasped for breath. The two alluring women turned their gaze to him. Their eyes were filled with lust and satisfaction.
As much fun as he was having, though, Sev was reaching his limit. Slipping out of Serina, he sat on his ass and spoke, "Come here, my loves, and finish me off." Hastily exchanging glances, the two wives crawled to him with the playful eagerness of puppies. Their minds were hazed with the carnal desires imparted to them by the alpha of their pack.
Serina and Kira wasted no time in jointly kissing and licking up and down Sev's manhood. Sev groaned and carefully grabbed their heads as their wet mouths pleasured him. The two women squirmed seductively as they took turns forcing their throats open for his cock. As if finding the perfect balance, they patiently waited for each other, no longer fighting each other for dominance, causing Sev to smile warmly.
"Gah... Soon..." Sev announced. The wives' eyes lit up with anticipation. Reaching for his cock, the two wrapped their fingers around him and began to stroke him with harmonic unity.
"Cum, my love. Cum on our mouths," Serina cooed in a low voice as she sexily parted her lips and stretched her tongue out. Kira's heart raced as she impetuously mirrored her sister-wife; she was finally going to acquire a proper taste of Sev's seed.
Sev's cock throbbed in their delicate hands as they eagerly stroked him to orgasm. Their wet tongues looked so alluring as they curled and uncurled, awaiting his seed. The wet sounds of their stroking filled the cozy bunk, causing all three of them to buzz even higher with arousal.
"Augh, get ready," Sev groaned. Serina and Kira quickly leaned forward, widening their mouths and beckoning with their impatient tongues.
"Ahhhhhh," the two hummed as they stroked his cock faster.
The two women gasped in surprise as Sev finally unleashed his load onto them. He first pointed his cockhead into Serina's mouth, discharging a few heavy loads into the depths of her dark orifice before turning to Kira and shooting several more loads of his abundant seed into her mouth.
Kira moaned with delight as the first taste of his thick white cum alighted upon her tongue. Her stomach fluttered to finally imbibe his very essence. He was somehow salty, bitter, and yet sweet, all at the same time. Kira quickly learned that she loved his flavor.
Sev took turns filling each of their mouths. A few of his ropes missed their mark and landed on their pretty faces, but that just made things hotter for all of them. When he was finally finished, Sev let out a heavy breath of relief.
He gazed down at Serina and Kira with proud accomplishment, like an artist surveying a recently completed masterpiece. Their mouths were filled and their faces were sexily slathered with his white goodness. Closing her drippingly-full mouth, Serina gulped his load into her stomach before presenting her empty mouth for his review. Kira glanced over at her and did the same.
"Wow, that was fun..." Serina spoke with a satisfied voice as she cleaned Sev's cum from her face and lapped it up. Turning to Kira, she helped clean her face. "So, how was that? Did you have fun, Kira?" she asked, collecting her seed from her pretty face, licking it up, and feeding some of it to her sister-wife.
"Mhm! That was fun! I never thought that having sex with you would be this enjoyable!" Kira hummed happily, licking Serina's cum slathered fingers. Then turning to Sev, she abashedly blushed and asked, "So... as your wives, did we satisfy you?"
Sev smiled warmly. Speaking no words, he reached out and pulled Serina and Kira into a warm embrace. The two hummed with happy affection and rubbed their cheeks into his solid chest. "Hmm, I think we should do this more often," Serina uttered as she basked in his warm presence. Cupping their faces, he gave them each a tender and passionate kiss.
The three laid back into bed and cuddled up for a while. As they lay there, Serina and Kira rested on either side of Sev's muscular chest: Serina lay on his right, and Kira on his left. The two let out a gasp as he felt a firm hand grasping their butt cheeks. Glancing up at Sev, they playfully leered at him. Sev chuckled with his eyes closed, causing the girls to giggle along with him.
-
Sev stirred as a notification pinged on his console, interrupting the peaceful scene of his two lovers sleeping. Serina gave a grumpy growl in her sleep when he attempted to get up, while Kira, more easygoing, let him go without fuss.
Although staying in bed was undeniably tempting, Sev had duties to tackle. Carefully untangling himself from Serina, he crawled out of the bunk, took a quick shower, and geared up in his armor before settling into his pilot seat.
Reviewing his messages, Sev reflected on his current situation. Life with Serina had turned out even better than he had any right to expect. Her competence and self-sufficiency were attractive qualities, providing him peace of mind. Adding Kira to the mix brought its own set of challenges, especially with her lack of combat skills. Still, teaching her the ropes of life as a living person was enjoyable, and she was a quick learner. Thanks to her smart AI background, he was confident she'd adapt to the world in no time. Even as he grappled with the complexities of his relationships, Sev was finding a unique blend of challenges and happiness in his daily life...
To be continued...
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Gathering up his suitcase, Alex proceeded to the garage and climbed into his car, preparing to head off to work. As he pulled out onto the driveway, he looked around for his lovely wife Sarah who was usually out in the front yard garden at this time of day. But his searching gaze failed to locate her.
Instead, Alex saw his elderly neighbor, Albert. He was leisurely relaxing on his rocking chair on his front porch with his usual ole veteran's hat upon his head. Alex could only see half of Albert's torso and head; his gaze was obscured by several rugs draped over the porch railings which had been hung out to dry there with the thanks of Sarah.
Alex felt a little bad for old Albert since he lived alone and had never had a wife or family, at least as far as Alex knew. However, observing the very relaxed and merry expression that the old man's face was currently wearing, Alex just couldn't help but be happy for him. He concluded that the old dog just preferred to be alone. It was so thoughtful that Sarah went out of her way to give the old man some company. She was always such an angel.
"Hey, Albert!" Alex waved, rolling down his car window. The old man, slightly startled, offered a toothy grin.
"Oh, hey, Alex," he casually waved back. "Heading off to work?"
"Yeah, I was just leaving. Have you seen my wife anywhere?"
Albert struggled to contain a knowing grin. "Hmm, that's strange... she was just here... Oh, I believe she went to the shed to get some fertilizer for the garden," he coyly replied. Alex slowly nodded as he took in this likely explanation for his wife's whereabouts.
"Well, when she gets back, could you tell her that I left for work?"
Albert let out a low groan, appearing to doze off.
"You okay, Albert? Are you sleepy or something?" Alex called out, chuckling a bit at the way the old man was trailing off in mid-conversation.
"Huh? Oh, maybe a little. Heh, I'm getting old, you know how it is. But I'll tell the wife you left! No worries, buddy!" Albert stammered, regaining his focus.
"Okay, Albert, I'll see you around," Alex said warmly, before pulling out of the driveway into their neighborhood street. The veteran displayed a warm smile and waved as the unsuspecting husband disappeared into the distance.
Letting out a sigh of relief, Albert glanced down at Sarah neatly perched on her knees with his cock balls deep in her mouth. "Heh, that was close," the lecherous old man deviously said, stroking her smooth blonde hair in his wrinkly hand.
"Mhph, it's a good thing that I put these rugs out here to dry, or else my husband would've caught his lovely wife sucking his elderly neighbor's hung cock," Sarah replied, popping his meat from her mouth and slowly stroking him.
"You got that right..." Albert grinned. "Your husband really is clueless."
Sarah let out a resigned sigh. "Ugh... unfortunately yes..." Her facial expression looked visibly annoyed and disappointed. Then, with a wide smile, she continued, "But all the better for us, then, right?"
"Indeed it is.... Damn, you're such a devious little slut," Albert replied with a chuckle.
Surveying the neighborhood, he felt uneasy seeing that it was about the time of day that all the neighbors came out of their homes to enjoy some extracurricular activities. As naughty as it was to have Sarah suckle his cock semi-out in public, he didn't want to take any risks. He wanted his affair with his neighbor's wife to go on as long as he lived, and getting discovered would mean the end of that.
"I think we've had enough fun out here. Why don't we head inside so we can have some more... privacy," Albert said suggestively.
Sarah grinned mischievously and nodded. Planting a few more kisses along the underside of his juicy shaft, she stretched out her tongue and gave him a long sensual lick up to his cockhead, lapping up the precum that was leaking from his cavernous slit. Then, as she rose to her feet, she said, "Sure, why not? I have nothing better to do today anyways." Humming with delight, she wiped the saliva that slathered her mouth off with her arm.
Cautiously conning their surroundings like a hawk, she swiftly bent down and helped pull the old man's shorts up his scrawny legs. Assisting him up, she led him through his front door before locking it behind them...
-
What had started as a predatory seduction had evolved into a full-blown affair that lasted for about five months now. During that time, Sarah and Albert had been fucking each other's brains out whenever they had the chance, which was relatively easy to accomplish since Alex was at work almost all day, every day. Furthermore, Alex was under the impression that Albert was just a kind and senile old man: whenever Sarah went over to hang out with him, Alex assumed that his wife was just being a good neighbor to the elderly veteran. Boy, was he wrong...
Of course, Sarah took extra precautions to conceal her affair with her secret lover. Things such as making believable excuses to meet with Albert, which was easy since he seemed so guiltlessly inculpable. They spaced out the times when they fucked to avoid generating a suspicious pattern and Sarah also kept any public exchanges she had with Albert cordial to make sure that they wouldn't leave any fishy impressions.
Other things such as her text chat with Albert were kept under tight security since the contents were highly illicit... Most of Sarah and Albert's conversations were very lewd and suggestive. Sarah couldn't count how many dick pics Albert had sent her, and how many nudes she had sent him; she had since rescinded the rule of not sharing any pictures or videos of each other in the course of their affair due to how much she loved how naughty it was. Thankfully, Alex rarely had any occasion to go through her phone.
Sarah had grown to embrace how naughty she had become. She was a bona fide adulterous savant at this point. Of course, she did feel a little guilty that she was cheating on her husband. But Alex wasn't giving her the love and attention she deserved, so she had to seek them elsewhere; at least, that had become her rationalization. And the man she had turned to was hung like a horse. Albert's cock was a pleasurable marvel! Sarah couldn't get enough of the lecherous old man.
Sarah's new life was going pretty well so far; it turns out that when your sexual needs are being satisfied, everything else in life just feels better. But things were especially good for Albert. The old man was living his wildest dreams. Anybody would kill to be in his position. He got to fuck his neighbor's hot wife almost whenever he wanted. And what made things better was that she was addicted to his cock. Something every warm-blooded man strived for.
However, as much as he was enjoying his naughty affair with Sarah, Albert still longed for something more. He wanted to knock Sarah up. All his life, Albert had never thought he needed children. As a result, he'd never married or started a family. Instead, he'd enjoyed spending his time getting laid with as many women as possible during his younger days.
But now, with Sarah, the urge to have a kid had unexpectedly become paramount. It was more likely that he just loved the idea of getting another man's wife pregnant with his child than any genuine impulse to start a family. He had often mused to himself what it would be like if another man had to raise his kid. It was just so evil, so morally deranged, so arousing... But Sarah had something to do with it, too. She was so alluring that any man would have to seriously consider impregnating her.
Of course, Albert would still love to be a part of the child's life in some major capacity. It would be his kid, for Pete's sake. He wasn't a complete monster.
As much as he loved to imagine this scenario, Sarah was on that pesky pill. And although she had given almost everything to the old man, the one thing she had kept off limits was the one thing he desired the most. Sarah was just very uncertain about the prospect. She claimed that there were too many implications she wasn't ready to handle if she were to let him get her pregnant. If that were to happen, she would be unalterably connected to the old man forever! Sarah was just in it for the sex and nothing more, right?
Albert brooded on the matter. He wanted to knock her up so badly. The longer their affair continued, the more he had been amping up their breeding roleplay. Albert kept drilling the idea of letting him get her pregnant over and over again whenever they had sex in hopes that he would flip a switch within her. The annoying part was that Sarah loved it! So it puzzled him why she just wouldn't let him get her pregnant!
But, as if god were listening to his prayers, Albert was provided the opportunity of a lifetime thanks to some turbulent weather...
-
"Are you going to be okay, honey? The forecast says that the snowstorm is going to get really bad over there," Alex spoke through the phone. "Do you have enough food to get you through it?"
"Thanks for your concern, sweety. But I should be fine with all the food we've got stocked up. It's a good thing we went grocery shopping not too long ago," Sarah replied as she sat on the couch. She was wearing some black leggings and a simple white sweater, resting her feet on the coffee table in front of her. "They said it would only last two or three days."
"I'm just trying to make sure you have everything you need. You'll be trapped inside the house and won't be able to go out and get the things you need. Are you sure you have everything??"
"Yes, Alex. I have everything," Sarah assured, rolling her alluring green eyes. "But what I really should be asking is will you be fine?"
"Aw, thanks for asking, hon. The weather is great out here in California!"
"Your wife is about to endure a raging snowstorm and you're bragging that you're 'trapped' in beautiful California?" Sarah retorted with some playful sass.
"I uh, didn't mean it like that, sorry, hon, heh..." Alex stammered. "I should be back from my business trip by the time the storm settles. But I trust you'll be fine." Sarah let out a small chuckle.
"Oh, by the way, I think you should keep an eye out for Albert. Maybe even have him stay over at the house during the storm. I'm worried about how he will fare in such terrible weather. He has no one to look after him." Sarah's eyes widened and a devious smirk formed on her face. She had been so focused on this upcoming storm that she had forgotten about her elderly lover. This would serve as a perfect opportunity to spend some time together.
"Oh? That's a good idea, sweety. How thoughtful of you. I should call him soon before the storm gets worse," Sarah answered in a tone of feigned neighborly solicitousness.
"Yeah, no worries, honey. I'm a genius, I know," Alex joked. Sarah could practically imagine the smile on his face right now.
"You are genuinely insufferable."
Alex just chuckled and replied, "Okay, but you should really get going now. Make sure to look after Albert, alright?"
"Oh, don't worry about that, sweety. I'll look after him as well as possible," Sarah remarked, trying to suppress a suggestive tone.
Hanging up, Sarah went to text Albert that he could stay at her house while they waited out the storm. But before she could send the text, it turned out that the old man had had the same idea.
Hearing an abrupt knock on the door, Sarah rose from the couch to see who it was. Cautiously making her way there, she heard a familiar gruff voice coming from the other side. "Hurry up and open this damn door! I'm freezing my balls off out here!"
Sarah swiftly rushed over and opened it. A heavy gust of cold piercing air hit her face and she found the short old man concealed in a thick snow coat standing before her, visibly uncomfortable and cold. Her eyes widened to see that the weather outside had gotten considerably worse. The road, sidewalks, and all the surrounding houses were completely sheathed in a thick layer of snow and ice. It was like a wintery wasteland out there.
"Oh shoot, come in, come in!" Sarah hurriedly ushered her neighbor inside.
Slamming the door shut behind them, Sarah moved to help Albert out of his coat. "So what brings you here?" the blonde beauty inquired with a knowing smile.
"You know exactly why I'm here," Albert replied suggestively. "With your husband away and this big snowstorm raging about, I figured that we could use this opportunity to 'spend' some quality time together."
Sarah giggled as she hung his coat on a nearby hanger. "It would appear that like minds think alike."
"More like horny minds, eh?" Albert cackled, walking over to his goddess and giving her supple ass a firm squeeze.
"Oh?" Sarah gasped playfully. "Hm, actually, my husband thought that it would be a good idea if you stayed over at our house for the next few days to wait out the storm. I was just about to text you before you knocked on the door."
"Is that right? Hmph, now that I think of it, this should have been the first thing on our minds when we heard about the forecast warnings. Why didn't you say anything sooner??"
"I didn't think it was going to get this bad. You know how they usually exaggerate the weather forecasts to drive up their ratings," Sarah explained. "But it's useless to argue about it now. We're together, that's all that matters."
Then, leaning down, Sarah went to his right ear and whispered, "To make it up to you, for the next few days we're going to fuck like rabbits, Daddy..." Albert's cock immediately jumped in his pants upon hearing her seductive words.
"Well, what's stopping us now? Let's get on with it!" Albert enthusiastically cheered, making a salacious advance toward Sarah.
"Not so fast, tiger. We have all the time in the world. Let's at least get settled in first and have some dinner before we get started. I'll cook you up something tasty and nourishing to make sure you can last all night," Sarah suggested with a smirk, pushing the old man away.
"Psh, you're no fun..." Albert muttered in annoyance before continuing, "But, hey, can't argue with going all night long."
After enjoying a satisfying dinner, Sarah and Albert decided to top the evening off with some wine. They eventually found themselves in the living room, lit only by a few candles. They sat closely together, luxuriating in each other's company as the storm raged outside. It was a rather romantic scene. But Sarah and Albert weren't in it for the romance...
Having gotten to a point where they were both nicely tipsy, but not too drunk, the two lovers found each other sloppily making out. They hugged and groped each other as their lips smacked wetly and their tongues twirled together.
Sarah straddled Albert's lap and rolled her curvaceous hips into his crotch. The two moaned as their sexes primed up for what was to come. Albert's cock was raging hard while Sarah's pussy was soaking wet. They wanted each other so badly.
As Sarah rode his lap, Albert's old hands squeezed and kneaded at her soft cheeks. "Hmmm," Sarah purred. Her tongue licked the inside of her lover's mouth and he did the same for her.
Sarah's body felt red hot from the arousal and the alcohol. She needed to strip herself out of her clothes and have Albert shove his big juicy cock inside of her at this very moment. The sounds of smacking lips and moans of arousal filled the dim living room.
"Mph," Sarah moaned, breaking their kiss. "I need you inside of me, now..." Albert grinned excitedly; he loved it when she begged for him.
"Right here?"
"No, let's do it in my bedroom..." the blonde goddess stated affirmingly.
Albert's cock nearly shot straight through his pants. Throughout the entirety of their affair, they had never fucked in Sarah's marital bed. His old heart raced in his chest. The prospect of fucking a wife in the bed she shares with her husband was all too appealing. His cock throbbed heavily, thinking about how he was going to claim her somewhere so sacred in her marriage.
"Oh? You're so naughty, Sarah, what would your husband think?" the lecherous old man teased.
"I don't give a fuck what he thinks. He's off doing god knows what in California while I'm here in a snowstorm. Ugh... I need you to help me forget all about him by pounding my needy pussy until I pass out." Sarah's tipsiness had removed any filter from her thoughts and her horny depraved brain was doing all the talking.
"Then what are we waiting for?" Albert chuckled.
A trail of their discarded clothes littered the stairs and hallways leading to Sarah and Alex's room. Shirts, pants, socks, and underwear were carelessly strewn about like an erotic scene out of a movie.
Locking the door behind them, Albert pinned Sarah against the door and eagerly sucked on her soft yet perky mammaries as she stroked his cock. The room was lit by a dim lamp, casting an erotic atmosphere for the two adulterous lovers. "Oh, fuck... Albert... yes... keep kissing me like that..." she moaned, sexily nibbling on her bottom lip.
Enveloping his neck in her arms, she tugged him deeper into her tits as he dug his bony fingers into her sopping slit. "Albert... You're so hard for me..." Sarah whispered in a husky voice.
"Argh... Sarah... You're so wet for me..." the old man groaned in return.
Unsheathing his fingers from her pussy, Albert brought them up to his mouth and eagerly sucked Sarah's pussy juice off his slathered digits. Sarah hungrily licked her lips as she saw how much her lover enjoyed tasting her juices.
Wanting to get a taste of him in turn, Sarah shuffled their bodies toward the foot of her bed. Albert gasped in surprise as she forcefully pushed him onto the mattress. "Oh? You seem feisty!" the old veteran exclaimed, scooting himself further up the bed.
"Mhm, I want to suck on your big - juicy - cock, Daddy..." she purred seductively, sexily jutting her curvaceous hips from side to side as she crawled up the bed.
Albert's beady eyes were hypnotized by her ass swaying like a pendulum. Lying prone between his hairy scrawny legs, Sarah flung her elegant blonde hair behind her shoulders and wrapped her slender fingers around the base of his pulsating cock.
Flashing Albert a seductive smirk, she leaned down and wrapped her lush lips around his bulbous cockhead. She took him down her wet throat with ease. Then, bringing her head back up, she proceeded to skillfully bob her head up and down his length.
"Mhhhmmm, mhhm, hmm," Sarah moaned as she swallowed the endowed member into the depths of her throat.
Carefully grasping Albert's big balls with her right, she proceeded to fondle them as she sucked on his cock. "Ahh, my goddd... Sarah... Argh..." the elderly man groaned as his balding head fell onto the bed. Her slurping and glucking rang in his ears, adding to the pleasure.
Albert gasped as Sarah added circular motions to her bobbing. Out of reflex, he reached down and grabbed her by the hair, forcing her to go down deeper onto his cock. Her wet undulating mouth caused the old man to writhe and curl his toes. He could feel her warm throat wrapping and contorting around the shape of his phallus.
"Glllckkk!" Sarah gagged as Albert forced her all the way down onto his cock. Her chin was copiously slathered with her saliva.
Albert's faded blue eyes rolled back in pure ecstasy as he held her there. Then, feeling an urgent tap on his thigh with her free hand, he released his lover. Sarah swiftly unsheathed his manhood from her throat, leaving long strings of her saliva mixed with his precum dripping between her mouth and his slathered cock.
Sarah coughed as she gasped for breath. "Ah... Do you like how I choke on your cock, Daddy?" Sarah asked in a throaty voice as she slowly stroked his wet shaft with her left hand.



Lifting his head up just far enough to meet Sarah's lustful gaze, Albert replied, "You're damn right, I do. Augh... Were you trying to suck my soul out??"
Giving Albert's cock one last wet kiss, she rose up and simply answered, "Yup."
Albert grinned excitedly as Sarah prepared to straddle herself onto his lap. "I'm gonna ride this big cock now, Daddy," the blonde wife declared, biting her lip. "Fuck, I'm so horny for you..."
But as she positioned herself over Albert's awaiting love pole, she abruptly halted in the realization of something. Urgently hopping off of his lap and climbing out of bed, she quickly paced toward her bathroom.
"Hey! What the hell?! Where are you going??" Albert confusingly called out to his retreating lover.
"Sorry, Albert! Give me a second!" Sarah responded.
Opening her bathroom cabinet, Sarah reached for her birth control. But upon laying her eyes on the package, her mouth fell agape discovering that it was empty. "No no no... Shit!" she whispered to herself in a panic. She had been so sure she still had some pills left.
Out of desperation, she dug through the cabinet to see if she had an extra package of birth control lying around. But to her dismay, there was none, the empty one she had already discovered was indeed her last. Sarah anxiously grabbed her forehead. She didn't have any more Plan Bs on hand either; since going on the pill, she hadn't needed them. And she definitely didn't have condoms, at least not any of the size that would be required to fit on Albert's supersized member. How could Sarah have been so reckless?
Glancing out the window, she observed the snowstorm's unabated rage, rendering her current situation even more grim. There was no way in hell she would be able to go out and get another prescription from her doctor or purchase contraceptives. "Ugh, I knew I was forgetting something, dammit!" she muttered to herself in utter frustration.
"Sarah! Where did you go?! Come back to bed!" her elderly lover called out, his voice alloyed with annoyance.
"Um, give me a second!" Sarah replied, hurriedly reorganizing her cabinet and closing it.
Nervously biting her lip, she contemplated her options. It would be risky to have sex with Albert without any protection. Given how abnormally virile he was, the risk of his successfully impregnating her was certainly high.
"Sarah! Come back! You can't just leave a man like this!" he called out once more, his voice now noticeably irritated.
Sighing, she quickly returned to the bedroom. "Where the hell did you go??" Albert questioned as Sarah came back into view.
Sarah didn't know how to break the news. There was no way Albert would abstain from sex with her now that they were cozily trapped in the comfort of her home with her husband conveniently far out of the picture. And he certainly wouldn't want to pull out, at least not voluntarily.
"Um, Albert..." Sarah nervously began. The old man curiously arched his bushy brow. "I- I ran out of birth control..." she admitted. "I'm not sure what to do..."
Albert's heart skipped a beat. He almost couldn't believe what he was hearing. An awkward silence hung in the air between them. His mind raced as he realized that this was the opportunity he had been waiting for. Albert was going to impregnate his neighbor's wife!
"I don't see a problem here," Albert calmly remarked.
"What? Ugh, Albert. It's risky! I could get pregnant!" Sarah argued, sternly crossing her arms.
"And that's a problem because?" Albert continued casually.
"Jesus, Albert! You just don't get it! It's just wrong!"
"And you love how wrong it is!" the old man declared. Sarah was left stunned, he wasn't wrong. "Everything you do with me, you do it because you love the thrill of how taboo it is!"
"I... this is... I mean yes. But this is crossing a line!" Sarah stammered.
"Crossing a line? Every time we have sex you beg me to knock you up! Heh, you love it and you know it. So why must you fight it?"
"Augh, Albert, that's just role play! Just because I enjoy the fantasy of it, doesn't mean it's something I actually want!"
Albert shook his balding head. "Ah, you see, that's where you're wrong. The reason why you love it so much is because deep down you know it is what you really want, what you truly desire," he stated. "You're a young woman, it's only natural that you would long for a child."
"Yeah, with my husband!"
"A husband who doesn't tend to you in the most important ways?"
Sarah was at a loss for words. Albert's words pierced her deeply. "You deserve a real man," he continued remorselessly. "A man who tends to all your needs. A man who satisfies all your carnal desires." Grabbing the base of his erect cock, he slowly waved it side to side, as if he were taunting Sarah.
"You see this cock? This cock is what makes your knees wobble. It fills you up and makes you feel so good. Isn't that right, Sarah?"
Sarah subconsciously rubbed her loins together and bit the corner of her lip. "So what if you make me feel so good... It doesn't just give you the right to get me pregnant..." she objected, even as her resistance was waning.
"Mhm, but that's what makes this so arousing, Sarah..." the old man pointed out. "This is everything you've been desiring out of our affair, my kid growing in your belly." Sarah's mouth fell agape as she took the time to seriously contemplate such a scenario. Having a child that wasn't her husband's? How could that be what she wanted? It was so wrong! Yet... so very arousing...
"Albert I..." Sarah started to say but was immediately cut off by his next salvo.
"Face it, Sarah, this is what you want. You want me to knock you up. Imagine how hot it would be if you had my child." Sarah looked uncertain. "I know you love the idea of this frail old man breeding you."
"Ugh... There's so much that goes into this, Albert. It's not just something you do on a whim!" she urgently replied.
"In all my years of life, I've done a lot. This is something new. I want to give fatherhood a shot," Albert revealed. Sarah couldn't help but at least be impressed by his tenacity. Being a newfound father at his advanced age wasn't easy.
"And what about Alex??"
"You just pretend the kid is his. It's as simple as that."
"That's so fucked up, me secretly carrying your child and pretending it's his," Sarah remarked.
"But that's what gets your blood pumping, no? This would be our naughty secret. No one would know besides you and me." Waving his cock around once more, Albert prodded on, "Look at you, you're a fertile young woman! Don't you want to get bred by this bull cock? I'll give you the baby you deserve. I'll make you a mother..."
Sarah clenched her fists and rubbed her moistening inner thighs. Her pussy was soaking wet! Albert was pulling out all the stops as if he were a lawyer, like her! Her mind was torn between her desires and her rationality. If she did this there would be no going back. However, one could argue that she was already past the point of no return.
It was wrong, taboo, immoral! But at the same time, her primal needs tugged at her. She wanted to be a mom, ideally with her husband. But he wasn't tending to his duties like a man should be, which was largely what had led to her affair with Albert. This old man tended to her needs better than Alex ever could.
Her depraved brain imagined what it would be like to secretly have Albert's baby. The thought of all her friends and family assuming that it was Alex's made her stomach churn and her heart palpate in her chest.
The immediate vision of Albert's big bull cock swaying in the air only stoked the flames of her arousal. To allow this dirty old man to knock her up was the ultimate act of depravity. As a beautiful young woman, it ought to be beneath her to allow such a thing. But he fucked her like no other man could. Albert owned her pussy... It was his right to breed her...
Sensing that Sarah was still on the fence, Albert thought of another approach. He figured that she just needed some more... convincing... "Augh, let's just put this all aside for now and just fuck, I'm itching to have some of that tight pussy, how about it?"
Sarah snapped out of her deep thoughts and responded, "Erh, it's still going to be risky, Albert."
"I'm just gonna pull out." Sarah squinted her green eyes, skeptical about the old man's intentions. "Don't give me that look. I know you're itching to fuck. You need this as much as I do. And like I said, I'll pull out."
"I don't know if I can trust you to pull out, Albert..."
"Augh, come on, Sarah. I can see that you are clearly on the fence about our little predicament. So I'll do the best thing for your interests." Sarah was still suspicious of his sudden change of heart. However, Sarah's aching need to be fucked convinced her to take the leap and trust Albert by his word.
"Come on, Sarah. I'll be careful," he reiterated one last time.
"Ngh, dammit... Fine. You're lucky I'm so fucking horny," Sarah conceded. "But you have to remember to pull out, okay, Albert?" she stated sternly.
"Of course, of course, I'll pull out. You can count on that. The last thing I would want to do is displease you," the old man assured, concealing a devious grin. Sarah just let out a playfully annoyed snarl and shook her head.
Deep down, Sarah knew she shouldn't place any trust in his word but, given her the buzz from the wine and what a horny state she was in, her inhibitions were considerably diminished.
Joining Albert on her marital bed again, she mounted herself upon his lap. Grabbing his cock, Sarah positioned it directly under her dripping pussy. She slowly rubbed his cockhead along her moist lips, eliciting quiet moans from them both. However, having positioned herself so close, she remained hovering just above him, hesitating to commit to such a risky bout of sex.
Sarah gasped as Albert's bony hands suddenly grasped her hips and pulled her down onto his cock. "Oh my god!" she squealed as his raw cock slipped inside her unprotected pussy.
"Argh! So tight!" Albert groaned. Her body was already rearing up to have his baby.
Sarah's doubts flew out of her mind as a wave of pleasure washed over her. "Mhmm, your cock is so big..." she mewled with satisfaction.
Planting her delicate hands onto his hairy chest and settling her ankles onto his thighs, Sarah proceeded to eagerly ride her lover. Albert grunted and smiled with delight at how quickly Sarah's demeanor had flipped once he had forced her down onto his endowed manhood. His master plan was proceeding perfectly.
The bed creaked as Sarah bounced on his cock. She skillfully rolled her hips into Albert, causing both of them to moan loudly. "Fuck... I love riding your cock, Daddy... Ah, mhmm," she uttered in a breathy voice.
Albert helped guide Sarah with his hands, tugging her in the right places, stirring more throaty moans from her lips. His cock stimulated all of Sarah's special places, sending her to heaven.
Her fetching green eyes were glazed with lust and desire as she rode her big-cocked bull. "You like that, Sarah? Do you like fucking me on your marital bed?" Albert grunted, gripping her soft cheeks.
"Ohhh, fuck yes, Daddy! I love fucking you on the bed I share with my husband. It's so naughty!" she replied, nibbling on her lip.
"Augh, keep telling me what I want to hear, slut!" the old man ordered.
Sarah let out a low moan and nodded. "It feels so good to be fucked by a real man on my marital bed. Ah, uh... Your cock is just so much bigger and better than my husband's. His little baby dick could never satisfy me the way you do, Daddy." Her words flowed like butter to Albert's old ears. "Fuck! You're so deep, Daddy! I love riding this big bull cock! Hmmm, you're such a stud!" she wailed as his manhood drove deep into her love canal, his cockhead repeatedly slamming against her cervix.
Albert's cock sleuthed in and out of Sarah's tight wet pussy with ease. Their breaths were hot and steamy, raising the temperature of the cold atmosphere around them. Their intense fucking made their skin slick with sweat, causing them to glint in the dim light of the nearby lamp.
Sarah cast her alluring gaze up to her elderly lover. The dark radiance from the light provided an intimate ambiance to the room. That, combined with the raging snowstorm outside made things even more erotic. Here they were, trapped together with nothing better to do than to mate like wild animals.
Sarah let out a heavy moan as Albert began to meet her hip rolls with his relentless thrusts. Her eyes fluttered and rolled back as his cockhead smushed against the entrance to her uterus, sending bolts of pleasure shooting through her body.
"Ohhh, yesss! That feels so fucking good, Daddy. I can feel you in my fucking stomach..." she moaned. Their sexes met with each other in an erotic rhythm they had mastered over the months of their affair.
"Augh! I'm gonna keep giving you this cock until the day I die!" Albert roared, thrusting his hips up and hitting one of Sarah's weak spots. She quivered and squealed, having a mini orgasm.
The two lovers expressed their carnal lust with their moans of pleasure. The old man grinned victoriously observing how addicted this blonde goddess of a woman was to his manhood. Sensing that her inhibitions were thoroughly eroded enough from their steamy mating, he moved on to the next step of his plan.
"Fuck... I want to put a baby in you..." Albert uttered, licking his lips.
Sarah paused for a brief moment, processing what he'd just said. Resuming her riding, she replied, "Ah, you shouldn't be saying such things right now, Albert... oh, fuck that feels good..."
"But I want to, so bad. Your pussy feels so tight and wet. It's practically begging for me to shoot my load inside your womb and knock you up."
Sarah winced, trying to ignore his salacious chatter. "Ah... Albert...stop talking like that... It's not safe..." She recognized what he was trying to do but her horned-up body kept her anchored on his cock.
"Ohhh, baby... keep riding me like that... Augh... Sarah, do you really want me to pull out? It just feels so much better to cum inside. Don't you agree?"
"Ah, uh... No... stop that... I know what you're trying to do..."
The devious old man smirked. "Yeah? What is it that I'm doing, Sarah?" he playfully taunted.
Sarah took a moment to respond since she was so focused on riding his love pole. "Nhg... you're trying to get me pregnant... I'm not stupid..." she uttered in a labored voice.
"Hmm, don't you love how good it feels when my warm cum fills you all up?" the old man continued, disregarding her previous remark. "My hot sticky load flooding your insides where it should belong..."
"Mhmm, yes... I mean, no!" Sarah incoherently responded as his cock again struck one of her weak spots. Albert sensed that she was breaking. "Remember, you have to pull out. That's what you said you would do..."
Sarah sunk balls deep onto Albert's manhood, provoking a raspy moan. "I did say that... But I don't think you want that, do you?" the old veteran persisted.
Sarah involuntarily nodded before quickly shaking her head 'No' as she rose her ass up before sinking it back down onto his pelvis. Her mind was dictated by her lust and desire. "Ah... it's dangerous, Albert... You could get me pregnant..." she repeated, the resistance in her voice weakening.
"Mhm, I can get you pregnant. That's something you want, no? You can pull off of me any time you want, you're the one on top. But I know you won't..." Albert declared, tracing her abdomen with his thumbs. Methodically prodding where his baby would be.
"Albert... ah uh... No... I can't... I-." Sarah processed his bold statement. She could easily just pull out any time she wanted since she was on top. But she didn't...
"Listen to your body, Sarah. Can't you feel yourself aching to be bred? You want this. You keep denying this but you need this... Come on, Sarah. Let's make a baby..." Albert incited.
Sarah's expression was mixed with uncertainty and arousal. She kicked herself for knowing that the old man would try something like this. But as aware as she was of his depraved advances, she made no further attempt to resist.
Sarah's will to resist had been worn down by his cock. Her primal instincts to procreate were now dictating her actions and all other rationales had blown out the window to be lost in the storm.
Before Sarah could speak, she suddenly felt herself forcefully jerked around. Finding herself on her back, her chest heaved as her lover loomed over the top of her, pinning her onto the bed, all somehow without ever slipping out of her pussy. Sarah's body trembled as his skinny smaller body held her down in a submissive mating press.
"I'm gonna breed you, okay, Sarah?" Albert stated affirmingly.
Drawing his hips back, he began to drive his cock rapidly into her soaking pussy. "Ah ah ah, uh uh uh!" she moaned in tandem with his thrusts. "Wait! Augh! Ah ah, fuck! Albert! We can't!" Sarah tried to object but her mind was melting away under the onslaught of his deeply penetrating love stick.
"Give in, Sarah! Let me get you pregnant! You want this! You know you want this! Feel me! Feel how your pussy is wrapping around my bull cock trying to milk me for my seed! It's begging for me to inseminate you!"
"Fuck! Ahhh! Mhmmm! N- no- ah! Jesus! Yes..." Sarah's thoughts were being dragged further and further away from the last whispers of reason. Each thrust from Albert just increased her submission to his depraved desires.
"You can feel it! Your body wants this as much as you do! Just accept it and be mine! Let me claim you! Let me breed you! Give in!" Albert roared, slamming his hips into her pelvis.
Sarah's legs swung in the air as he pounded her to kingdom come. Taking her hands, the old man interlocked fingers with her and pinned them above her head. Sarah's green eyes widened as he continued to dominate her.
"Oh my god, Albert! Fuck fuck fuck! Mhmmm!" she wailed, trying to contain her true desires. "Keep fucking me like that... Ah! Mhmm! Yes!" She struggled with her thoughts as he mated her. All of her doubts about the implications of having a baby from her affair with Albert were shunted out of her hazy mind. She wanted to get bred, no, she needed to be...
"No, you don't just want me to keep fucking you. You want me to breed you! Admit it!" Albert grunted in a labored voice. "Just submit to your desires, Sarah! Let me give you my baby!"
Then driving balls deep inside her love canal, Albert stabbed her cervix with his bulbous cockhead causing Sarah to let out a gasp of pure ecstasy. The skeptical look in her eyes altered irrevocably to a new look, one of desire and need. She had made up her mind...
"Fuck it! Breed me, Albert! I want you to fucking knock me up with your kid!" she screamed in admission as she reflexively wrapped her legs around his skinny waist.
Albert smiled triumphantly, she had given in, finally...
Resting his body on top of her larger one, she nestled his face into her long neck and began to piston his hips with abandon. He gave her deep and fast strokes, rousing up needy moans from Sarah's lips.
"Fuck fuck fuck! I need this! Albert! Keep pounding me like that! Shit! I want you to make me a mommy! You'll be our baby's Daddy! My daddy!" she pleaded as she eagerly pulled his hips down into her with her strong legs.
Albert let out a throaty grunt feeling her tight walls wringing his cock for his virile seed. Sarah couldn't believe it, she was allowing her elderly lover to attempt to impregnate her in the same bed she shared with her husband! It should have been Alex doing his duties as Sarah's significant other to get her pregnant, not this perverted old man!
This was the most depraved thing a wife could ever perform. Yet, the idea of how inconceivably wrong it was only fueled her lust. She was addicted to this feeling.



The feeling of Albert's heavy balls slapping against her ass made her pussy throb with anticipation. She knew that soon, he would empty his thick load into her pussy.
Albert's breathing intensified as he drew closer and closer to his orgasm. "I'm gonna give it to you, Sarah! Get ready!" he roared as he vigorously pistoned his hips into his goddess.
Sarah rapidly nodded her head in delirious pleasure. "Fucking do it! Cum in me! Get me pregnant!"
With a few final thrusts, Albert mounted himself further up Sarah's body, his convulsing balls delivering their load deep inside her unprotected pussy, unleashing his virile seed to work their way into her receptive uterus.
"AAAUUUUUURRGHHHH! GET FUCKING KNOCKED UP!" the old man decrepitly shouted as the best orgasm of his life ripped through his body.
Sarah's eyes rolled back and her body quivered violently as the fierce insemination by her lover induced her orgasm as well. It felt so good to be bred for real this time. "AH! YES, DADDY! KNOCK ME UP!" she wailed, firmly clamping her long legs around his waist so he couldn't pull out, so she could absorb every ounce of his virile seed.
Her ass arched up, forcing Albert's skinny old body to elevate with her as he rode her bucking body like a cowboy. His heavy baby factories contracted as Albert spewed load after load into Sarah's fertile uterus. Gazing down at her beautiful face, he grinned triumphantly knowing that this woman was now officially his. Leaning down, the old man captured her lush lips with his.
Their tongues twirled in a sultry mating dance as their sexes were blissfully conjoined, performing the primal act of procreation. The two lovers shuddered in pure ecstasy. They felt so hot and riled up knowing that they were engaged in the fundamental business of procreation, instead of merely fucking.
As they released their lips from one another, Albert rested his sweaty forehead against Sarah's. The two panted heavily, gasping for oxygen as they attempted to recover from their mind-melting orgasms.
"Fuck... fuck..." Sarah mumbled. "I can't believe we're doing this..." she continued, carrying a tone of disbelief.
"You best believe it... Augh... I've been wanting to knock you up since the day I first met you..."
Although his words were somewhat crude, Sarah nevertheless found them strangely charming and flattering. She hadn't realized how much she appreciated being lusted over. Something she had forgotten since her husband showed little to no interest in her, sexually at least.
Releasing her hands, Albert wrapped his scrawny arms around her torso. Sarah returned the favor and embraced him as well. The old man felt like he was in heaven as she intimately engulfed his skinny old body with her limbs.
As they lay there, Albert's cock was left to simmer inside Sarah's pussy, allowing none of his seed to escape the sanctity of her love canal. As they resumed their passionate kissing, the lecherous old man imagined his swimmers eagerly searching for her egg to implant themselves in. His stomach churned with anticipation thinking about his genes mixing and combining with those of his beautiful goddess.
After some time mindlessly sharing saliva, Sarah released Albert from her entrapping hold, allowing him to pull out. Falling on his ass, the old veteran let out a sigh of relief and admired his work. His beady eyes gazed at his thick seed leaking out of Sarah's pulsating slit.
Albert was certain that he had undoubtedly gotten her pregnant but, to be sure, he was going to make use of their time trapped alone together in this snowstorm to absolutely ensure she got properly bred.
As Sarah rested on the moist sheets under her, her post-orgasm clarity began to set in, and the gravity of her taboo exertions rose back to the forefront of her brain. "Fuck... Albert... Why am I letting you do this to me..." she muttered with a resigned tone, running her hand through her erotically messy blonde hair. She knew that she was too far deep in this to try and back-peddle.
"Heh, because you wanted to get bred by my bull cock!" Albert declared. Sarah couldn't help but chuckle at his remark. "It's only natural that a woman would want to procreate with a man who can fuck her as well as I do you."
"There's no way I can back out of this now, is there?"
Albert shook his head. "Sorry, sexy. I'm going to make sure that you become a mother by the time this storm moves on."
Sarah let out a sigh. "Jeez... How did I go from despising this old bastard to letting him breed me... Dammit, he's turned me into a slut for his monster cock... I love it..." she mused, contemplatively.
"Ugh... what do we do about my husband? I don't think he's gonna be happy hearing that I'm pregnant with our neighbor's child..."
"Hmm, well, it's a good thing that you'll be pregnant with 'his' child then."
Sarah couldn't believe how debauched it was, pretending to have her husband's baby: however, the thought of how naughty it was just further fueled her taboo fetish. It was the only realistic option that wouldn't lead to utter turmoil and chaos. "This is so fucked up... making my husband raise your kid. I can't believe this is happening..." she spoke in a voice of feigned disapproval.
The old man cackled deviously. "Heh, and you love the idea of that," he remarked. Sarah just rolled her eyes playfully, neither agreeing nor disagreeing. However, her true attitude was inherent in her complicity in this devious scenario. "But I'll be there for you. I very much want to be a part of the baby's life. It's going to be my kid, for Pete's sake." This helped ease Sarah's ongoing uncertainty. At least Albert wouldn't be a deadbeat father.
"Just imagine, this will be our naughty little secret..." he repeated once again.
"Yeah, you said that already..." Sarah replied. "Dammit... why do I find that so fucking hot, though..." she admitted. "The neighborhood, my friends and family... they will all think the baby's daddy is my husband when it's really going to be my elderly neighbor. My hung stud of an elderly neighbor." Sarah bit the corner of her lip.
Albert grinned observing Sarah warming up to having his child. "But, Albert," the blonde goddess began. "This has to stay between us. Understand? If anyone were to find out..."
"No one will ever find out. Our little secret will die with me," Albert stated affirmingly. "I've been doing a good job so far pretending our relationship is 'innocent', no?"
Sarah slowly rose from the bed and rubbed her chin. "Actually, yeah. You've been doing a great job at that now that you mention it... You sneaky bastard, you've convinced my husband that you're just a harmless old man," she said, playfully punching Albert in the arm.
As they shared a small chuckle, Sarah's green eyes were directed at Albert's cock stiffening up again. "Oh? Ready for another round are we?"
Albert nodded and flashed a knowing smile. "Oh, you know it, baby," he confidently replied. Sarah hungrily licked her lips. She loved this old man's vigor!
Without wasting another second, the two lunged toward each other and proceeded to aggressively make out. Soon, the sounds of their sultry moans of pleasure and slapping flesh filled the marital bedroom as the snowstorm raged outside...
-
For the next couple of days, Sarah and Albert fucked like wild animals. Due to how cold it was in the house, they confined their activities to Sarah's bedroom. She and Albert made an utter mess of her bed. The sheets were stained with their fluids and the entire room in general reeked of sex; Sarah was really going to have to do some deep cleaning before Alex got home.
The two unlikely lovers were driven by the most basic instinct to procreate. Each time Albert busted a load inside of her, Sarah would grow hungrier for more. She was insatiable! Never in her life had she wanted to be impregnated until now.
Thanks to the snowstorm outside trapping them within, Sarah was allowed to unleash her naughtiest desires. She was a complete slut for Albert's big cock. The thought of her husband barely even crossed her mind over the next couple of days. Hell, even when he texted her and tried to call her on a few occasions, she didn't even bother to answer: she was simply too focused on mating with Albert to care. He was her stallion, albeit an older one, and she was his mare.
Sarah was both anxious and excited for what was to come. By the time their little escapade was over, it was a virtual certainty that she would be pregnant with Albert's child. It was only a matter of time...
-
Alex slumped on the bench and let out an annoyed sigh. His connecting flight had been delayed for a second time. It turned out that the snowstorm was still going strong back home, and the authorities had deemed it too risky to fly.
Checking his text messages with Sarah, he scrolled through all the unread messages he had sent over the past few days. He had no reason to feel suspicious in any way; after all, it was just her with their 'kind' elderly neighbor. Accordingly, he was left to deduce that the storm was messing with her reception.
Guessing that it wouldn't hurt to try and call again, Alex made another attempt. His phone rang and rang before it finally went to Sarah's voicemail. Letting out another sigh, the clueless husband just shrugged it off and resumed his dull waiting.
"I'm sure she's doing fine with Albert," he told himself, far more astutely than he realized.
-
Meanwhile, the sounds of the moans and spouting water from the shower rang throughout the home's primary bathroom. Sarah's hands and perky tits were pressed against the steamy glass shower window as Albert fucked her from behind; hickies and bite marks littered their wet bodies from their many past vigorous mating sessions.
"Right there, Daddy... Keep fucking me like that..." Sarah begged in a breathy voice.
Albert grunted and slammed his scrawny hips against her shapely ass, making erotic ripples in her flesh. Gripping her hourglass hips, his eyes traced up and down Sarah's wet naked body. He observed her perfectly toned back and juicy ass. Her long elegant blonde hair was matted against her skin, producing a truly magnificent scene for the horny lecher.
Sarah slid her hands down from the shower glass and instead gripped her lover's wrists as he penetrated deep inside her constantly-used pussy. She moaned as his swaying sack slapped against her skin. It amazed her that the old man hadn't been drained by all the breeding they'd been doing. Yet again, Sarah had been feeding him nothing but the most nutritious meals to maintain his vitality during his tenure at her house.
Hanging her head low, she arched her ass back for Albert. The old man shifted back to accommodate her. He was always surprised at how his lover could move him around with ease. Gripping her hips tighter, he held onto her and managed to maintain his balance despite her gyrations.
Albert continued thrusting away into her warm welcoming interior. Despite all the fucking they'd been doing, her pussy remained almost as tight as ever. No more words were shared between the two. The only thing that could be heard was the ringing downpour of steamy hot water raining upon their bodies and their heavy breathing and low moans.
The old man maintained a steady and slow rhythm, giving her nice deep strokes. The clapping of their wet flesh pierced through the prevailing sound of the spouting water. Albert was lost in his mind. He had no idea of how long they'd been in the shower together. All that mattered was that he was breeding with his sexy neighbor.
Sarah's mind was numb; her neurons were fried from how many times Albert had brought her to climax in this session alone. Other than breathing, the only thing she was processing was sex. Her legs were trembling from the seemingly endless pleasure she was receiving from Albert's fucking her in the shower. The hot and steamy environment only enhanced the jungle primacy of their sex. The feeling of his gripping hands and his cock sleuthing in and out of her was pure bliss.
She'd never had shower sex with Alex, hell, she'd never even taken a shower with him in general. So doing it with Albert for the first time made her feel even more naughty. Here she was, yet again doing something that her husband should have been doing with her.
Bottoming out deep inside his lover's pussy, Albert rolled and undulated his hips into her, impressing his cockhead into her cervix, knocking on the entrance to her uterus. Sarah let out a throaty moan as her pussy throbbed heavily around his penetrating manhood.
"Turn around," Albert commanded, giving her right cheek a firm slap. Sarah just let out a playful gasp and did as she was told.
Spinning around, she was taken by surprise by Albert's aggressive initiative. He dove straight for her wet tits, pinning her back against the glass window, and then settled down to sucking and licking them like a man possessed. At the same time, he reached under her left leg and hoisted it up.
"Ohhh, mhmm, yesss, Daddy..." Sarah uttered as she allowed the smaller man to have his way with her.
She gasped as his cockhead prodded her slit. Albert aimlessly thrust his hips upward, trying to slip himself back in but missing the mark over and over. Giggling, Sarah reached down and helped him back inside her where he belonged.
"Oh, ah ah ah, uh uh uh, fuck yes... You're insatiable, Daddy..." Sarah purred as she ran her delicate hands up and down his wet back.
Hooking her leg with his arm, Albert used his free hand to grasp her plush ass. Since Sarah was taller than him, he had to stand on his tippy toes to properly fuck her. His cock drove in and out of her soaking pussy, hitting every one of her weak points.
Sarah loved how he was fucking her against the glass like this. No matter his stature, this old man was a true stud. She could only imagine what he must have been like during his younger days.
Glancing down, Sarah watched the old man wrap his lips around her cute pink nipples and suckle on them like a baby. She bit her lip imagining her tits swelling due to her pregnancy and her future child feeding on them. Albert made sure to alternate between each of her twins, ensuring that they got equal treatment.
"Hmm, suck my tits, mhmm, like that, Albert... fuck..."
The feeling of his tongue plying her areola and tickling her nipples sent jolts of pleasure through her chest. That, combined with his cock stuffing her love canal, made her feel like she was in heaven.
But as much as she wanted to stay in this steamy oasis forever, everyone has their limits.
Popping her tit from his mouth, Albert announced, "I'm gonna fucking cum!" Sarah's fetching green eyes widened with anticipation.
"Hmm, do it. Fill me up again..." Sarah replied in a needy voice. "Ah... put a fucking baby in me already..."
Nodding, Albert tilted his head up and puckered his lips for a kiss. But due to their height difference, he was just out of reach of his goddess's sweet lips. Luckily, his goddess generously made up the distance to his lips with her own as she leaned down to meet him.
Not long after, Albert drove deeply up inside his goddess and inseminated her pussy with yet another heavy load. Sarah's eyelids fluttered rapidly and her eyes rolled behind her skull as she felt his thick seed filling her uterus, each wriggling entity hoping to take root in her fertile soil...
-
With their snowbound breeding marathon coming to an end, Sarah was in the process of seeing Albert off at her front door.
"Wow, that was something..." the old man stated with puzzled amazement.
Sarah couldn't help but flush as his comment sank home. "Yeah... it was..." A somewhat awkward silence hung between them as if they were waiting to bring something important up to the other. But Albert broke the silence first.
"So, are you gonna give me updates about..." he hinted, feeling a bit embarrassed since this was the first time he'd ever had to go through something like this.
Sarah abashedly grabbed her left arm. Her cheeks were beet red and flaming hot. "Erh, right... I'll let you know how it goes, yeah? But to be safe, let's just keep our distance for a few days. In the meantime, just keep acting like our jolly old neighbor."
Albert squinted skeptically but reluctantly nodded in agreement. It was probably for the best. "So, how will you deal with your husband?" Albert inquired, pursuing the obvious issue. Sarah sighed and uneasily rubbed her forehead.
If Sarah were to get pregnant with his kid, which was a practical certainty at this point, she would have to make it seem like it was Alex's. Which meant that she would have to have sex with him soon. Of course, that posed a challenge since he seemingly never wanted to have sex anymore, but Sarah figured she would find a way.
She knew that what she was doing was fucked up, but Sarah was too far gone to reverse course now. Plus, her twisted mind had a way of rationalizing her actions; Alex wasn't giving her what she deserved, so it was up to another man to step up and assume his duties.
"I'll figure that part out on my own. You don't have to worry about it," Sarah assured him confidently. Then, bending down to his ear she whispered, "I'll do my best to make sure he thinks our little secret is his..."
Standing back up, Sarah couldn't help but feel a little uncertain. "What if we have to try again?" she cautiously asked. Albert raised his bushy brow in bewilderment. He had put in some serious work to knock her up during the past few days. So her question made him a bit vexed.
Stepping forward, he reached out and carefully rested his hand on her lower stomach. "Oh, we won't need to try again. Trust me, Sarah," he confidently declared. Sarah just smiled. Her stomach fluttered at how carefully he held his hand against her stomach. She was imagining his baby swelling within her already.
Removing his hand, Albert bid farewell to his lover, giving her one last passionate kiss before departing back to his home.
Once Alex arrived home again, life seemingly returned to the way they had been before the affair. Albert was a bit annoyed that Sarah had staved off any form of intimacy after their snowy exploits, but he had a sense that this was not up for argument. He was just grateful instead that she had been generous enough to accept his seed.
But day after day passed without any further updates from Sarah. Even when they interacted in a neighborly way, it was kept brief and very casual, more than usual. A feeling of uneasiness grew within Albert. He missed the excitement of their affair. And, unable to get his cock wet the way he'd grown accustomed to for the past several months, he was starting to feel the strain.
Every night Albert would just lie in his bed, blankly staring up at his ceiling, wondering when Sarah would give him the big news that he was dying to confirm.
After almost a week of nothing, he was really starting to get frustrated sexually. Beyond that, he needed to learn whether his goddess was pregnant or not. What was irritating was how unfazed and casual Sarah behaved, as if what they had done had never happened. It felt like she was trying to lead him on. Had she had a sudden change of heart?
Albert was anxious and nervous. He had patiently held his tongue throughout this entire hiatus, but now he was reaching his limit. He just wanted to bluntly ask her what was up.
Having had more than enough of waiting, Albert finally took matters into his own hands. He finally decided to shoot her some texts, asking how things were going. But, to his dismay, all his messages were simply shifted to the status of 'read'. This infuriated Albert. As his next step, he was going to confront Sarah in person.
So, the next morning, Albert waited until her husband had left for work on schedule. Immediately afterward, Albert left his house and strode over to Sarah's house, full of embittered frustration. Reaching her front door, the old man adjusted his collar and composed himself for the new one he was about to tear in Sarah.



But, just as he was about to ring the doorbell, the door suddenly opened revealing Sarah in all her beautiful glory. "Oh?!" she gasped, a bit startled. Albert was shocked as well, losing his train of thought and briefly forgetting why he was mad in the first place.
Gathering himself, Albert resumed his bitter mood and opened his mouth to speak his mind. But Sarah beat him to it. "I was actually on my way over to see you right now, Albert," she explained, attempting to contain an excited smile.
"What?" he uttered, caught off guard by her welcoming behavior.
Looking past him, Sarah carefully scanned their surroundings. "Come in, come in!" she exclaimed as she hastily ushered the old man inside her house.
Albert was left confused. He was supposed to be angry with her for acting so distant with him! As soon as the door closed behind them, Sarah grabbed Albert's old face and pulled him into a passionate kiss.
His old eyes widened. He'd almost forgotten how good it felt to kiss his blonde goddess. As they separated, Albert was left stunned by her abruptly affectionate gesture. "What's going on here??" he exclaimed, dazed by how fast everything was happening.
Sarah smirked and shook her head in a disappointed manner. Taking a deep breath, she reached behind her and grabbed something from her back pocket. Producing a strange plastic stick, she showed it to her lover.
Albert scrutinized the unfamiliar object. Upon realizing what it had to be, his old heart skipped a beat and his mind began to race. "Is this..." he tried to say.
"Yes! I'm pregnant!" Sarah excitedly revealed.
Carefully plucking the pregnancy test from her hand, Albert scanned it closely, trying to ascertain whether her announcement was indeed true. He involuntarily grinned from ear to ear as he worked out that the test was indeed positive.
"That's great!" he cheered, rushing over to Sarah and pulling her into a warm embrace. The old man was filled with joy. He was going to be a father for the first time in his life. But what made things even better was that his baby momma was his neighbor's hot wife.
The two hummed with pure delight as they reveled in each other's arms. Sarah and Albert were unable to believe that this was actually happening. They were going to have a baby together. Even though it was an affair baby, the result of their illicit cheating, it was still something to feel happy about.
"I'm sorry about my behavior the past week. I wanted to wait until things were certain. I thought the good news would hit better that way," Sarah apologized as they pulled away from their hug.
Albert's resentment washed away in light of her explanation. Although she'd made him feel bitter, he now found that her deliberate delay until she could provide objective proof that they had successfully conceived had indeed made the news better. He was more than pleasantly surprised. His all-time dream fantasy was coming true!
"Augh, I was a little mad, but that's in the past now. I'm just glad that I finally knocked you up!" the old veteran replied with a victorious smile. "I told you we only needed one concentrated effort to succeed."
Sarah rolled her siren-green eyes. "Yeah, you did it. I can't believe you really knocked me up, you old bastard," she said jokingly.
"Hmm, are you sure it's mine?" Albert suddenly asked. Sarah's face assumed a bewildered expression.
"What kind of question is that?? Of course, it's yours. Who else would it belong to??"
"Augh, It could be your husband's..." he uneasily muttered. "Unless you haven't had sex with him yet..."
Sarah sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose. "No, I haven't had sex with him yet. I wasn't going to go through the effort to arrange that until after I knew I was pregnant," she answered. "It's yours, Albert."
"Just making sure, sexy. Thanks for being so thoughtful," Alblert said happily. "Heh, you naughty little slut. You wanted to make sure that you were pregnant with my kid before 'trying' with your husband..."
Sarah chuckled and flashed a devilish smirk. "Mhmm, I wanted to have full certainty that I was pregnant with my big-cocked neighbor's baby..." she spoke in a low voice as she bent down to meet Albert's eyeline. "Are you happy that you're gonna become a daddy?" Albert nodded affirmingly.
"I think we should celebrate," the old man suggested.
"Hm? Any suggestions on how we should do that?" Sarah responded coyly.
"Oh, I think I can 'conceive' a few ideas..." Albert chuckled deviously.
Leaning forward, he locked lips with his pregnant lover. As Sarah led him upstairs, presumably to her bedroom, Albert couldn't help but feel totally happy and fulfilled. He had everything he could ever want. He truly was the luckiest old bastard in the world.
To be continued...
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The Hunter's Serenade Ch. 04
Sev and his two wives lay prone on the crest of a dune concealed from the searing sun by a cloaked tarpaulin on Aeonia--a hellish planet known for its vast deserts and harsh conditions.
"Hmm, I don't see anyone, boss. Are you sure we're in the right place?" Kira spoke as she peered through the opening of the tarp that looked out to the expansive desert plains with binoculars. She glanced back and forth to her datapad to ensure the coordinates they were given were right.
The three were on a job to ambush a caravan run by a band of local raiders that had been ransacking surrounding villages and refineries. It was a relatively simple job for Sev and his spouses. Although the conditions were harsh, that's what made it such a high-paying contract. Not many were willing or capable of dragging themselves out to the middle of the searing desert.
"We're in the right place... We just have to wait a little bit longer..." Sev muttered affirmingly as he steadily aimed down the scope of his anti-material rifle with razor-sharp focus. "You can go ahead and take a break, Kira. I'll be fine here for the time being."
With an obedient nod, Kira scooted her body further down the cramped space of the tarp. There was only enough room for her to crawl since the function of the tarp was to keep a low profile, not comfort. Rolling over, she reached for a satchel and retrieved her canteen.
It had been a few months since her transfer into her human body and Kira was steadily becoming more acclimated with the world around her. Thanks to her loving husband and caring sister-wife, she had been trained and prepared for everything that dangerous galaxy had to offer, allowing her to tag along in jobs rather than sitting alone on the ship and assisting them remotely. Well, the safer contracts at least. Of course, Sev still made sure that she was at his hip at all times, never letting her out of his sight.
Kira didn't mind this of course. Although she did her best to apply their teachings in the field, she had a lot to learn before she could be fully prepared for the galaxy. She never had a longing to be purely independent, Kira found comfort that Sev was so protective over her, it showed how much a cared for her.
Sipping on her canteen, Kira took some time to observe her newly acquired attire.
Instead of the spare attire afforded by Serina's hand-me-downs, Kira now sported a short-sleeved collared overcoat, underneath which she rocked a tactical yet stylish black shirt, revealing a hint of cleavage. Below, she wore formfitting tactical pants paired with knee-high boots. Her arms were encased in protective fingered sleeves. Kira's entire ensemble seamlessly matched the black and gold aesthetic of Sev and Serina's Hyperium armor, creating a cohesive and formidable trio.
Kira was delighted with her outfit. However, the process of obtaining it was particularly frustrating for Sev since she was being extremely picky. Sev, being very protective over her, wanted Kira to have the most protected attire. But at the same time, Kira wanted to look good. Which posed challenges since compromising functionality and fashionability was difficult.
As Kira hadn't been initiated as a Valkorian warrior, the privilege of a complete set of Valkorian armor eluded her, despite her status as the wife of a prestigious clan. Sev had fortified Kira's clothing with a Hyperium fiber mesh, making the most of the circumstances, and offering formidable protection against a wide range of weapons. While it lacked the plated armor of Valkorian warriors, the mesh provided a level of defense that surpassed any other conventional protection, ensuring Kira's safety in the face of potential threats.
"How are you holding up, Kira?" Serina asked as she scooted down the tarp from Sev's right.
"It's hot," the gray-haired wife answered bluntly, fanning herself with her hand. Serina chuckled and nodded in agreement.
"Yeah, tell me about it. I have no idea why Sev would want to drag you out here for this job. It sucks out here. And to be totally honest, I don't why he brought me along either, I'm sure that he could have done this on his own. You and I could have been in the cool confines of our ship! Ugh, he's inconsiderate... He must not love us..." Serina playfully ranted as she removed her helmet to drink some water.
"I can hear you..." Sev calmly remarked, sternly nudging her with his leg while remaining focused on his scope.
"Hehe, just joking, tiger..." the Serina replied with a chuckle.
"Erh, boss, why am I here?" Kira kindly queried. "It seems like my presence is not needed at this very moment. I could be more of use providing overwatch on the ship." Sev briefly glanced at Kira on his left before returning his attention forward.
"If you are going to tag along with us on more jobs, you need to be accustomed to harsh conditions. And it's time you put that equipment I acquired for you to use." His blunt explanation made sense to Kira. If she were to join them more often, it would be in her best interest to experience as much of the galaxy as possible. But it also made her stomach flutter with excitement knowing that Sev trusted her, and desired her to be with him more.
"Okay, boss. I understand," Kira simply replied, putting her canteen away and crawling back up to Sev. "Thank you for having more trust in me," she quietly added, nestling herself into his armored body.
Sev, shaken by her loving affection, lost focus for a brief moment. Smiling under his helmet, she looked over to his second wife and gave her a loving pat on the head. Feeling an abrupt firm nudge on his right, he quickly glanced over to see Serina jealously leering at him. Although she had grown used to sharing Sev with Kira, she still couldn't help but be envious, it was simply in her nature.
Rolling his eyes, Sev released his right hand from his weapon and place a firm hand on her butt, giving her a good squeeze. "Oh?! Hmm," Serina purred. She always enjoyed it when Sev was provocative with her.
Sev reveled in the presence of his two lovely wives, momentarily forgetting he was on a job. "Boss! I see something!" Kira urgently called out as she looked through her binoculars again.
Shaking his head back into focus, Sev aligned himself back to his scope to find a caravan of hover vehicles trekking through the desert, dusting off plumes of sand behind them. "Kira, what do you see?" Sev inquired, adjusting his scope.
Kira zoomed her binoculars and scanned the long train of vehicles. "I uh, I see several armored escort vehicles, a few tankers, and... Oh, one big hauler."
"Good, then we are right where we are needed," Sev mused. "I would cover your ears, girls," he warned, adjusting her shoulders to fire his weapon. Nodding, Serina quickly put her helmet back on, while Kira swiftly retreated deeper into the tarp to duck and cover her ears.
Aiming, Sev directed his attention to the front of the caravan. Making a few final adjustments, the bounty hunter pulled the trigger.
BANG*
A thunderous boom erupted from the hefty gun Sev wielded.
BANG*
Then another. The casings of ammunition flung into the air as Sev kept firing off shots into the distance. One by one the vehicles exploded off into the distance, lighting up the desert plain in fiery explosions.
Hearing the firing of Sev's weapon cease, Kira slowly resumed her position, peeking out to see what was happening. "Did you get them?" she cautiously asked.
Sev focused his scope and scanned the utter carnage he had brought onto the caravan. "Hmm, everything looks good so far... Serina, do you see anything?" Serina used her visor to see for herself.
"I got a few stragglers... Should we finish them off?"
"Yeah, our employer wants no survivors," Sev informed, reloading his hefty weapon. With a dutiful nod, Serina retrieved her sniper rifle and proceeded to pick the remaining locals off one by one. "Kira, I think it's time you use your hunter drone," Sev told his second wife. "It will be just like we practiced."
"Yes, boss," Kira obediently responded. "Just as we practiced..." she anxiously murmured to herself.
Reaching over to a nearby case, she opened it to reveal a highly advanced drone with quad plasma thrusters. Used for military applications by the Coalition, it was equipped with enough ordinance to wipe out a squad. Giving its sleek nose a gentle touch, it activated and revved up its systems.
Then, holding her right temple with two fingers, Kira closed her turquoise eyes and took a deep breath. As if on cue, the drone lifted off and zoomed toward the action. Thanks to the enhancements afforded by Dr. Foresight, Kira was able to control a wide range of electronics using only her mind. Combined with her uplink nodes grafted into her hands, she could seamlessly access and integrate herself into any device she touched.
Kira flew her drone into the chaos. Pinging targets with its advanced tracking systems, she shared the locations of any remaining targets directly into Sev and Serina's visors. Using the drone's weapons, she chased down and offed anyone trying to flee the scene.
A few of the raiders even tried to shoot down teh drone, but Kira was too fast and maneuverable. It wasn't long before the remaining survivors were finally culled by the Valkorian bounty hunters.
Doing a final scan of the area, Kira recalled her drone back to their hidden position. But as she did, her sensors picked up a flying vehicle zeroing in on their location off into the distance. "We have a gunship approaching us from behind," Kira called out catching the drone with her hands.
"Hm, that must be the backup..." Sev said with an expected tone. "Serina, could you?" he politely suggested to deal with the issue.
"Yeah, yeah, I got it," the first wife calmly replied, putting her sniper down.
Lifting the tarp, she rolled out from its protective concealment into the searing sunlight. "Hot hot hot!" she urgently hissed to herself as she stood up on the smooth sand.
Jogging over to a strategically placed case nearby, she dusted some sand off it and unsealed the case, retrieving a Spear--a rocket-propelled anti-vehicle weapon. Loaded a missile into it and scanned her surroundings for the gunship. "Augh, where the hell is it..." she annoyingly muttered as the overbearing light from the sun hindered her vision.
Tapping the side of her helmet, she switched her visor to a dark setting so she could see better. "Ah, there you are..." she muttered, spotting a dark spec quickly approaching them in the bright sky.
Getting on one knee, Serina aligned her sights on the ship and awaited the auto-lock to engage. She waited and waited for the Spear to catch the target, but to her annoyance, nothing was happening.
"Serina, the gunship is still coming our way. Did you shoot it down yet?" Kira said to her through the comms.
"Tsk, I'm working on it... Just give me a second..." Serina frustratedly replied, struggling to get her weapon to lock on to her intended target.
"Serina, status," Sev chimed in, curiosity and urgency underlined his voice.
"Argh, the stupid thing won't lock on!" she spat, smacking the Spear on its side in an attempt to make it work. "I thought you said this thing works?!"
"What? It should work. Hmm, perhaps the heat is messing with its systems. Or maybe it's the sand clogging up its systems?" Sev began to blabber hypotheses of Serina's technical difficulties.
"Hey, tiger, right now is not the right time to figure out what's wrong! Could you know, help me out?? We're sitting ducks out here and I'm pretty sure that gunship can see us now!" Serina urgently exclaimed.
Erupting from the tarp, Sev hastily made his way to her. At the same time, Serina saw Kira jump down the dune for cover.
Kneeling next to her, Sev proceeded to inspect the Spear. "Did you load the missile into it?" he queried.
"Yes, of course I did!" Serina hissed, flashing a bemused glare at him through her visor. "Sev, it's getting closer!"
"Shit, hang on..."
As the seconds passed, the gunship only got closer. Serina's heart raced knowing that they must be in weapons range now. It was only a matter of time before it opened fire on them. "Sev??" she called out, waiting for any news on his end.
"One moment..." he reiterated, fiddling with god knows what.
The gunship was now more than a mere spec. Serina could make out the weapons it carried. Her stomach sunk as she observed the ship make a sudden course adjustment toward their direct location; if it didn't see them then, it certainly did now!
"Screw it, I'm eyeballing it," Serina declared as she lined her sights at the gunship's predicted trajectory.
"What? Hang on! I'm almost..." Sev tried to say, quickening his efforts but to no use.
Making precise adjustments to her aim, Serina fired off the missile. She watched as it propelled in the sky towards her target. But as she did, she felt herself being picked up from her feet. She gasped finding herself in Sev's arms making a bolt down the dune where Kira was.
As she was carried off, she watched behind them to see if she made her mark. "Come on..." she anxiously murmured to herself. Her amber eyes widened with glee spotting the gunship explode in the air.
Once on the cover of the dune, Sev put Serina down. "Yes! I got it! Did you see that?!" the first wife cheered, gaily tugging at Sev's arm.
"Huh?" Sev peeked over the crest to find fire and debris falling from the sky. "Hm, what a hit..." he uttered, impressed; yet another reason why he was attracted to her.
Serina triumphantly nodded to herself. "Mhm, you're lucky your wife is a good shot!" Then upon realization of Sev carrying her off to safety, she angrily leered at him, offended that he didn't trust her. "Hey, what the hell?? Did you think I would miss??"
"Just being cautious, love," Sev chuckled, deflecting her encroaching anger. "Good job."
Serina pursed her lips and let out a resigned sigh. "Thanks, tiger," she chuckled.
"AHH! Help!" Kira suddenly called out from behind.
Sev and Serina urgently swiveled their head around to just find their cute companion helplessly sliding down the side of the dune. "Help me!" she shouted again, flailing her arms about, desperately trying to keep herself from sliding further down the dune. Joining each other in a discrete laugh; they found her predicament a little cute.
"Hey! I can see you two laughing!" Her voice grew more faint as she slid further away.
"Coming, Kira," Sev called out to his second wife. "Serina, could you gather out things while I help her out?" Serina smiled and nodded.
With everything packed and ready to go, Serina turned to see Sev meeting the crest of the dune with Kira firmly in his arms. Settling his second wife down. "Erh, thanks, boss..." Kira abashedly said, beating the sand off her clothes. Sev amusingly shook his helmeted head and helped shake the remaining sand off her clothes.
"Good job, my lovelies. We make one hell of a team, don't we?" Sev spoke contently as he went over to assist Serina with their equipment.
"I mean, we might have almost died if it weren't for me..." Serina mumbled, her voice tinged with vanity and annoyance at his doubt from earlier. Sev sighed and pulled her into an intimate embrace.
"And that, I am grateful..." he calmly thanked.
Serina couldn't help but smile warmly. He always had a way with his words. "Hm, yeah... we do make a good team..." the first wife concededly admitted with a warm smile.
In the corner of his eye, Sev spotted Kira awkwardly watching them off to the side. Jealously and exclusion emanated from her. Lifting his arm, he gestured for his gray-haired wife to join them. Her turquoise eyes happily sprang open and she wasted no time running to them.
"Do I make a good addition to your team?" Kira hummed into his armored chest, reveling in their three-way hug.
"Yes, Kira. You did great," her loving husband replied. "Although, I think we need to stay away from dunes," he teased. Kira blushed heavily while Serina broke out in laughter.
"Hey! That's not funny, Serina!" the second wife whined.
"Sorry, sorry... it's not..." Serina tried to retract herself. "But maybe a little..." Kira's brows scrunched up and she glared at Serina.
"Enough of that, girls. We should hurry up to the ship before the Sand Whales come," Sev casually suggested.
Serina's amber eyes widened. "Eh?! Sand Whales!" She broke from their embrace. She scanned their surroundings in a panic. Rapidly tip-toeing on the sand.
"I wouldn't do that if I were you, they are attracted to rhythmic vibrations," Sev playfully warned, pulling away from Kira.
"EEK!" Serina immediately jumped into his arms. "We have to leave! Go! Take me to the ship right now!"
Sev and Kira joined in a unified chuckle. Serina's cheeks became beet red under her helmet. "Ugh, hey! Don't laugh!" she spat at her husband. Then turning to her sister-wife she continued, "Kira, you better not be laughing!"
Kira closed one eye and tauntingly stuck her tongue out at her. "Wait..." Serina muttered in sudden realization. "Are you guys messing with me??" Sev offered no response, cementing her conclusion. "Tsk, I had enough of you! Put me down!" she exclaimed, beating on his chest with her fists and kicking her legs out.
But Sev remained firm, refusing to abide by her demands. "You know, Sev isn't joking," Kira remarked. "There are Sand Whales here on Aeonia." Serina's eyes widened and she quickly clung tighter to Sev. "But they went extinct due to overhunting about a century ago." Although Kira appeared naive, she was incredibly intelligent due to her being a former AI construct.
"Well, is it possible that some of them may still be alive??" Serina cautiously asked, skeptical about Kira's explanation.
Kira shook her head. "No no... It's simply not possible. A Sand Whale hasn't been seen since they were first declared extinct," she answered, confidently pointing her finger up.
As she finished speaking, the area of the aftermath of their ambush erupted as a massive creature the size of a cargo freighter broke through the sand and swallowed up the burning wrecks and corpses littering the desert plain.
The trio froze in utter stupefaction witnessing the awesome force of nature revealing itself to them. The sand rumbled beneath them as the immense Sand Whale submerged back into the sand, leaving no trace of the caravan behind.
The Valkorians just stood there, attempting to process what just happened. "Well... Let's get out of here, yeah?" Sev uttered, retaining his distress.
Serina and Kira silently nodded, too rattled to speak. Within a short time, the trio found themselves safely back onto the ship, on their way to collect their reward...
-
Exiting the palace of the Spice Lord who had hired them, Sev held a mysterious box as a gift for his efforts. "Hm, I was expecting this lord to be your stereotypical greedy bastard, but he wasn't so bad..." Serina said as she clasped her hands behind her helmeted head, strolling beside her husband and sister-wife.
"Drag'ul is a businessman above anything else. As long as you don't get in his way, he will not cause you trouble," Sev explained, checking the wired credits to his account on his tacpad. "Plus it helps that I ran a handful of jobs for him in the past. So I would like to believe we're on good terms..."
"It says here that Drag'ul runs a drug and sex trafficking ring across several systems within this sector of the galaxy... That probably explains his lavish palace..." Kira muttered, reading through her datapad as Sev carefully had to redirect his gray-haired lover from hitting a nearby pole.
"Welp never mind then," Serina took back her previous comment. "He is your stereotypical greedy bastard."



"Hmm, you seem to work for many...morally obscure people, boss..." The gray-haired wife added, almost disappointed.
"Yeah... I know..." Sev sighed. "But you've always known my caliber of clientele. Have you had a sudden change of heart?" Kira interlocked her left arm with his right and rested her head on his armored bicep.
"Of course not, boss. I was just saying, that's all. I understand that everything you do is to provide for us," she hummed understandably. "It just feels strange now. I feel certain ways about things I haven't felt before when I was an AI construct."
"I tend not to think about why we are doing certain jobs. It helps with my consciousness I guess. And It's perfectly normal to feel that way, Kira. It's only natural. You'll get used to it," Serina assured. "It also helps that we get paid absurd amounts of creds, so it makes it all worth it." Sev tilted his head in agreement. He had the same rationale as Serina.
Kira tilted her head out of curiosity as she contemplated her trusty companions. She was aware that what they did could be considered nefarious from other perspectives, but for the most part, they seemed to be good people. To her at least.
"Are we bad people?" Kira asked, her voice filled with uncertainty.
Sev and Serina looked over to Kira, confused about her blunt question. "Well, I wouldn't say we're evil... But in the eyes of our unlucky adversaries, I guess we are," Serina retorted. Sev gave the raven-haired wife a stiff elbow not wanting to upset Kira. Serina caught on and quickly retracted her comment. "Em, we aren't bad people, Kira. We're just doing what we are paid to do..."
"We take on contracts and get paid for completing them. Nothing more," Sev answered plainly. "Don't dwell on the details, Kira. It will cause you to lose focus on the job at hand. I hope you understand that." Kira slowly nodded at the small learning lesson he was giving her. She offered no objection, understanding that she had to learn this to become a bounty hunter like Sev and Serina.
"I- I understand, boss..." Kira softly replied, sounding a bit glum.
Noticing this, Sev reached around her shoulder and pulled her close. The second wife purred contently feeling his tender care. "It's okay, Kira. I'm just trying to help you be more prepared." Kira understandably nodded.
"So what's in the box, tiger?" Serina asked, snagging the box right from Sev's hand, and trying to open it.
"Hey, don't look at it just yet!" Sev exclaimed, quickly stealing it back from his first wife. "It's a surprise for the both of you... I'll show you once we get back to the ship." Serina and Kira couldn't help but feel excitedly anxious for what he had for them.
-
Back on the ship, Sev relinquished controls as they traversed through jump space. Joining his wives lolling about in the main cabin, he freed himself of his armor and equipment and wore nothing but boxers.
Serina and Kira, wearing their casual, yet revealing loungewear, became roused up seeing their lover nearly naked. "Oh? Is that time?" Serina alluded, containing an excited grin.
Sev shook his head and retrieved the box he had received earlier. "Come here you two," he spoke. His lovely wives obediently strode to him, eager to see their gift. "Now, get out of your clothes and kneel," their husband suddenly commanded.
Serina and Kira tilted their heads in confusion. "Are you serious?" the raven-haired wife replied. Sev grabbed her cheeks with a devious grin and tugged her toward him.
Serina gasped, surprised by his sudden forceful action. Her heart pounded with excitement observing an aroused expression on his face. She knew that he was planning something kinky. "I'm being serious, love. Now be a good girl and do what you're told," he spoke, his voice slow and full of desire.
Serina obediently nodded. She loved it when he became forceful with her. And the way he calls her a 'good girl' made her knees wobble. "Yes, husband..." she dutifully uttered, stripping naked before him and kneeling.
Kira, frozen with arousal after witnessing such an erotic scene, just stared up at her tall, formidable husband. She flinched as Sev turned his lustful gaze to her. His dark orbs dominated her innocent turquoise eyes. She was a bit scared, but also insatiably aroused.
Being the good wife she was, Kira swiftly rid herself of her garments and kneeled beside her sister-wife. Looking up to their Valkorian husband, the two offered obedient doe eyes to their dominant mate, waiting for his next command.
Opening the box, Sev revealed two matching collars: made of high-quality black leather with a golden buckle attached to them. Kneeling, Sev aligned his eyes with his lovers'. "Show me your necks, my lovelies."
Serina and Kira held an excited smile on their soft lips. They loved where this was going. Raising their chins the two gasped feeling his big rough hands caressing them. His fingers wrapped around their necks, making them shudder before his dominant strength and presence.
Taking one collar, he attached it around Serina first. She gulped feeling its restraining grasp around her. It wasn't so tight that she couldn't breathe, but just enough so that she knew that it was there.
Slipping his finger through the buckle, Sev gave Serina a firm tug, causing a playful gasp to escape her lips. He smiled, satisfied, before giving her a long wet kiss. Hearing a quiet whine, Sev turned his attention to his second wife.
She didn't express her distress verbally but showed it by pouting her lips and displaying her still, free neck. "Hmm, nhgg... Hm!" she needily hummed, signaling her husband to put the collar on her.
Smirking, Sev went over to her and attached the kinky collar around her neck as well. Tugging on her like he did Serina, he also gifted a wet kiss, leaving the gray-haired wife hot and riled up.
Grabbing Serina's collar again, he drew his wives closer and said, "You two are mine..." His hungry daze caused their hearts to race and pussies to grow wet.
"Yes, husband. We are yours and yours alone..." Serina deferred.
"Yes, we are your property... You can do whatever you please to us..." Kira added, her voice laced with pure obedience. Serina's eyes widened upon hearing such demeaning terminology. She never considered herself property. But considering her Valkorian culture, she technically was. The raven-haired wife nibbled her lip thinking about being nothing more than a fuck toy to this imposing, powerful man. Although most would consider Serina strongly independent, she secretly was the most submissive girl in bed.
Sev hungrily licked his lips, liking how that word rang in his ears. Property... "Keep telling me what I like to hear," he commanded.
"We live to serve you, husband..." Kira spoke.
"We are here to satisfy all your pleasures, husband..." Serina continued.
"Good girls," Sev simply spoke, satisfied with their admissions.
Serina and Kira couldn't help but grin happily, knowing they had pleased their husband. "Now, I want to feel those wet mouths of yours... Come," Sev ordered, getting up and walking to their bunk. But as Serina and Kira moved to stand, he stopped them. "No, crawl to me."
The wives turned to each other and were a little uneasy. He was never this domineering with them before! But taking a deep breath, they gave each other an affirming nod, prepared to satisfy their man's needs.
Sitting at the edge of the bunk, Sev waited for his wives to come to him. They crawled to him like pussy cats, sexily swaying their hips from side to side. The matching collars on their necks made them look like pets. His mast grew as he watched their swaying hips seductively swing from side to side.
Getting between his muscular legs, the girls made quick work on his underwear, eagerly pulling them down to his feet. Tossing them about in the ship, their alluring eyes widened seeing his endowed manhood on full display.
Wrapping their slender fingers around his stiffening cock, Serina and Kira leaned forward and proceeded to plant tender kisses all over him. They moved from the top of his phallus, slowly moving down to his healthy scrotum. The gentle, warm touch of their soft lips caused Sev to wince and groan with pleasure.
Their wet pussy dripped onto the floor of the ship as they pleasured their lover. "Come here, Serina," Sev spoke as he picked up Serina by her armpits with ease.
"Oh?" the first wife gasped. His immense strength always aroused her. Reclining onto his back, he placed Serina directly over his face. She eagerly nibbled on her index finger feeling his hot breath making contact with her wet pussy.
Without a word, he grasped her curvaceous hips and pulled her down into his mouth. "Ah! Hmmmm," Serina purred with satisfaction. Tilting her head down, she gazed into his eyes as she ran her fingers through his dark black hair.
"Ah, keep doing that, husband! Mhmm, yes!" Serina moaned, rolling her hips into his face. His exploring tongue delved deep into her slit, sending waves of pleasure through her body as he prodded every weak point he knew she had.
Meanwhile, Kira had already taken the liberty of taking Sev into her mouth. Her soft lips wrapped around his girth as she skillfully sucked on his cock. Her head bobbed with fluent motions she had mastered with the thanks of her sister-wife.
Kira's pussy leaked profusely observing Sev eating out Serina. She groaned with frustration that she was the only one not getting pleasure. So with her right hand, she carefully reached for her slit and began to play with herself as she suckled on Sev's manhood.
The sounds of their moans of pleasure filled the ship. "Gah! Cumming!" Serina let out a long moan as she gripped Sev's hair. Her sweet nectar flowed directly into her lover's mouth. Lifting Serina off his face, Sev released a big puff of steamy air as he caught his breath.
"You taste so good, Serina..." he uttered, licking the remains of her womanly fluids from his lips.
"Hmm, thank you, husband. I'm glad I can satisfy you with my taste," Serina hummed pridefully, carefully stroking his dark locks with her slender fingers.
Smirking, Sev began to speak to his second wife. "Kira, I'm going to make love to you first. Come here." Kira's bright turquoise eyes lit up with excitement.
"Plah, yes! Ahem... Of course, husband," the gray-haired wife said, popping his cock from her mouth.
Giving Serina a tap on the thigh, she removed herself from over him, allowing him to sit up. Stretching his arms out, Sev gestured for Kira to sit on his lap. Quickly getting up to her feet, she moved some of her soft hair behind her ear and straddled his lap.
Kira hummed with delight feeling his muscular arms wrap around her torso and pull her close. Grabbing the buckle on her collar with his finger, Sev gave her a good tug towards him. Her lips found him as her soft boobs pressed against his solid chest.
Reaching down, Sev lined up his cock against Kira's dripping slit and pulled her down. Her turquoise eyes shot open feeling his manhood delve into her warm depths. "Hmmmm," she hummed into his mouth as their tongues danced.
Just as Kira began to ride herself into Sev's lap, Serina sat directly behind him. She wrapped her long legs around his waist and hugged him closely. "Hmm, you two look so hot when you fuck..." the pixie-haired wife whispered into her husband's right ear.
Letting out a low growl, Sev grabbed Kira's hips and began to assist her undulated ass on his cock. Her eyes rolled back feeling his cock penetrate deep. His cockhead smushed and kissed her love spot over and over again.
Serina grew feverishly aroused watching her close companions fuck. She sensually traced her hands along Sev's chiseled torso. She outlined his abs and well-defined pecks as she kissed and sucked on his neck.
Finding each other's eyes, the two wives locked their gaze. Serina discerned a glint of utter pleasure glinting from her innocent orbs. It brought her pleasure seeing how good her husband was fucking her sister-wife.
Pulling away from their sloppy kiss, a flurry of needy moans came pouring from Kira's lips. "Oh oh... ah ah ah... yes. That feels good... You're so deep..." Her hips skillfully rolled into his pelvis, extracting as much pleasure from his cock as possible.
Sev reveled in the presence of his wives. Their soft bodies, hot breaths, and sweet feminine aromas brought him pure serenity. To have such beautiful women in his company was truly a blessing.
Lowering his head, Sev snugged his face into Kira's supple breasts. "Ohhhh," she let out a throaty, satisfied moan as he sensually kissed and licked her boobs.
"Hmmm, suck on her tits, husband... I know you love doing that..." Serina coaxed into his ear once more. "Hmmm, when will it be my turn, husband? I need you inside of me so badly..." she whined.
"Ah, I'm almost there..." Kira meweled. "You can have your turn when I cum." Sev was happy to hear how well the girls learned how to share.
"Thank you, Kira. I love you," Serina suggestively said with a playful smile, her amber eyes glinting with lust.
"I love you too," Kira giggled. Leaning forward, the two passionately shared a wet kiss. Their tongues sexily twirled as they swapped their sweet saliva.
Although observing his wives' close bond was heartwarming and arousing, he wanted some loving too. Prodding his face between them, Sev stole Kira's lips from Serina's. "Oh? Erh, sorry, husband... I love you too..." the first wife ceded to him. Her stomach fluttered sensing his jealousy.
Switching over, he locked lips with Serina. "We love you, husband," Kira joined, giving him a tender kiss on the cheek. "We belong to you..."
Thrusting his hips up, Sev began to pound Kira's cervix, sending her closer to the edge. "AH! YES!" she gasped at his sudden surge of vigor. Grabbing his cheeks, she forcefully directed him away from Serina and back to her. The second wife lunged forward and latched her lips with his.
Meeting his thrusts, Kira vigorously rolled her hips into him. Her nostrils flared as she inched closer to her orgasm. She huffed and puffed, eagerly sucking on Sev's lips until she finally came. "MMMPPHHH!" she groaned into his mouth.
Sev let out a low grumble as Kira climaxed onto his cock. Her sweet cream gushed all over him as her wet inner walls constricted around his shaft. "Mwah, ah..." Kira gasped in relief as she broke from their kiss. "That was amazing as always, husband. Thank you," she warmly smiled, giving Sev a tender peck on the lips before unmoutning him.
"Okay, Serina. It's your turn now."
With an excited grin, Serina hurried deeper into the bunk and sexily displayed herself for Sev. "How do you want me?" she coaxed, sensually tracing her hand from her leg and up her torso with erotic grace.
"Just as you are," Sev simply answered.
Crawling behind her, Sev got onto his side and snuggled into her. He placed his right hand on her hip, carefully feeling her smooth serene skin. Serina nibbled on her lip as he felt her up with his big, strong hand. Then with his left hand, he slipped under her body and grabbed one of her shapely boobs.
"Ohhh, yes. Mhm..." Serina mewled as he salaciously groped her body. "Please, husband. I need it inside of me..." she begged in a needy voice different from her usually confident one. She stuck her ass out into his crotch, trying to coax him in.
Grabbing her neck, Sev forcefully yanked her head toward him. " Augh!" she gasped.
"I'm gonna fuck this shit out of you," he growled in her ear. Serina's amber eyes winded and she excitedly bit her lip.
"Yes, please... Fuck the shit out of me... I need you..."
Reaching for his cock, he lined himself into her sopping slit and slid inside her. "Ohhh, yesssss!" she squealed with pure satisfaction as she felt her void being filled with his hard warmth.
As they spoon fucked, Kira carefully positioned herself behind Sev. Shuffling herself against him, she draped her leg over his and held him snuggly. The second wife arousingly watched on as Sev fucked her sister-wife in front of her. She felt his strong hips drawing back and drive forward with such vigor.
"Yes, fuck Serina harder, my love... She deserves your big cock," Kira seductively spoke into his ear. "That's right, fuck her good and hard... Fuck her like you own her..." A loud moan escaped Serina's lips as Sev fucked her harder. He loved it when Kira spoke in such a vulgar manner.
"Augh! Kira! What are you whispering to Sev?? Ah! He's making me lose my mind!" Serina exclaimed, her voice jagged and labored.
"Secret..." Kira smiled deviously.
The sounds of Serina's heavy moans and their slapping flesh filled the cozy bunk. Kira kept spilling naughty things into Sev's ear causing him to take his sexual hunger out on Serina. "Gah! Ah ah ah! Hus- Sev! Please! You're gonna make me pass out!" she pleaded, desperately trying to move her ass away from him.
"Good," Sev simply stated, tugging her back to him. Tightening his grip around her neck, Serina began to gasp as her ability to breathe properly was teasingly hindered.
"Hmm, that's it, choke her more. Choke her like the good girl she is," Kira incited his lust. However, as she serenaded him, she was surprised when he suddenly jerked his head around and caught her lips with his. Kira hummed contently as his tongue slipped past her lips and dominated hers.
Separating from their wet kiss, Sev turned to Serina and kissed her as well. He continued to swap between his lovers with skillful attentiveness, ensuring each of them had their fill. Kira, insatiable aroused from closely observing Sev and Serina fucking groped and dry-humped her husband, eager to be fucked again.
"Augh! Cumming!" Serina gasped, gushing her sweet cream all over Sev. She writhed and quivered violently, but her strong husband held her straight with his powerful arms.
Sev groaned feeling her wet walls eager trying to milk him for his seed. Thrusting faster, Serina screamed for mercy. She was still sensitive from her orgasm so every little movement was amplified tenfold.
"FUCK! Sev! I can't anymore! G-give me a break! Please!"
Sev growled, ignoring her pleas. Giving her a love bite on the cheek, he rolled her onto her stomach, putting her in a prone position. Gripping the sheets, Serina lustfully turned her head to face Sev. Her alluring amber eyes were watery and glazed from the sheer pleasure ripping through her nerves, the stimulation utterly mind-melting.
Serina's toes curled and her legs trembled as Sev continued to onslaught her used pussy with his endowed manhood. Meanwhile, Kira got up quietly and sat on her knees, firmly stuffing her hand in her crotch keenly observing the aftermath of the lewd scene before her.
"Nhg... Husband... Please hurry up... I want you to fuck me again," the second wife whined as she desperately wiggled her hand deeper into her wet heat. Sev locked eyes with her.
Sev feeling bad that Kira was being left out of the fun, grinned mischievously coming up with a perfect solution to her ailment. "Kira, have Serina eat your pussy," he simply stated. Kira's eyes lit up with excitement.; she had the privilege of learning the pleasure of sex with a woman given the many love-making sessions they all had together. Serina and Kira quickly grew to enjoy one another. They would even play with each other while Sev was away.
Swiftly crawling before her sister-wife, Kira leaned back and splayed her smooth long legs, revealing her cute, wet pussy. "Serina," Sev called out to his first wife, slowly thrusting into her.
Slowly raising her head from the bed and turning to face him, she deliriously replied, "Ah... Huh? Yes?" Sev pointed ahead with his eyes. Looking forward, Serina was met with Kira's soaking pink pussy right next to her face. "Wah, oh..." the raven-haired wife uttered in surprise. Tilting her eyes up, she met her sister-wife's gaze.



Kira eagerly nibbled on her finger and scooted closer to her sister-wife's face. Serina felt the heat emitting from Kira. At first, Serina never thought she would grow so used to pleasuring another woman, but during her time with Kira, she quickly became accustomed to it. Hell, she even enjoyed it quite a bit.
Giving Kira a knowing smile, she leaned forward and placed her lips against her slit. "Ohhhhh!" the gray-haired wife moaned, reflexively grabbing Serina's short hair. Kira's eyes fluttered back feeling her tongue wiggle into her warm depths.
Serina moaned into Kira's pulsating slit, adding more pleasure to her sensitive sex. "Ah ah ah! Yes! Lick my pussy, Serina!"
Serine grinned, amused at how good her sister-wife was feeling. But she was quickly reminded of the cock stuffed deep into her depths when Sev slammed himself against her cervix. "Mhpp!" she gasped, momentarily removing her lips from Kira.
Kira let out an annoyed sigh. "Hey, don't stop!" she whined, yanking Serina back into her needy slit. Serina's amber eyes widened at how forceful her innocent sister-wife was. She was ravenous.
The three were locked into a lustful state. They just focused on the pleasure they were gracing each other with. "Gah! You're gonna make cum, Serina you're gonna make me..." Kira struggled to say before climaxing into her mouth. Serina's eyes shot open as Kira's sweet nectar flowed into her orifice.
But as much as she was almost drowning with her fluids, Serina enjoyed how delectably sweet Kira was. Shuddering, the gray-haired wife gripped Serina's short raven hair with her slender fingers, eliciting an uncomfortable groan from her.
"Hmmfff, hey! Watch the hair!" Serina hissed, releasing her lips from Kira's pussy.
"Whoops, sorry, Serina, you just make me feel so good, I couldn't help it!" Kira apologized with a playful grin. Serina let out a resigned sigh, but it helped stroke her ego hearing her sister-wive's praise.
Then, bending down, Sev went to Serina and said, "Let me get a taste of Kira." Taking her chin, he pulled her into a deep kiss. Serina's eyes fluttered feeling his tongue aggressively licked the inside of her mouth, lapping up Kira's sweet essence.
"Hmm, you taste lovely, Kira," Sev spoke as he released his lips from Serina's. Kira blushed and happily giggled.
"Is it my turn yet?" the gray-haired wife asked again. Sev shook his head. Pouting her lips, she whined, "But you've been fucking Serina for so long! I want my turn!"
"I'm getting close, you will get my full attention after," Sev assured, amused by how desperate she was for him. Kira sighed, but she knew how quickly her husband was to recover. His stamina had been acclimated to accommodate two women after all.
"Okay... But can I make out with you while you do it?" Kira asked, eagerly clenching her loins. Sev nodded.
As she kneeled, Kira leaned forward and puckered her lips. But as she did, Sev grabbed the buckle of her collar and yanked her into him. "Mhhmm!" she gasped as her husband aggressively tongued her.
As he made out with his second wife, he resumed pounding Serina's pussy. Serina shoved her face into the mattress and screamed like a wild animal as Sev slammed himself against her cervix. She desperately held onto Kira's thighs as she felt her mind melting away.
"Mwah... Do it, husband... Cum in Serina... Inseminate her with your seed..." Kira serenaded him as she rested her forehead against his. Sev let out a low growl and his thrusting intensified, causing Serina to scream and moan under him.
Then, with one final drive, Sev penetrated Serina's throbbing cervix and spewed his Valkorian seed into her womb. Serina gasped and shuddered violently as she felt his warmth fill her to the brim. Rope after heavy rope, she felt like she was getting bred by her strong husband. If she weren't on birth control, she would have surely been knocked up! Serina's climax was unleashed not long after. Her warm walls milked his shaft, eager to drain his balls dry, eliciting a pleasurable groan from Sev.
Kira watched in jealous awe as Sev filled up her sister-wife. The gray-haired girl nibbled on her lip, overwhelmingly eager for him to do the same to her. With her excitement spilling over, Kira cupped Sev's handsome face and pressed her lips with his. Pleasantly surprised, he returned the kiss and sloppily tongued his second lover.
Finishing their heavy orgasm, Sev released his lips from Kira's, leaving long strings of their mixed saliva between their lips. Letting out a heavy exhale, Sev drew his hips back and removed his cock from Serina's used pussy. He gave her plush ass a light slap.
"Augh... You're going to make me lose my mind..." was all his raven-haired wife could say.
Sev chuckled. "You love it when I make you lose your mind," he retorted as he unmounted her.
Serina weakly laughed as she slowly rolled over, resting her head on Kira's thighs. "Hmm, I do..." she smiled.
"That was very hot. I'm so jealous," Kira said as she ran her fingers through Serina's soft short hair.
"First wife gets first dibs," Serina flaunted her status, reaching up and cupping her sister-wife's cheek. Kira rolled her bright turquoise eyes and nodded in agreement.
Sev sat back and calmly observed his two wives' pleasant interaction. Serina and Kira had become really close with each other. Their bond was undeniably akin to siblings or a maternal one in some strange way since Serina helped guide the former AI construct in the ways of being a human woman.
Sev's dark eyes drew to the collars around their long necks, signifying their allegiance to him. However, as much independence he allowed them, under Valkorian culture, they belonged to him: their minds, hearts, and bodies. They were his to do whatever he pleased. But Seb never fancied the idea that his lovers were nothing more than possessions, so he never tried to imply their true status to them. However, the girls thought otherwise, they seemed enthusiastic about his ownership over them during their lovemaking.
Admiring Serina and Kira's beauty, his manhood twitched back to life. Crawling over to them, he gifted each of his girls an affectionate wet kiss, heating up the mood again.
"Is it my turn now??" Kira eagerly asked again, bouncing up and down on the bed.
"Yes, Kira, it's your turn now," Sev chuckled. Then firming his tone he continued, "Lie on your back. Serina, come here." His wives' hastily obeyed his commands and got into position.
Kneeling in front of Kira, he mounted her legs over his broad shoulders while Serina kneeled closely next to him. Serina hungrily licked her teeth as her husband prepared to fuck her sister-wife. Kira's turquoise eyes were wide with anticipation and her breathing got slow and heavy. Her pussy was hopelessly wet from watching her close companions' fucking each other to orgasm, and now it was finally her turn.
Lining his cockhead against her wet lips, Sev delved himself into her welcoming depths, eliciting a loud moan from Kira. Soon, the sounds of their vigorous lovemaking echoed through the ship as they hurled through jump space...
-
The Valkorian trio lay in bed after hours of intense fucking with Sev in the middle, Serina to his right, and Kira peacefully passed out to his left. They panted heavily and their bodies were slick with sweat.
Resting their heads on his solid chest, Serina and Kira purred with pure satisfaction as his seed leaked from their quivering, cum-filled pussies. Fucking wouldn't be the right word the girls would use to describe what Sev put them through. He bred them.
Breeding was usually how they would describe every session they had with Sev. However, he still hadn't displayed his desire to start a family. Not yet at least. It was both frustrating and pressuring from the standpoint of their clan, Balteus. He was the last of his line, it was paramount that he secure his bloodline as soon as possible. He had two young, beautiful, and fertile wives to impregnate with his seed. What was he waiting for??
Serina and Kira felt worried and uneasy the longer they waited to start a family. Who knew what unforeseeable perils might occur to them with their line of dangerous work?
"Sev... When are we going to start having children?" Serina suddenly asked, propping her chin on his chest.
Sev turned his attention to her and gave her a wide-eyed look. "Right..." he awkwardly replied. "I'm not sure..."
Serina's amber eyes went flat. "Sev... I understand your... apprehension about having kids with our jobs, but, it is your duty, our duty to our family name." Sev slowly nodded understanding Serina's sincerity. "You are the last of your bloodline, no? You have to secure your family's future."
"Plus, I love you, and I..." Serina abashedly continued. "I want to have a baby with you." Her voice was laced with pure desire and truthfulness, for Sev was the man she loved and longed to have a representation of their love.
"I do too, it's just that..." Sev struggled to express his feelings. "I don't know... I have no idea how to be a dad... I'm not wired like that, Serina. All my life I've been doing what I've been doing. I never knew my father... My mom died when I was only a kid..." Sev let out a long, burdened exhale.
"I don't know what to do... I just don't want to mess things up, that's all..."
Serina showed a sympathetic smile and cupped his face with her hand. "Hey, I don't know what I'm doing either... You remember my upbringing. I'm in the same boat as you. Well, almost. But that's beside the point," she assured her husband. Sev smiled warmly and tenderly held her cupping hand. "But we will figure this out together. I want to give this whole parenthood thing a try. I've had my fair share of the galaxy. I want to settle down."
Sev gazed deeply into Serina's amber eyes. She was serious. He was both happy and uncertain about their future. He knew that it was his duty to continue his bloodline. But he was scared. How would the kid turn out?? And if he gave Serina a baby that would mean Kira would have to get one as well. Sev's mind swirled imagining what it would be like having two kids. So many questions and uncertainties crossed his mind as he attempted to process the prospect of starting a family.
However, despite all that, being in the presence of his lovers brought him comfort. He wasn't alone in this. He had Serina and Kira to join him on this unfamiliar path...
"So, what do you think, Sev? Do you want to start trying soon??" Serina asked with a tender smile.
Sev took a deep breath and exhaled before replying, "Yes... I think I want to..." Serina's eyes widened with happiness and excitement. "However," he added, causing her to suspiciously leer at him. "I have a few more matters to attend to before we do this... Once I get those settled, well... We will start trying... Hm, perhaps it's a good time to settle down anyway. It might serve me well to kick back and relax a bit..."
As happy as Serina was, she couldn't help but feel saddened. She knew how much Sev loved what he did. His mentioning of being wired differently was true. Sev was a born hunter, a trained killer. To many, he was considered cold and heartless, a boogeyman in the bounty-hunting industry. But Serina knew the real him. Under all that armor he was a caring, compassionate, and dutiful person. He would do anything to protect the ones he loved, even if it meant giving his own life. She was sure he would make a great father to their future children.
"Of course, handle whatever you have to handle," Serina replied, not wanting to pressure Sev. "I'll be ready. Just say the word." Sev leaned over and gave Serina a tender kiss on the lips.
"Mhm, okay," he responded. Then, turning to Kira he added, "And what about her?"
Serina curiously tilted her head and looked at her sister-wife thoroughly knocked out from their intense fucking. "Right..." Serina recalled the first time Kira and Sev had unprotected sex. She chuckled to herself noting how eager Kira was to have Sev's baby when she not long after receiving her body.
"Well, the first wife gets first dibs. So she'll have to wait her turn, hehe," Serina playfully said, giggling.
"Serina," Sev chided.
"What?? Do you really want two pregnant wives around? Are you even up for that challenge?? Because pregnant women can be a lot. We can get emotional, and we have needs, lots of needs... And when the babies finally come, oh boy..." Serina went off on a tangent.
Sev slowly nodded in agreement. "Yeah... But it's not fair to Kira. How do you think she would feel if I forced her to wait? You know how she gets." Sev was right. Kira was awfully clingy and devoted to him.
"Know how I get?" Kira suddenly spoke as she rubbed her eyes, her voice groggy.
Serina and Sev were startled by her sudden awakening. "Hey... what are you two talking about? Is it about me??" the gray-haired wife questioned, squinting at her close companions.
"It's nothing, Kira. Go back to sleep," Serina whispered.
"Eh? Nothing? Now I know it's something, tell me!" Kira whined. Serina rolled her amber eyes.
"It's adult talk, you don't need to know right now."
"Oh, come on, now I really want to know! Tell me!"
"No, Kira! Go - to - sleep!" Serina sternly worded, reaching out and attempting to cover her eyes. "Hey! Ouch!" she yelped feeling Kira bite her hand. Glaring, she grabbed her cheek and stretched it to the side. "You little!"
"Hey! Ow! Ow! Stawp it!" the second wife squealed. The two quickly sat up and began to push and tug at each other.
"Augh! Stop it will you!" Serina hissed, trying to restrain Kira's arms.
"No! You started it! Tell me what you two were talking about! I have a right to know!" Kira spat, pushing on Serina's face.
As fun as it was watching Serina and Kira tussle, Sev needed to keep the peace. "Enough of that, girls," he commanded rising from the bed and separating the two with ease. His two wives crossed their arms, pouted their lips, and turned away from each other as if they were children. Were they ready to be mothers??
"Hey, play nice. Say you're sorry to each other," their husband insisted.
"Ugh... Sorry, Kira..." Serina obeyed, letting out a resigned snarl. Sev waited for Kira's turn to apologize, but nothing.
"Kira, say you're sorry," he prodded.
"Hmph," Kira let out a petulant whine. "Serina is being mean to me..." Serina's mouth fell agape in disbelief.
"Kira, do you really want to know what we were talking about?" Sev sighed. Kira slowly turned to him and nodded. "Say sorry to Serina first then I'll tell you." Kira's bright eyes lit up and she immediately dropped her grumpy mood.
"Sorry, Serina!" she lunged out and hugged her sister-wife. She happily bounced as she embraced her before giving her a peck on the lips. Serina couldn't help but smile and laugh with amusement.
Pulling away from Serina, Kira attentively looked at Sev and waited for his explanation. Sev was caught off guard at her sudden shift in demeanor. "So, Serina and I..." he began. Kira could hardly sit still. "We were discussing having kids soon..."
His second wife just sat there in silence with a mile-long stare. "YES! YES YES!" she suddenly burst with excitement as she pounced on Sev. "So when do we start? Now?? How many kids do you want?? What will we name our babies? Do you want boys or girls??" she bombarded her husband as she rubbed her cheek against his.
"Woah, now. Relax, Kira," Sev said, carefully pushing Kira away. "We're still figuring things out. And there might be a chance you will have to wait your turn to have a baby since I hardly know how to raise one..." Kira's eyes visibly watered and her lip began to quiver.
"B-but... I love you... and I want to have a baby with you..."
"I know Kira, I know. Ugh... stop that... don't give me that look..."
Kira's eyes were wide and her lips were cutely pouted.
"Shit... Augh... This is too much right now. We're still figuring this out. We'll get there when we get there!"
"Yeah, Kira. This is a heavy topic. Especially for Sev. So let's cool it for now, okay?" Serina chimed in. Kira let out a resigned sigh.
"Okay... But keep in mind that I want our babies born together. I want them to be like twins!"
"Awww, that's so cute!" Serina grinned with enthusiasm. She began to picture two babies lying together in a shared crib. "Hmm, you might have to knock us up at the same time, tiger," she quipped to Sev.
Sev plopped onto his back and blankly stared at the ceiling of the bunk. His mind was swirling imaging his future children with his lovely wives. "So many kids..." he mumbled uneasily. He felt like he was losing it! But the sight of Serina and Kira coming into view as they gazed down at him, smiling, caused a wave of comfort to wash over him.
He was reminded that he wasn't alone in this. He had the loving support of his loving partners to help him navigate the new path they were destined to venture on.
"I think we'll be okay..." Sev assured with a heartfelt smile...
To be continued...
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It was early morning. Nora was doing the dishes while her husband, David, finished breakfast at the dining table. It was just like any other day for them. The couple were in their mid to late twenties: David was 28, while Nora was 25.
Nora was undeniably alluring. The striking beauty stood a modest 5'7", with a head of elegant dark brown hair that went to her shoulders, put into a casual messy bun. Her eyes were a shade of forest green that glinted with charm. Her shapely figure was something to behold, with her perfect curves in all the right places that graced her enticing frame. In addition to her well-sculpted physique, she was complimented with a perky, yet supple D-cup bust.
In contrast to her husband, David, he was your average guy. He was not much taller than Nora, and his plain brown hair displayed nothing extraordinary. As a result, he just seemed to be a simple and unassuming guy.
Nora and David enjoyed a content and stable life. Their jobs provided security, allowing them to live comfortably. Their satisfaction with their life together had recently been enhanced by the addition of their beautiful 1-year-old daughter, Lily.
"I'll be working a bit later than usual today, honey," David said, taking a last sip of his coffee and collecting his used dishes. "We've got a deadline for a project at my work that I need to finish with my team by tomorrow. So don't wait up for me." Nora simply hummed and nodded as her husband placed his dishes near the sink.
"You've been working a lot as of late, dear," Nora replied. "Are you sure everything is okay at your job? Are they overworking you??" Her tone was tinged with concern, although she had already accepted the situation.
"Well, yes and no. I have been working a lot lately, but that's mostly because my company needs me," David calmly replied. "But don't worry, honey, once we wrap up these current projects, things should calm down for a bit. I promise," he reassured his lovely wife. He nearly choked on his last swig of coffee as he checked the time.
"Oh, shit! I'm going to be late!" he exclaimed, hastily gathering his work stuff.
"Watch your language, David," Nora chided, sending him a small, playful leer. David just responded with a smile and leaned over to give a fond kiss on his wife's cheek.
"Okay, I'll see you later tonight, provided you're still awake," he said, bidding her farewell. "Bye, love you!"
"Love you too, dear, See you later," Nora replied with a warm wave as she resumed washing the dishes.
David rushed into the garage and swiftly pulled out, driving away into the distance. Nora continued to hum to herself as she finished up her task. But as she did, her ears perked up hearing sneaking footsteps approaching behind her. Then, two strong arms wrapped around her torso, engulfing her in an intimate embrace. A large pair of old hands reached out and grabbed at her soft shapely breasts, kneading them slowly and salaciously.
It was obvious to Nora that the man taking such liberties with her wasn't her husband since he had just left, and he would never dare to touch her in this manner. Despite being groped by someone who wasn't her spouse, she didn't put up any resistance or act startled at this naughty sneak attack.
"Mhhmm, good morning, sexy," a deep and rough voice greeted. Turning her head to her touchy assailant, Nora smirked and rolled her alluring green eyes.
"Ah... good morning, Hank," she replied attempting to maintain her composure despite the suggestive groping on her succulent breasts, her tone conveyed no signs of discomfort or disgust from his touching.
In his sixties, Hank was David's father and Nora's father-in-law. He had moved in with them a little under two years ago. The old man was a bit shorter than Nora and David and sported a shiny bald head. Years of indulging in alcohol had given him a noticeable beer gut. He had both an out-of-shape and stocky body. However, he had some strength behind his somewhat unassuming form.
Initially, David hadn't had any intention of inviting his father to live with them. He and Hank had been a little estranged after losing touch for over a decade after David left home. It was a mix of strain in their relationship and just living separate lives for many years. David didn't even invite him to his wedding with Nora due to this loss of touch.
However, after David's mom passed away, leaving Hank on his own, David's extended family reached out and encouraged him to let his father move in to stave off his loneliness and potential isolation. Though reluctant, David eventually gave in when Nora swayed to scales in favor of his family with her kind-hearted persuasion.
David was worried that living with his father after years of zero contact would be awkward. But surprisingly, their relationship had rekindled and deepened shortly after he moved in; he figured that all the tension between them had dissipated with the time away. And to David's delight, Hank and Nora seemed to get along. Little did he know, they got along a little too well...
"I- ah, thought you would still be sleeping, why are you up so early?" Nora inquired, wincing at his gripping fingers. She turned and saw Hank's eyes fixated on his working hands as he hungrily licked his lips.
"Heh, I just heard David's car leaving, so I wanted to get a head start. How long will he be gone today?" her father-in-law eagerly asked.
"Wouldn't you like to know?" Nora smirked. Hank forcefully tugged her closer into his body, causing her to gasp and playfully giggle. "He said he'll be late again. So we'll be alone for the rest of the day," she revealed, her voice resonating with mischief.
Hank couldn't help but chuckle deliciously as he began to kiss Nora's long, exposed neck. "Good," he said in a low, hungry tone. "Once you're done here, come to my room," he instructed his son's wife.
Nora tilted her head to the side, granting him easier access to her neck. "Ah, mhm, okay... But I have to feed Lily first," she quietly groaned with pleasure at his kissing lips. A moan escaped her lips feeling his strong pudgy hands squeeze her boobs even harder through her t-shirt.
Hank snarled in annoyance but nodded understanding that the baby must come first. "Fine, then you come to my room after that, got it? In need some of that sweet ass of yours," Hank ordered. Releasing his grasp, the old man backed away, giving Nora a playful parting spank on the butt as he retreated upstairs.
Nora blushed and her stomach fluttered from his naughty advances. She just obediently nodded, trying to hide an excited grin. Hank smirked proudly as he proceeded up the stairs. Taking a moment to gather herself, Nora let out a long exhale and finished up the dishes.
Nora's secret affair with Hank had developed not long after he moved into their home. Initially, she'd regarded him as nothing more than a friendly, elderly father-in-law. He would lend a hand around the house when he could, and offered pleasant company whenever David was absent from work. He was even quite handy with fixing appliances around the house.
Their encounters then were harmless for the most part, with the occasional flirtatious remark and compliments about her alluring appearance. Nora had dismissed them as no more than playful banter common with older men like Hank. She clung to her belief that her father-in-law just saw her as a daughter for the most part. But, during one fateful day when David was out of town due to an out-of-state trip for his work, their relationship shifted dramatically.
During that time, her husband was undergoing a particularly long stretch of late nights at work, which included a fair amount of travel out of town. These long hours and frequent absences took a toll on Nora. She was excruciatingly horny since David rarely had the time to make love to her. Hank, however, was keenly aware of her strained behavior being around her most of the time.
David's father never saw Nora as a daughter in the slightest. From the moment he saw his son's wife gallivanting around, displaying her perky tits, and voluptuous ass, he had wanted to sink his cock deep into her pussy. David's frequent leaves and Nora's building sexual frustration had provided the perfect opportunity to get into her pants.
It happened on a typical Friday evening. Hank and Nora were engrossed in a televised sports game, indulging in a bottle of wine. At this fateful moment in their lives, Lily had not yet entered the picture, leaving Nora with plenty of time on her hands with no husband to help fill her evenings. From her point of view, she was simply enjoying an entirely ordinary evening in the company of her father-in-law. Little did she know that the old man was about to launch a devious plan that would delve her into an adulterous long-term affair.
As the evening elapsed and the two casually enjoyed each other's company, Hank steadily supplied Nora with wine. She had no reason to be on guard against her husband's father in the first place, so she allowed the wine to flow, slowly eroding her inhibitions. One glass turned into two, then three, and so on. With her increasingly buzzed state, Hank strategically positioned himself right beside Nora as they drank. Eventually, she became tipsy and loose enough for the old man to make his move.
That's when their family life changed forever. Nora could no longer recall every detail of that night with absolute clarity. Over time, what occurred had increasingly faded into distant memory. However, one thing remained vivid, seared into her memory: Hank had introduced her to pleasures she had never experienced before in her life!
At first, Nora had naturally grappled with her situation with overwhelming guilt at the realization that she had betrayed her husband. What made things worse was that it was with his own father! Her mind sought to rationalize her actions by attributing them to her inebriated state, acknowledging she had succumbed to her body's pent-up desires. The immediate morning after her coupling with her husband's father, Nora engaged in a heartfelt conversation with Hank, expressing that what had happened between them was a grievous mistake and should never be mentioned or repeated.
Hank and Nora agreed that it was of the utmost importance to keep this transgression a closely guarded secret. Forgetting the illicit encounter was clearly in the best interest of everyone involved, especially David. He would lose it if he were to learn that his father whom he so graciously accepted into his home had slept with his wife.
Everything seemed normal at first. Hank and Nora seemingly moved on from their lustful escapade, and life became somewhat stable again. However, as the days and weeks went by, Nora found it challenging to fully expunge that fateful night out of her mind.
To her surprise, Hank had proven incredibly endowed and virile for his age. As the best she could recall, his cock was a good eight inches long, maybe more, and erotically thick. David was four inches smaller at best and had very average girth. The vivid memories of her pussy being filled like never before plagued Nora's mind. Hank was just so big! Not only he was packing, but he also possessed fervent skills in bed to match his outstanding endowment. Not to mention his seemingly bottomless stamina for an older man in his sixties and out-of-shape form.
Hank consistently lasted far longer than David ever had. Nora wondered why her husband had failed to inherit his father's sexual prowess. This understandable curiosity and inevitable comparisons only fueled her reminiscence about that fateful night. Her wandering thoughts and strange longings rapidly escalated into an unquenchable craving centered on Hank's alluring masculinity. Her growing fixation on his cock got so bad that she struggled to focus on her real estate job during that time.
Meanwhile, Hank was all too aware of the effect his cock was exerting on his son's sexy brunette wife. The old man was confident that she would eventually be forced to come crawling back to his, begging to have another taste of his monstrous love pole. He was eager to envelop himself in her tight married pussy again. But he knew he had to bide his time. Hank didn't want to make any hasty or aggressive advances that might disturb the taboo cravings that were lurching their way into Nora's moral compass. In the meantime, he stuck to playing the part of the jolly old man of the house.
Inevitably, his efforts were rewarded. David was still mired in long hours of work. Not only was Nora physically frustrated and horny, but her thoughts, obsessively revolving around Hank's formidable pleasure tool, kept her perpetually tempted to take another dip into her gratifying desires.
Nora would finally capitulate with David unavailable again due to his chronic overworking. It was she who overcame her modesty, her shame, and her timidity, to blushingly ask Hank if they could just do it one more time. She explicitly stated that this was going to be a one-time thing. Of course, Hank, being the lecherous old man he was, accepted.
Nora had convinced herself that this minor lapse, this additional violation of her marital chastity, would allow her to put all this depravity behind her for good. Boy was she wrong...
The reminder of how good it felt to have sex with Hank only drew her in deeper; one sneaky hook-up turned into two, then three, and so on. It didn't take long before they were doing it regularly. Anytime they felt like it, Hank and Nora sought out each other's pleasurable company. Of course, all this adulterous activity was done right under David's nose. Aided by his incessant work-driven absences, the two naughty lovers became so adept at hiding their secret affair that David never batted an eye.
At some level, of course, Nora felt guilty that she was cheating on her husband with his elderly father. There were plenty of times she felt disgusted with herself. But David's failure to provide her with any sort of love and attention to their sex life had placed an unremitting strain on her needs. Nora rationalized that she was only doing this to relieve her sexual frustrations. And that it wasn't her fault she succumbed to her taboo desires, or even David's: the blame lay with his endlessly demanding job. However, her husband worked these long hours voluntarily most of the time, so some resentment began to swell toward him as time went on.
The easy availability of her father-in-law who packed a big cock, unfailing stamina, and irresistible skills in bed only made things easier for Nora to fall deeper into the hole of depravity. It was wrong, but deep down, she was unable to deny the taboo element about fucking her husband's elderly father that had her firmly hooked in her actions. It was just so thrilling... so naughty...
Drying her hands, Nora carefully plucked Lily's bottle out of the refrigerator to feed her precious baby all the liquid nutrition she could hold. When the baby had finished drinking, Nora cleaned her sleep and satiated baby girl up before laying her back in her crib in her and David's room. Kissing Lily on the forehead, she carefully cooed nursery tines over her until she fell deeply asleep.
Nora watched as her baby's little eyelids closed over her green eyes, their color closely matching hers. Nora was delighted that Lily looked just like a replica of herself when she was a baby. "Be back soon, my precious pumpkin," Nora assuringly whispered, giving her baby one more kiss on the forehead.
With her motherly duties now momentarily discharged, she hastily exited the room. Nora could no longer overlook how riled up and aroused she was as she prepared herself for some relieving naughty fun with Hank. Hurrying down the hall to his room, she paused and took a deep breath before opening his door and quietly slipping inside, locking the door behind her.
Once inside, Nora quickly surveyed Hank's room. It was messy with empty beer cans and discarded clothing strewn all about. The air was thick, reeking of musk and sex from their previous lustful escapades. She had sworn that she had helped Hank clean his room not too long ago. Sighing, Nora made a mental note to clean this mess once she was done here. Although there was no particular reason for David to investigate his father's room, it was better safe than sorry. She certainly wouldn't want to give her husband any reason to become suspicious of the mysteriously nefarious smell.
As her forest green caught sight of Hank, they widened to see the old man lying there butt naked: his legs were splayed apart on his bed, messy with sweat and cum stains from their energetic rutting. But Nora's attention was immediately drawn to his erect cock powerfully projecting upward as he slowly stroked his thick, veiny shaft. All thoughts of hygienic housekeeping fled her mind as she salivated at his manhood.
"Heh, you sure took your time," Hank sneered, his smile widening as he observed his son's sexy brunette wife standing before him. "How's baby Lily?" he asked, his voice now carrying genuine concern.
Nora smiled mischievously and replied, "I just put her back to sleep. We should have an hour or two to ourselves before she wakes up again." The old man's aged face held a proud grin as he gave a victorious nod.
"Good, now get out those clothes and come suck my cock, you sexy little mommy." Nora blushed at his brazen orders; she loved being talked to like she wasn't a prideful working mother to a loving husband, but rather a depraved, wanton, and adulterous woman. She wished David would order her around the bedroom in the same forceful terms. He always was very modest and restrained when it came to bedroom talk, which was a damn shame to her.
Obediently nodding, Nora lifted her t-shirt over her and tossed it aside; she wore no bra so her full perky breasts were on full display for Hank. Moving down to her cotton shorts, she sexily dropped them along with her panties to the floor and stepped out of them. Hank's beady eyes nearly shot from his sockets as he hungrily gazed at her clean-shaven pussy; she was manifestly soaking wet for him.
Striding over to the bed, Nora climbed on and alluring crawled up between Hank's big hair legs. She made sure to sway her hips from side to side, capturing her father-in-law's starved gaze. Reaching his crotch, she lay prone on her stomach. Carefully taking from his hand, she proceeded to slowly stroke him with her right hand.
Stretching her tongue beyond her lush lips, Nora planted it on the base of his cock and slowly dragged it along the underside of his shaft to his precum-leaking tip. "Ohhh, yeah! I love feeling your wet tongue on my cock, Nora!" Hank bellowed with pleasure. Nora naughtily smirked and began to lather his throbbing manhood with her saliva, making it easier for her delicate hand to slickly glide up and down his impressive length.
Moans and groans filled the room as Nora pleasured Hank with her tongue and stroking hand. She was by no means adept in all the ways of fellatio when she first married David but that changed ever since entering this whole taboo ordeal with his father. Now, her skills at giving head had improved, along with her enthusiasm.
Nora continued to slide her tongue all over Hank's fat juicy cock, making sure to revisit the cavernous slit of his bulbous cockhead frequently so that she could lap up all his delicious, salty goodness. The sexy wife traced the lacework of his thick veins with her tongue, causing her pussy to gush and leak onto the already stained sheets beneath her.
"Ah... augh... enough of the foreplay. Just suck on my cock already, slut..." the bald man ordered, his voice husky.
Nora withdrew her tongue away from his now-slathered shaft to reply, "Okay, Daddy." She had started applying this naughty moniker to Hank not long after they started fucking each other on the regular.



Lowering her mouth over the top of his cock, Nora wrapped her soft lips around his mushroom-like cockhead and inhaled him down her throat with relative ease: yet another skill she had developed thanks to her husband's hung father. Hank groaned as his cock was enveloped by the wet warmth of her orifice causing his head to fall onto his pillow.
Nora skillfully bobbed her head along the length of his endowment. The sounds of slurping, glucking, and moaning filled the musky room. As she sucked him off, Hank reached down to the back of her head and grasped her loose bun. The old man helped guide her further down his cock, extracting as much pleasure from her oral canal as humanly possible.
Hank played with her soft brown hair, carefully sinking his pudgy older fingers through her smooth locks, encouraging her to enthusiastically deep-throat him more. He had to admit that Nora had grown extremely adept at sucking his cock. The bald old man reveled in the fact that she didn't even do this for her own husband. As his phallus bottomed out deep in her wet throat, Hank's aged, dark eyes rolled back behind his skull and his toes curled. He grinned triumphantly as his heavy breath escaped his lips.
Unsheathing his cock from her throat, strings of saliva mixed with precum joined Nora's lips to the tip of his leaking cockhead. Nora again, encircled his saliva-slathered shaft with both hands this time and resumed stroking him. "Hmm, you like how I suck your cock, Daddy?" she seductively cooed in a breathy voice, the sounds of the wet slicing of her gliding hands on Hank's cock assailed in their ears.
"Hah! Of course, I do! I swear, you're getting better every time you do it. You might even suck your old man's soul out one day!" Hank roared with pleasure as his eyes rolled back from his skull. A wide, prideful smile formed on Nora's beautiful face as she feverishly licked her lips out of arousal.
"It's all thanks to you, Daddy," his son's wife replied, giving his fat cockhead a long wet kiss. "I just love how your big juicy cock fills my mouth and slides down my throat. Hmm, it makes me so fucking wet..."
"Heh heh, language, Nora," Hank teasingly chided. "You don't want Lily hearing you talk like that." Nora rolled her fetching green eyes and flashed him a subtle, yet naughty smirk. "I think that's enough sucking for now," the old man continued. "I want to sink my cock into that tight wet pussy again. Come here and ride your old man," he ordered, teasingly beckoning Nora with a curling finger.
Releasing her grasp from his shaft, Nora obediently crawled up Hank's wide, stocky body. As her face drew level with him, the attractive brunette joined the old man's lips with hers. Their tongues eagerly slipped past each other's lips and proceeded to sloppily intertwine, erotically dancing with each other as they swapped their spit.
Nora pulled away to straddle herself over Hank's lap properly. The elderly bald man's eyes watch in utter awe at his son's attractive wife hovering above his erect cock. Her fetching face, perfectly shaped tits, and voluptuous curves all combined to make her appear like a goddess in the flesh.
Her forest green eyes were filled with lust and a fierce desire to be fucked by her father-in-law's monstrously throbbing manhood. Reaching down, Nora took Hank's shaft and positioned him directly under her sopping-wet pussy. Wasting no time, she lowered herself until his fat tip had spread her moist folds before fully sinking onto him, plunging his cock deep into her wet love canal.
"Ohhhh," Nora let out a long moan as his juicy cock glided into her tight depths with ease. Hank groaned and reflexively grabbed onto her hourglass hips trying to endure the mind-melting pleasure. Feeling him bottom out inside her tight warm crevice, Nora locked eyes with her son's father. Flashing a lustful grin, she sexily licked her perfect white teeth and began to ride him up and down like a sexy cowgirl.
The rhythm of her flawless curved ass slapping against Hank's flesh filled the room. Nora rolled her hips and bounced on the old man's cock as if she was a woman possessed. "Ah ah ah! Oooh, yessss!" she moaned in tandem with her riding.
Meanwhile, Hank was sweating beads as he held onto her hips and guided his lover, helping to lift her each time her ass ascended, then accelerated downward, plunging onto the entirety of his formidable length.
Hank was living his best life. He had been retired for several years before his late wife passed away, giving him all the free time in the world to do as he pleased, living in his son's home as he pleased, and fucking his son's wife whenever he pleased. What more to life could he want?
Of course, he felt a little bad about what he was doing behind his son's back, but Hank held a secret grudge against David. It wasn't rational by any means, but emotions rarely are. Sure, he had been happy to have a kid like David, however, after his birth, his late wife had refused to resume their marital intimacies. Even when his son moved out, his wife still refrained from providing him with the physical affection Hank felt was due. Decades of no sexual touch does things to a man. Of course, it wasn't entirely David's fault, but after meeting Nora and finally getting into her panties, the old man thought of sex with her as a form of compensation - a kind of payback - for the many years of enforced chastity that David's advent had inflicted on him.
Tracing his big, rough hands up from Nora's hips, Hank went to her chest and grabbed a hold of her full breasts. Nora moaned as his old hands salaciously kneaded and groped her soft but perky mammaries. Her cute pink nipples hardened from the sensation of his course, calloused palms and fingers.
Nora's lips sexily parted as more moans of sultry pleasure spouted out, delightfully filling Hank's ears. "Do you like riding my cock, Nora??" Hank inquired in a husky voice, his breath slow and heavy.
The brunette affirmingly nodded as she continued to bounce up and down his meaty pole. "Yes! I love riding your cock, Daddy!" she admitted with lustful desire, eagerly biting the corner of her lip. The old man smirked at just how far this sexy wife had fallen for his manhood.
"Your cock feels is fucking big, Hank! It's just soo much bigger than my husband's little shrimp dick! Hmm, it's a shame that he didn't inherit your cock!" Nora spilled her deepest darkest truths as she skillfully undulated her hips into Hank's pelvis. Triumph swelled within the old man hearing her stroke his ego.
"Keep, argh, going!" Hank struggled to get out as his toes curled from how pleasurable his cock felt being squeezed and milked by Nora's tight married pussy. Bending forward, Nora planted her delicate hands on Hank's hairy chest for more leverage. "Tell me what I want to hear! Who fucks you better, Nora?!" the old bald man then demanded.
"You!" Nora exclaimed. "You fuck me so much better, Daddy! Your cock fills me up perfectly like no one else ever could! Ah, and your stamina is fucking bottomless for such an old man! You fuck me harder, longer, and better than my pathetic little husband could ever!" she screamed lustfully, letting her unfiltered truths spill free. Hank's heart raced with exhilaration hearing her demeaning her husband. It was a little fucked up, but that's why he loved it so much, it affirmed his masculinity in the most primal of ways.
Slamming her ass fully down onto him, Hank let out a loud grunt feeling his cockhead smush against her cervix. Nora let out a wail of ecstasy as her orgasm ripped through her body. Jolts of pleasure pulsed through her body as her pussy constricted and gushed her sweet cream all over Hank's throbbing phallus.
"OOOHHH MYYY GODDDD!" she screamed out in pure pleasure, her voice trembling and her green orbs rolling back into her sockets. Her father-in-law winced and writhed under her feeling her warm walls wrapping tightly around him like a constricting anaconda.
It took a few moments for her involuntary quivering induced by her orgasm to subside. Regaining focus, Nora averted her attention back toward Hank. The old man discerned an expression of total satisfaction on her fetching face. He smirked with pride, relishing that only he could satisfy such a stunning woman.
Bending down, Nora locked lips with Hank once again and hungrily frenched him for a bit before pulling away. "That was incredible," she uttered, her voice still labored. "Are you close to cumming yet?" she added. Hank knowingly smiled.
"Me? Close yet? Gah! Don't you remember how long I last?? This is only the beginning!" the stocky old man roared. "Maybe I should teach you a lesson, slut!" Smiling excitedly, Nora reached behind her head and undid her bun. Hank watched in amazement as her elegant brown hair fell to her shoulders. She looked so sexy, so beautiful, so natural... Nora was a true goddess in his eyes.
Hank needed to get back to fucking his goddess as soon as possible. "Get on all fours, I need to pound that pussy from behind!" he eagerly commanded. With an excited grin, Nora obediently nodded and rolled off his lap.
Planting her hands onto the stained mattress, Nora sexily splayed her legs wide and arched her ass up for Hank, seductively swaying her hips from side to side. Exerting himself, Hank lumbered into position directly behind her heart-shaped butt and perfectly portioned thighs. His old beady globes widened as he saw how much sweet juice Nora's sopping slit was producing as she awaited her further ravishment.
Taking the base of his cock, Hank directed his bulbous cockhead against her wet fold, before effortlessly delving himself back right where he belonged. "Ohhhhhh!" the two moaned in unison as the relief of the luxurious sensation of their sexes conjoining again filled their senses.
Wasting no time, the bald old man pistoned his hips back and forth with vigorous precision. Their flesh clapped in the age-old symphony that played like music to their ears. Nora gripped the dirty sheets and held on for her dear life as Hank railed her from behind, repeatedly slamming his cockhead against her sensitive cervix. Her head hung low, and her breathing became rapid and jagged.
Fiercely clutching Nora's wide, baby-making hips, Hank pulled himself even deeper into the welcoming depths. "Oh fuck! Fuck fuck fuck!" his son's wife screamed as he struck every nook and cranny of her begging love canal.
"Gah! Shit! This pussy... it's so damn tight!" Hank roared, wincing and licking the sweat forming on the top of his lip.
Tracing his left hand up the length of her sensuous back, Hank grabbed a handful of Nora's dark brown hair and yanked her head back. "Ah! Mfuck! Pull my hair just like that, Daddy! I love it when you're rough with me like the naughty slut I am!" Nora wailed with approval.
As Hank continued to pound her married slit, the air in the room grew increasingly thick and humid from the intensity of their vigorous rutting. Their bodies were shone with sweat, and their sexes were soaked in each other's fluids.
"Fucking take it just like the naughty married slut you are!" the bald old man howled in a husky voice. "This adulterous pussy is mine!" he spat, thrusting his hips into her ass, pulling harder on her elegant hair.
"FUCK! YES! This married pussy is yours, Daddy! Augh! I can feel you in my fucking stomach!" Nora exclaimed.
Smirking, Hank stood up into a crouching position so he could ferociously pile-drive his love pole into Nora's clenching depths. At this moment, a burst of pressure exploded within her core. Nora's eyes rolled behind her skull and her tongue sexily lolled from her mouth as her arms buckled, causing her to collapse onto the bed, somehow managing to leave her ass up for her elderly lover.
Hank released his grasp from her sweaty hair and grasped onto her sexily arched-up hips for maximum leverage as he forced his monstrous endowment into her sweltering receptacle.
With everything he had, Hank pummeled Nora's pussy with long, rapid strokes. His cock reached into her very being, prying at the portal of her womb, just barely squeaking its way through. "Mmhhhppphhhh!" Nora screamed, shoving her face into the bed and clinching onto the salty sheets with her teeth.
Loud slapping echoed throughout the room as the old man rapidly drove his manhood in and out of his son's sexy wife's sweet slit. Nora kept moaning and screaming into the bed as her mind was overwhelmed with nerve-melting pleasure. The sensation of his heavy sack swinging against her clit and his big, strong hands tightly controlling her hips only added to the pleasure.
"Uh! Ahhh! Nhg! Cumminggggg!" Nora squealed as she reached yet another reality-shattering orgasm. Her propped-up legs trembled violently, threatening to collapse under her quivering weight as she writhed and clenched the sheets as tightly as she could.
The convulsions of her tightening pussy walls caused Hank to wince and groan as she milked his veiny shaft, urgently trying to extract his seed. The added sensation of her creamy goodness slathering his shaft made his cock throb dangerously close to his own orgasm. Nora was stimulating the old man to his limits!
With her face still pressed against the bed, Nora barely managed to turn just enough to meet Hank's lustful gaze. "Ah... are you close now?" she panted, barely recovering from her climax.
"Gah, not yet. But you sure are getting me close," Hank replied, managing to edge himself back from his impending climax. "Why do you keep asking??" he curiously inquired, wiping the sweat from his brow.
"Ah... I'm just checking," Nora answered. With slight hesitation, she continued, "It's just that... you can't cum in me today..." Hank arched his brows with bewilderment and frustration.
"Huh?! Why not! I always get to cum in you! What's the big deal??" the old man exclaimed petulantly. Nora was conflicted to answer him, but sighing, she gave him her reasons.
"David wants another baby soon, so I've gone off my pill. I can't risk letting you get me pregnant," she explained, her tone stiffening with seriousness. Hank was taken aback by what she said. Mixed feelings of frustration and excitement filled him at the news that she was off her pill.
However, with a victorious smirk he retorted, "Heh, you let me last time." His provocative remark left Nora heavily blushing with arousal and shame.
"L-last time was a mistake, Hank..." Nora embarrassingly began. "I'm thankful we were blessed with a beautiful baby girl, but I can't risk having another baby with you..." she reasoned, her voice filled with uncertainty. "And it's the least I can do for David..."
"Augh, don't give me that crap. Last time you were begging me to get you knocked up. Don't you remember??" Hank replied with misplaced pride. Nora responded with a deadpan look and an eye roll, still steadfast in her commitment to the response she had given.
Hank nibbled on the inside of his cheek and squinted at Nora as he contemplated her frustrating request. When she had gotten pregnant the first time, they had both been virtually certain that the baby was his. They had been having unprotected sex regularly during that time and David's demanding work schedule made it unlikely that the baby was his. Although they rarely had sex, Nora still indulged David with the occasional intimate moments on the rare times he was available, leaving a slender hope that one of his vastly outnumbered sperm would miraculously do the deed with her egg.
Hank's doubts about his potency were eased to some extent when Nora agreed that it was highly likely that the baby was his. However, the two secretly underwent a non-invasive paternity test to verify the child's biological father. The old man was relieved to know that the baby was undeniably his. It should have been obvious With the number of times they mated and the timing of it all. But it was just a good piece of mind for Hank anyway.
Nora however, was panicked at first, not knowing what to do. She was filled with guilt, shame, and oddly enough, arousal upon the realization of the consequences of her adulterous activities. She could hardly recall why she even indulged in having unprotected sex with Hank in the first place! Perhaps she was lost in the lust? Or was she subconsciously doing it on her own fruition when having sex with such a stud of a man? Or maybe she was addicted to the thrill of the danger? It was likely all of these elements that led her down this depraved path.
However, after thoroughly discussing the situation, Hank and Nora agreed that the best course of action was to pretend the baby was David's It felt wrong and immoral, but at the same time, the illicit nature of Nora's pregnancy just fueled their forbidden desires. Fortunately, as Lily began to shed her generic baby looks, she bore an uncanny resemblance to Nora. Some of Lily's features could even be attributed to David, however, that was mostly because the true father of the child shared the same genetics as him.
As all these recollections ran through Hank's head, the idea of Nora getting pregnant with yet another of his babies caused his cock to twitch and blood to start pumping with primal arousal. He gazed at the brunette goddess before him. The old man was already blessed to share a wonderful daughter like Lily with his son's fetching wife, but now, he realized that he wanted this sexy, genetically perfect woman to bear him another child.
"No," Hank gave a stern answer. Nora's alluring green eyes widened in bewilderment.
"What do you mean, no??" she exclaimed, her voice filled with caution. But the only answer she received was her father-in-law suddenly flipping her onto her back with forceful precision. All she could do was gasp and groan with annoyance feeling his cock slip out of her, leaving an aching void behind.
The stocky old man swiftly positioned himself between her long legs and pinned her to the bed. Hank??" she called out with concern.
"You don't get to tell me where I can and cannot cum," the bald man declared almost in a threatening manner. Nora's mouth fell agape, she had no idea what to say. "Don't you remember who this pussy belongs to??" he inquired, a sinister, unyielding undertone coloring his voice.
Nora slowly nodded, answering his question. Hank's aggressiveness made her both, scared and aroused; she loved it when he dominated her like this. "No, I want to hear you say it," the old man commanded his son's wife.
"I- this pussy belongs to you, Hank..." he hesitatingly admitted. "B-but we can't... We just can't..." she pleaded halfheartedly. Her naughty desires clashed with her commitments, vying for control over her.
"Why not?? I've given you a lovely daughter, didn't I? Wouldn't it be wonderful if we gave Lily a sibling??" Hank gently insinuated. Nora took a long moment to turn his question over in her mind, forcing herself to consider every aspect of what her dominant big-cocked father-in-law was proposing.
"Dammit, Hank. David wants a baby... I don't want to deny him that," Nora insisted. "Plus she's going to have a sibling no matter what, so why does it matter??"
Hank's frustration was palpable from her response. "Augh," the old man snarled. "I don't understand why you want to have a child with David so badly. As much as I appreciate having him as my son, he's not, let's say, deserving," he declared.
"What do you mean by that??" Nora questioned taken aback by his rather harsh comment, her brow furrowing in confusion. Hank sighed, attempting to clarify his point.
"Listen, Nora. Who's that man of the house?" Hank offered a question. Nora tilted her head to the side in contemplation.
"Y-you are..." she admitted. He was right; Hank was the man of the house since David was rarely home.
"So it is my right! I'm the one who fucks you! I'm the one who helps take care of Lily, not David!" Hank listed his reasons with passion. Nora's green eyes widened in realization of his feelings.



"It sounds like someone is a little jealous," the brunette teased holding back a smirk.
"Huh?! I am not jealous! Well, maybe a little... But you are my woman! It doesn't sit right with me that you want to have another man's child!" Hank was being extremely hypocritical considering his relationship with his son's wife, but Nora saw his point.
Carefully rubbing her chin, Nora let out a heavy sigh. "Hank..." she began, showing a sympathetic smile. She couldn't deny her lover's feelings. Everything he said was right. With David never home, Hank was the one who kept her company and supported her emotionally and sexually. And when Lily came around, Hank was the one who helped take care of her, not her husband.
"Shit..." Nora mumbled as she reevaluated her original plan. It also didn't that the aching void nagged at her, begging to have Hank's cock fill it again. As she battled with her thoughts, a sharp gasp escaped her lips feeling his bulbous cockhead pressing and massaging against her wet pussy lips.
"Come on, please Nora," Hank prodded. It was a little funny to her seeing this usually brazen old man acting so needy.
Nora anxiously bit her lip as she attempted to wrap her head around what Hank was suggesting. It was a complex and challenging idea to have another child outside of her wedlock with her husband. Yet, given her father-in-law's reasoning and the peculiar situation she found herself in with his cock on the verge of entering her aching pussy, Nora felt her instincts beginning to influence her decision. The weight of her choice hanging over her seemed to alter the atmosphere in the room as she grabbed with her emotions and all the implications of the decision she asked to make.
Then, feeling another impatient prod from his cock against her slit—her pussy that was still oozing from her sweet cream— Nora's fetching green eyes quickly angled down where their sexes were juxtaposed so intimately with each other. She let out a soft moan as his throbbing cockhead continued to tease her pussy. Her breath got slow and heavy as she became fixated on his big cock, the same potent, irresistible tool that had gotten her knocked up with Lily in the first place.
"Hmm, feel my bull cock, you love it, I know you do..." Hank cooed in a low voice. "Don't you want this cock to knock you up again and give you another beautiful baby like Lily?" Nora's eyes tilted back up to Hank's. Her mouth parted open as she was left unable to articulate all the factors and emotions tugging her. A jolt shocked through her body feeling his cockhead insistently push against her folds once more, causing her to moan.
"Come on, Nora. Let me get you pregnant again, please? I really want this, and it's what you deserve..." her father-in-law continued to push his desires, prodding her moist lips apart with his manhood. Nora winced as her mind swirled. She felt guilty, nervous, and aroused... She was hazed with lust and desire. Her instinct the procreate with the man who was present in her life, the most capable man, a real man, took control of her train of thought. It was Hank's right to breed her again.
His cockhead, delving deliberately past her folds was like another assertion in his argument, causing Nora to moan out loud again. As she opened her glazed eyes, Hank noticed a visible glint of acceptance shining in her alluring orbs.
"Mhmm, dammit..." the fetching brunette quietly muttered as she made her conclusion. "Augh, ngh... Fuck it... Let's do it, Hank. I want you to breed me again! Knock me up with your kid again!" she needily exclaimed, finally giving in to her lovers needs and commanding cock.
Hank grinned with delight and quickly drove his cock deep inside her aching pussy once more, sealing their taboo desires. The two moaned with pleasure at their sexes joining to form one smoothly functioning assemblage of baby-making machinery. With her right hand, Nora grabbed Hank's bald head and pulled him down to her. They locked lips as they hungrily fucked each other. However, now, it felt like so much more than just fucking. They were having sex with a purpose, the Purpose of conceiving a child.
Their tongues sloppily danced as the bald old man heavily thrust deep into Nora's fertile pussy. Muffled moans and heavy breathing filled the sex-ridden room. The bed creaked loudly as they rutted like mating animals. Nora wrapped her sexy long legs around Hank's wide waist to assist him in fucking her deeper.
Releasing their lips, Hank moved over to Nora's long neck and began to eagerly suck, lick, and kiss her. "Ohhh, Daddy! Yesss! Hmmm, fuck me harder! Fuck a baby into me!" Nora feverishly wailed. Hank chuckled amusingly against her neck and continued his assault.
The idea of being bred by her elderly father-in-law again made Nora hopelessly horny. She was so hooked on the rush of how taboo it was that it made her sopping pussy cream more than it ever did before!
Every time Hank drew his hips back, Nora eagerly dragged him back where he belonged. "Ah ah ah! Uh, yes! Daddy! Breed me!" Her moans echoed throughout the room.
"Augh, your pussy is so fucking tight! Tighter than before!" Hank grunted into her neck in delightful surprise. "Your body is really eager to be knocked up by a real man again!"
"Ohh! Yes! I want to be impregnated by you again! You're the man of this house, Daddy! This pussy belongs to you! You deserve to breed me! Not David" Nora moaned out her unfiltered thoughts in a breathy voice.
"Hah! You're damn right! Get ready! I'm about to give you another kid! David and Lily are about to receive another sibling! HAH!" Hank declared.
"Hank! That's so fucked up!" Nora amusingly gasped with a sinful grin.
The old man just chuckled as his thrusting became faster and heavier. His cock delved deep and his cockhead slammed against her cervix over and over again with skillful precision. The sounds of their flesh squelching and slapping motivated them to fuck even harder. Nora's hands traced behind Hank's wide back and began to claw his skin with pedicured feminine nails, leaving noticeable marks on his old skin.
The two secret lovers panted heavily as they relentlessly mated. They moaned in unison and continued to trade lustful taboo truths, inciting themselves to escalate their efforts. Their sweat soaked the mattress, the air was humid, and thick with the scent of sex. The pleasure they were trading back and forth was mind-numbing, indescribable, only enhanced by their intending instinct to procreate, which they had both fully accepted and unleashed.
Nora and Hank had lost track of how they had been fucking. On one hand, Nora wished Hank would hurry up and cum since she was losing her mind, but on the other, she never wanted this pleasure to end.
But all mortal beings have their limits. "Argh! Soon, Nora! I'm getting close!" the old man announced, his sweaty face drawing back from her neck. Nora's heart skipped with anticipation as she locked eyes with his.
Flashing a desirous yet, mischievous grin, the alluring brunette replied, "Ah! Yes! Do it, Hank! Cum inside of me! Fill me full and knock me up again! Give David and Lily another sibling!" Her sinful words motivated the virile old man and he began to piston his cock inside of her even faster.
"Ah! That feels so fucking good! Hurry, Hank! I need it! Give it to me! Give me your baby! Dump a baby in my belly with your bull cock! Knock me up, Daddy!" Nora continued to scream as she felt her orgasm quickly rising within her.
"Gah! Yeah! Take it! You fucking take it like the sexy slut you are! I'm gonna give it to you just like you asked again, hehe! Here it comes! GET - PREGNANT!" Hank roared. With a few final furious thrusts, he drove himself deep and planted his cockhead against the entrance of her fertile womb, and unleashed his virile load.
Nora tumbled over the brink of her orgasm as well feeling his warmth spewing inside her. "AHHH! FUCK YESSSS!" she screamed as they came together in twin mind-melting orgasms.
Their lips intertwined as they leaned into each other. Nora firmly held Hank's waist down with her strong legs so he wouldn't escape before she captured every ounce of his thrashing sperm. Her manicured toes clenched as she dug her fingernails into his back, raking bloody tattered tracks on his skin. She clenched and curled as her orgasm ravaged her body. Their tongues danced in a sloppy mating ritual as Hank pumped Nora's fertile pussy full of his virile seed.
Nora felt his juicy shaft and heavy balls throbbing as he shot rope after rope of his thick cum into her depths, causing her eyes to roll back in pure ecstasy. Her tight walls contorted and constricted around him to milk every last genetic material from Hank's convulsing manhood.
After the passage of some unknown amount of time, Nora and Hank finally released their lips from their fervent entanglement. Thick webs of their mixed saliva stretched between their mouths as they planted their sweaty foreheads against one another and exchanged their frantically panting breaths.
"My god..." Nora let out a heavy sigh of relief. "That was amazing..."
"Ah, man... Yes, it was... Fucking feels a whole lot better when you're trying to make a baby. Brings back old memories, huh?" Hank cheerfully said with a breathy voice. Nora smirked and giggled recalling what it was like conceiving Lily.
As they lay there resting, Nora kept her legs firmly locked around her elderly lover's waist, allowing his virile cum to properly soak into her fertile depths without leaking. They kissed once again, tenderly beginning to make out. His warmth felt so good inside of her. It was as if Hank's seed was meant to be deposited within her. As they continued to enjoy each other's company, Nora's mind wandered. She couldn't help but grapple with her sense of guilt and shame over the sacrilegious act she had committed for the sake of carnal desire. A part of her still wrestled with the moral implications of her actions.
Despite what she did behind her husband's back, Nora still cared for David in some strange twisted way. He was a good man: kind, and caring, and he provided some support, financially at least. But he focused more on his career than what he ought to care more about, his wife. Hence the door was left wide open for another man to assume his position as the man of the house. A part of Nora blamed herself for the nefarious affair she got strung up in, but at the same time, David had his role in all this. His lack of attentiveness led his wife to stray and seek elsewhere for what his husbandly duties were supposed to take care of.
If it weren't for Hank, maybe Nora's marriage to David would suffer greatly. With her husband having little to no home life, it would put a great deal of strain on their relationship. Hell, it does now. Thankfully, David's old man kept her happy and satisfied to disregard such problems. She knew what she was doing was wrong. She was fucking her husband's father for Christ's sake! But Hank gave her what she needed, what she deserved. He satisfied her in all the right ways, sexually, and oddly enough, emotionally as well. Nora was content with her life as long as everything was kept under wraps.
Unwrapping her legs from Hank's waist, she allowed him to roll off of her. A loud popping noise could be heard as his cock slipped out of her filled pussy. His thick cum immediately came pouring like a waterfall from her used slit onto the stained sheets below.
Nora slowly sat up and carefully climbed out of Hank's bed, her knees wobbling a bit since she was still recovering from her intense orgasm as she retrieved her clothes from the floor. "Where are you going? Don't you want to go for another round??" Hank questioned, arching his brow.
"We'll get back to it in a little while. I need to check on Lily. She might have woken up with all the commotion we've been making," Nora responded, chuckling as she slipped her clothes back on. Hank just joined her in laughter, understanding his lover's concern for their baby.
Reaching the door, Nora flashed a mischievous grin at her father-in-law and said, "Why don't you meet me in my shower in ten minutes?" Hank responded with an agreeing smile and eagerly bobbed his head, his eyes alive with anticipation.
-
Nora felt relief seeing that baby Lily was still sound asleep. Quietly, she strode to the en suite bathroom of her bedroom. Standing before the mirror, her forest green eyes widened seeing her current state of mess: her elegant brown hair was matted with sweat and disheveled, and her body was sticky with sweat. Nora groaned with annoyance noticing the many small bruises that now adorned her neck after her intimate encounter with Hank.
"Ugh, dammit, Hank..." she frustratedly muttered to herself. Rolling her eyes, she concluded that she was desperate for some cleansing and rejuvenation in the shower. Nora figured that she might need several more considering that she was more than likely going to have more salacious encounters with Hank throughout the rest of the day.
Angling her gaze to her abdomen, the brunette carefully lifted her t-shirt to reveal her perfect, flat-toned stomach. Her chest fluttered as she imagined another one of Hank's babies might already be growing inside, that soon her belly might be swelling as his genetics combined with hers to produce a baby.
Smelling the scent of cock on her breath, Nora decided to brush her teeth to cleanse her palette. As she finished refreshing her cleaning teeth, she heard a muffled voice echo from the bedroom. Exiting the bathroom, Nora was met with the heartwarming sight of Hank, now wearing his usually dirty tank top and loose shorts, cradling Lily in his arms and playfully cooing at her.
Nora couldn't help but proudly smirk at her little secret family as she leaned against the bathroom's entryway, amusingly observing Hank engage with their precious baby. Warmth and affection filled her as she took in the wholesome scene.
Noticing Nora's watching gaze from across the room, Hank gave Lily a tender kiss on the forehead and strode to his lover. "You know, I always wanted a daughter," he said warmly. "I'm happy we brought Lily into this world. She's simply wonderful!"
Nora could hardly contain a heartfelt smile. "Hmm, I'm happy too. We're blessed to have her," she replied joyfully, giving Hank a side embrace. She rested her head against him as they gazed down upon their child. Despite the nefarious circumstances of Lily's conception, she was undeniably a blessing in their lives, and their love for her was genuine.
Turning to each other, Nora and Hank leaned into an affectionate kiss, their connection deepening. As they pulled their lips away, Hank teasing suggested, "Hmm, now what was that offer about taking a shower together again?"
"Hmm, of course. Let's get to it then shall we?" Nora hummed with delight. Then leaning into his ear she whispered, "Daddy..." As she slipped away into the bathroom, Hank felt reinvigorated and horny to resume breeding his brunette queen.
Hearing the shower turn on, Hank quickly but carefully tucked Lily back into her crib before hastily rushing into the bathroom. He stripped himself of his clothing as he walked messily tossing his duds inside as he pursued his alluring lover. His aged eyes widened with excitement seeing Nora's sexy silhouette behind the steamy glass of the shower.
Opening the shower door, the stocky old man slipped in. The sounds of giggles and ambiguous chirping could be heard, masked by the beads of water loudly spewing from the showerhead. Eventually, these sounds dissipated and were soon replaced with the sounds of sultry moans of pleasure and wet flesh slapping together, filling the humid bathroom air.
-
For the rest of the day, Nora and Hank fucked as if their lives depended on it. Of course, they took breaks to take care of Lily's needs. But as soon as their child fell back asleep, or was properly satisfied, they resumed their nasty breeding sessions in Hank's room. Nora was filled up to the brim with her father-in-law's virile seed. She was sure that she would end up knocked up before the day was over if she wasn't already.
Late in the evening, Nora, Hank, and their baby, Lily, ate dinner together at the dining table. The old man indulged in his son's wife's delectable cook for sustenance, while she lovingly tended to Lily's feeding needs. Their togetherness created the warmth of a small, contented family, a feeling Nora had yearned for amid the countless late workdays of her husband.
"God damn! This food is food is amazing, Nora! I can never get over how good your cooking is. You're hands down a better cook than my wife ever was! Shit, where were you all my life??" Hank exclaimed with a mouthful of food.
"Nora glanced at Hank and offered a playful rebuke, saying, "Mind your language, there's a child in the room. But thank you. At least someone notices." The bald old man chuckled at her little jab toward her absent husband and resumed savoring his meal.
Raising his eyes from his plate, Hank cast an attentive look at Nora and Lily across the table. A triumphant smile graced his wrinkled face realizing how privileged he was to have a child with such a goddess of a woman. He always pondered where a woman like her had been all those years ago; he could have built a sizable, happy family by now instead of settling for having his one son. But still, he mused that it was better late than never. There was still time to achieve his goal of having the sizable family he longed for, right here in the present.
Finishing dinner, Hank helped Nora with the dishes before proceeding upstairs to bed. It was already getting late and they were exhausted from all the vigorous mating that had been occupied with during the day, so they chose not to indulge in more lustful activities. Walking down the hallway together, Hank kindly ushered his baby momma and daughter into their room.
"Hmm, goodnight, Hank," Nora bid him, showing a warm smile. The old man nodded in return, giving back a loving smile of his own. Leaning in, he planted a soft kiss on her lips before gently kissing Lily on the forehead.
"Goodnight, my darlings. See you in the morning," Hank happily responded, preparing to return to his room. However, he hesitated as he glanced down the hallway toward his open door. The mess left behind from their earlier exertions steered him away from wanting to sleep there. He was too lazy and tired to swap out the damp, sex-ridden sheets. But he also longed to sleep with his brunette lover and baby daughter.
"What's the matter, Hank?" Nora inquired, sounding concerned.
"Eh, my room... it's kind of a mess..." Hank muttered, embarrassingly rubbing the back of his neck. Nora rolled her forest green eyes and sighed.
"Right... remind me to help you clean it up tomorrow," she replied, her voice tinged with tension and exhaustion. But she couldn't help but feel flush as the memories of their previous playful activities were still fresh in her mind. "Where are you going to sleep for the night if your room is a mess?" Nora curiously added. Hank nervously chuckled.
"Heh, I was wondering... if I could sleep in your bed tonight," the old man tried to insist. Nora arched her brow in response, a mixture of surprise and intrigue crossing her attractive face.
Carefully considering Hank's request and replied, "I don't think that would be a good idea. David is due to come home early in the morning. So it can be a bit risky. We certainly don't want your son to catch his father sleeping in the same bed as his wife, do we? We've managed to keep our 'little thing' under wraps so far. The last thing we need is to raise suspicion." Nora and Hank's 'little thing' was certainly an understatement.
Hank sighed and bowed in acceptance, fully understanding the potential complications and risks. However, he couldn't deny his desire to be in the same bed as the mother of his daughter for the night. Surprisingly, despite the forbidden nature of their affair, the two had managed to avoid spilling their taboo activities into David and Nora's marital bed, for the most part except for a few rare occasions. So it was always a treat when Hank had the opportunity to do it with Nora there.



"Damn, I guess I'll be kicking it on the couch tonight," Hank grumbled in feigned defeat. All Nora could do was offer a sympathetic smile knowing that this was for the best. But as he was about to bid a final goodnight, Nora's phone suddenly rang in her pocket.
Disturbed by the noise of the phone alert, Lily started to nudge and squirm in her mother's arms. Springing into action, Nora swiftly placed Lily into her crib. Creating distance, she pulled out her phone and saw that the call was from David. Hank curiously observed the situation from the room's doorway, wanting to see things play out.
"Hey, honey. How are you doing?" Nora cordially greeted her husband on the phone; it was easy for Hank to deduce who she was speaking to. The old man watched as his sexy, brunette lover nodded and hummed in response to her conversation.
"Mhm, I just fed Lily. We were just about to head to bed now... Oh? Sorry, hon, I can't put her on the phone, she just fell asleep. It best not to disturb her," Nora continued.
Then, her green eyes widened as if she had received pleasant news, before glancing over at Hank, who was increasingly invested in what was transpiring.
"Is that so? Oh, that's a shame, David," Nora said to her husband. "So when will you come home?" Hank's old ears perked up. "Not until tomorrow evening?" Nora repeated loudly, making sure Hank heard what she said and flashing a devious grin. The stocky old man smiled from ear to ear as he connected the dots.
"What kind of job puts you through all that? You must be pretty ripe after being unable to freshen up all day and night. Oh, you have showers at work? Well, that sounds tolerable at least. I couldn't imagine being at work for that long, ugh..." Nora continued the conversation. Hank always admired how effortlessly Nora slipped into the role of David's loving wife, her charismatic performance left him thoroughly impressed at how devious she truly was.
After a few more minutes of talking, their conversation finally reached its end. "Well, okay, dear. Lily and I will see you tomorrow. Right, I'll make sure to tell your dad. Alright, bye-bye, love you," Nora said before promptly hanging up the phone.
Setting aside her phone, Nora glanced over to her secret lover and flashed him a knowing smile. "David won't be coming home until tomorrow evening," the brunette stated with an unmistakable tone.
"So I heard. What a shame," Hank sarcastically replied. "Well, I suppose his wife might need some company in bed tonight. Surely a woman such as yourself wouldn't want to sleep all by yourself."
The two couldn't help but exchange sinful grins, their eyes brimming with anticipation.
"Hm, you wouldn't mind if I shared a bed with the mother of my beautiful daughter, would you?" Hank playfully inquired.
"Hmm, charming," Nora teasingly remarked, her eyes darting skyward before nodding in agreement, an amusing smirk dancing on her lips.
"Then it's settled," the old man stated, but before proceeding to Nora's room, he dashed back down the hall and closed his room's door, concealing their incriminating evidence just to be extra cautious.
Returning to Nora's room, Hank quietly closed the door behind him and turned the lock. As he shifted his gaze toward the bed, he spotted his beautiful brunette goddess standing near the left side, her designated spot, preparing to climb in. Catching the old man's gaze, she showed an alluring smile, beckoning him to join her.
"What are you waiting for?" Nora teasingly asked as she settled into the mattress of the large, queen-sized bed. Hank shook his head into focus and nodded in response. He couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt assuming David's side of the bed. The old man was effectively replacing his son in all his marital duties. However, as a man, Hank understood the consequences of failing to fulfill one's duties to a young, beautiful, and needy wife.
Hank began undressing, exposing his less-than-attractive old, stocky body. However, Nora was taken aback by discovering him removing his garments.
"Uh, Hank? I hope you aren't expecting anything more for tonight because I'm way too exhausted for another round," Nora stated firmly to her father-in-law "We're just sleeping in the same bed. And for the sanctity of my marriage, let's keep our affair away from the marital bed, yeah?"
Her green eyes quickly trekked up and down Hank's near-naked body. She couldn't deny that she was attracted to him despite his somewhat unappealing appearance. The idea of this lecherous, old man passionately fucking her daily held an inexplicably arousing allure. But as she averted her attention from his rotund torso, her eyes were unavoidably drawn to his exposed, low-hanging hog and heavy balls. Those were by far the most appealing elements of his mostly unattractive form.
"Ugh, Hank! At least wear some underwear!" Nora scolded.
"Heh, sorry, sexy. Don't you remember that I always sleep naked?" Hank teasingly retorted.
"Right," Nora sighed in resignation, unable to tear her gaze from the big sausage between Hank's legs. "Just into bed already," she insisted, attempting to sound dispassionate.
Nodding, Hank climbed into bed, the mattress sinking toward his side. Pulling the blanket up over his naked body, the old man rolled on his side to face his brunette lover, his gaze fixed on her natural beauty; her elegant dark brown hair cascaded casually over her face as she scrolled through her phone.
Sensing Hank's lingering stare, Nora put her phone down and said, "What's up?"
Hank couldn't resist teasing her, replying, "Why don't you come here and give me a goodnight kiss?" Nora angled her eyes up and amusingly shook her head as she leaned in to plant her lush lips against his. However, what started as a simple kiss soon escalated into more, passionate kissing. Their tongues found themselves twirling together as the two began to embrace, lost in their desires.
"Mmph...Sorry, Hank. We can't do this right now. I'm exhausted and a little sore," Nora apologetically said as she pulled her lips away from Hank's. Her father-in-law grumbled a bit but tilted his head in understanding.
"Hehm it was worth a shot at least," Hank joked. "Goodnight, Nora."
Nora hummed and replied, " Hm, goodnight, Hank," before extending her hand out behind her to the bedside lamp and switching it off, enveloping them in the intimate darkness of the marital bedroom.
After an unknown amount of time, well after they two had drifted to sleep, Nora awoke to the feeling of Hank's beer belly firmly pressing up against the outline of her back and his strong arms wrapped around her torso. As she slowly emerged from her slumber, she also made out the unmistakable, hard bulk of his cock wedged between her plush butt cheeks.
His face was nestled in her hair, hungrily sniffing her sweet aroma. "Ah... Hank? A-are you awake?" she whispered, her voice groggy.
"The old man just hummed and quietly responded, "Yes". Nora gasped feeling him subtly dry-humping her ass. Quickly checking the time on her phone, she rapidly fluttered her eyes to see that it was nearly three in the morning.
"Agh, Hank... It's still late. Stop it... ah..." she weakly said. But despite her protests, his salacious prodding crotch caused Nora's arousal levels to kindle inside her core.
"Hmm, no," Hank simply stated. "I'm just so horny for you, Nora. I figured that we had enough rest. It's time we get back to breeding that tight pussy of yours," the lecherous old man continued with a low voice.
Nora jolted from her post-wake-up delirium feeling an abrupt heavy prod against her cheeks. "Ah, Hank!" she quietly hissed. A sharp, involuntary moan escaped Nora's lips feeling Hank swiftly trace his big hands to her boobs and begin to grope and squeeze them.
"Come on, let's fuck, Nora... I know you want it..." Hank continued to insist. Nora winced and bit her lip a the sensation of his engorged cock pressing firmly against her.
"Nhg... No, Hank, we can't do it here. This is my marital bed for heaven's sake," Nora protested, attempting to pry his old hands away from her soft breasts. "And what about Lily?? She's sleeping across the room!"
"Hm, I suppose we'll have to be quiet then," Hank chuckled. "But wouldn't it be fun to make a baby in this bed? It seems like the most natural place to do it," the old bastard reasoned. Nora's stomach fluttered and her pussy grew wet as a rush of adrenaline coursed through her body at Hank's taboo suggestion.
"Hank, stop it. Don't do that," Nora tried to halt her father-in-law's advances.
"Come on, Nora. I know you love the idea of it. Can't you feel it? Your body must be heating up, and your pussy is most certainly wet by now. Come on, baby, let's fuck right here in this big bed of yours, it certainly beats mine. Let's make Lily a sibling in this sacred space. Let's soil these sheets..." he continued to entice as his cock throbbed heavily against her and his big hands gripped her mammaries over her t-shirt.
"Oh my... ah... screw you, Hank..." she mewled. Her pussy was on fire thinking about the prospect of making a baby with her secret lover in the same bed she shared with her husband. This was something she saved for herself, something that she wanted to keep untouched by their depraved affair. However, her naughty feelings lurched out, seeking to corrupt this last haven.
"Heh, gladly," Hank playfully shot back. "So what do you say? Shall we?"
"Ugh... I can't believe I'm doing this..." Nora mumbled to herself. "Screw it, fine, Hank. But you have to promise to help me clean up afterward, we're likely going to make a mess here."
"Hehem of course, baby," Hank willingly agreed to her terms. Wasting no time, he swiftly moved his left hand down to her cotton shorts, grabbing its hem and tugging at them. Nora cooperated, helping her father-in-law slide her shorts down her long legs. Once far enough near her feet, Nora kicked them away somewhere under the blanket.
Taking the hem of her t-shirt, Hank eagerly pulled it over her head and randomly tossed it off in the darkness. Without wasting a moment, the old man returned his kneading hands to her soft, yet perky tits, squeezing her tightly. Feeling her with his hands and cock, Hank's old eyes widened in the realization that she wore no bra or panties.
"Oh? Going commando are we?" Hank teasingly whispered into her ear.
"Hm? Nora curiously wondered taking a moment to contemplate his statement, and then with a knowing smirk in realization she responded, "Oh, I guess I am..." It dawned on her that she might have subconsciously made that choice herself.
Reaching behind with her left hand, Nora searched around for Hank's cock until she found it, causing her to naughtily lick her teeth. Wrapping her slender fingers around his fat shaft, she slowly began stroking him. Hank groaned and reflexively gripped her hefty mammaries even harder, forcing soft moans from his lover's throat. The old man couldn't help but grin deviously feeling the cold shrill of her wedding ring against his throbbing cock.
Nora's pussy moistened from the heat Hank was stoking within her. He felt so hard and hot in her palm. His leaking precum spewed from his pulsating cockhead, making it easier for her to stroke his cock. "Hmm, put it in for me, Nora. I want to fuck you like this..." Hank ordered into his lover's ear. Letting out a sinful giggle, Nora momentarily released her grasp from his manhood to spit on her hand. Returning her delicate hand to his cock, she stroked her saliva onto him lubricating him further. Although this was unnecessary due to how insatiably wet she already was, Nora did it just for the fun and arousal of it.
Then, slightly lifting her left leg for him, Nora directed Hank's cock against her sopping slit and slipped him past her folds. The two moaned in pleasure as their sexes conjoined once more. Shaving his face into her long, exposed neck, the stocky old man began to sniff and lick her fragrant skin as he proceeded to thrust his hips into her with increasing fervor.
The secret lovers quietly moaned and panted as they spoon fucked under the blanket in the shrouded darkness of the bedroom not wanting to wake their child peacefully sleeping in her crib. Nora and Hank's bodies soon heated up from the intensity of their fucking causing their skin to become slick and sticky with sweat.
"Ohh, fuck... yes... Deeper, Hank... Keep fucking me like that... I can feel you in my stomach..." Nora needily moaned as she nibbled on the corner of her lip. The feeling of Hank's body molding perfectly against her curvature and cock sleuth in and out of her love canal made her blood pump with arousal.
"Agh... argh... That's it, baby... take it... Isn't it so naughty that you're trying to get knocked up by your father-in-law in the bed you share with your husband?" Hank hungrily cooed, his voice husky and labored as he drove his cock deeper into Nora's wet depths.
"Yes, it's so fucking naughty, Daddy. I can't wait for you to breed me instead of your son in this bed. It's a shame that David doesn't care enough to do what he was supposed to do with his wife. Hmm, it's a good thing that I have a real man who is here to assume his duties..." Nora spouted her sultry desires.
"Heh, too bad for him. I guess his old man has to pick up his slack, eh? " Hank deviously grunted as he delivered stroke after deep, slow stroke to Nora's married pussy, causing her body to reverberate with each connecting blow.
"Hmmm, yes Daddy! Thank god I have a real man in the house to take care of my needs. Ah, mhmmm, you fuck me so much better than David ever could," Nora moaned a little louder as Hank's cock glided in and out of her soaking crevice with ease.
They were now both sweating profusely from the insulating heat of the blanket. Taking action, Hank flipped the covers off their closely intimate bodies, allowing the brisk air of the room to caress their sex-slickened skin. Grabbing behind Nora's knee, he assumed control of her leg and tugged it further into the air.
"Keep going, baby. Keep telling me what I want to hear," the brazen old man commanded, resting his sweaty cheek against his brunette lover's.
Nora gasped at his display of manly strength. "Hmm, you fuck me so much better than your son, Daddy. You are wayyyy bigger than David and last so much longer than him... Why couldn't my husband be such a stud like his father?" she leaned into her dirty talk. "God I love how strong you are, Daddy. I can't wait for you to dump another one of your healthy babies in my belly, my hung breeding bull!"
Hank's old heart pounded victoriously hearing her stroke his ego to kingdom come. "Fuck that's hot, sexy. I'm going to keep fucking this pussy over and over again until the day I die! You're only going to conceive my children until then! Once you give birth to our second child, I want another soon after," Hank salaciously declared licking her cheek. Nora gasped in surprised amusement as she wrapped her arm around her lover's neck.
"Hmm, yeah? That's so fucking naughty, Daddy," Nora playfully uttered. "What if David finds out?"
"Hmf! He'll never with how good we are at keeping our little affair a secret," Hank confidently replied, thrusting his cock faster into Nora's tight cunt. "It also helps that my son is a little oblivious, heh!" Nora just giggled deviously. "David should be happy to know that his pops are working hard to give him more siblings!"
"That's so fucked up, Hank," Nora mockingly chided with a devilish grin.
"And you like it!" the old man remarked.
Rolling her fetching forest green eyes, Nora twisted her head toward Hank and whispered, "Kiss me, Daddy..." Her husband's father happily obliged, leaning in and wrapping his lips with hers.
Their tongues tangled as they mated with each other and the sounds of their heavy breathing and erotic slapping flesh filled the dark bedroom. Slowly but surely, Hank's tempo grew increasingly vigorous and rapid until they were fucking each other at an all-out clip. However, as hard as they rutted, Nora and Hank made every effort to muffle the unavoidable noises they generated with the occasional loud moan escaping their lips.
Luckily, their lustful sounds of pleasure were somewhat stifled by their locked lips. After some time intimately spoon fucking, Nora and Hank switched positions so that she was riding him in a reverse cowgirl.
Hank wiped the sweat from his brow as his old eyes were locked on Nora's tantalizing ass bouncing up and down his cock with skillful rolled her hips into him. She leaned forward and held his hairy legs for support as she rode his massive love pole.
"Ah, mhmmm, that feels good... You like how I ride your cock, Daddy?" Nora whispered as she swiveled her head around to face her elderly lover, her breath heavy and steamy.
"Argh! Fuck yes, keep going, baby. Keep moving those hips like that," Hank winced as he grabbed a hold of her perfect ass and assisted Nora in her riding.
The bed creaked and bounced rhythmically as Nora continued her fucking. Planting her ass firmly against Hank's pelvis, she ground her hips, making sensual circles around his cock. Nora's green eyes fluttered and rolled behind her skull feeling his big cock stretch her insides in all the right places.
"Ah! Fuck!" the brunette squealed lustily as she reached her climax but quickly covered her mouth out of fear of being too loud. Her ass jiggled on Hank as she violently trembled from her ripping orgasm. Her muffled screams of ecstasy could be heard as she struggled to keep her mouth shut.
At the same time, Hank couldn't help but let out an audible moan, albeit more stifled than Nora's. "Augh... So tight... fuck..." the old man groaned as his head fell back, onto the pillow. Nora's wet walls contracted tightly around him, eagerly trying to milk him of his seed. Her sweet juices gushed on his cock, leaking from the junction of their sexes, and trekking down his heavy sack onto the bedsheet below. Hank curled his toes and winced heavily, desperately trying not to prematurely cum.
"Ah... that was really good, Daddy..." Nora let out a sigh of relief as her orgasm subsided.
"Fuck me, that was close," Hank uttered. "Are you trying to make me cum early??"
Nora flashed him a knowing grin. "Hmm, maybe..."
The two secret lovers proceeded to switch positions into doggy style and many more variations of sensual indulgence. They could barely see each other in the near-pure darkness of the bedroom, but the sexual synergy they had achieved through the many sexual escapades they had rendered vision unnecessary; they knew exactly what each partner wanted and needed.
Nora gripped her pillow with her long legs suspended midair as she found herself on her back with Hank's stocky form looming directly over her. They puffed hot, steamy breaths of air against each other's faces, the exchange of reparations making them more hot and bothered.
The bed continued to creak in rhythm to Hank's thrusts as he pounded away at Nora's dripping pussy. "Ah ah ah... yesss, right there. Hmm, right there, Daddy..." Nora quietly mewled. Unable to resist pumping up the illicit nature of their coupling even more she chanted, "Put a baby in me, Hank... Please, give it to me, Daddy... Give Lily a sibling... Hmm, and David." Nora couldn't keep the devilish grin dancing on her lips as she said that.
"Do it, David's daddy... Lily's Daddy... our new baby's Daddy... my Daddy..." Nora continued to incite. Hank just wheezed heavily, focusing all his energy on breeding his son's irresistible wife.
"Do it, Daddy, knock me up again. Impregnate me with that big - juicy - cock..." Nora seductively slowed her words, her voice slightly rising.
Leaning back from over her, Hank hoisted Nora's legs over his wide shoulders. "Oh?!" the alluring brunette amusingly gasped at his manly strength. Hank licked and kissed her soft calves before lifting her ass from the mattress with relative ease.



The old man then proceeded to thunderously piston his hips back and forth with unerring skill and precision as he squeezed her legs tighter against his body. Her shapely tits tantalizingly swayed in tandem with Hank's thrusts, creating a pleasant scene for the old lecher. Nora's fetching eyes rolled back into her skull as a flurry of loud moans poured from her lips. Her will to remain quiet as they fucked went with the wind with Hank's invigorated rutting. As much as it pained her to risk waking her baby, Nora concluded that Lily would have to bear with her wanton mother for the time being.
Fortunately, the rhythmic breeding noises Nora and Hank emitted didn't appear to disturb their sleeping daughter, as if she were rooting for a new playmate.
"Ohh! Fuck fuck fuck1 Yes yes yes!" Nora wailed as she desperately gripped her pillow for her dear life. Hank's bulbous cockhead repeatedly slammed against her cervix, urgently conjuring both their orgasm.
Hank's breathing got heavier, signaling that he was on the verge of unleashing his life-giving load. "I'm about to fucking explode, Nora! Get ready for it!" the bald old man roared as he delivered his last round of heavy strokes.
"Yes! Get me pregnant! Knock me up, Hank! Impregnate me again!" Nora pleaded. With one last irresistible thrust, Hank drove himself balls deep into his lover's fertile depths and bellowed in relief as he unleashed his heavy load directly into Nora's baby box.
Nora trembled and moaned as her orgasm tore through her at the same time. Her pussy tightened and contorted around Hank's throbbing shaft, ringing his cock for every drop of his virile seed. Her toes curled and her legs shook turbulently against her father-in-law, threatening to cause him to lose balance. But being the strong man he was, Hank firmly held her in position, allowing her to freely savor her climax.
"Ah... heavens..." Nora incoherently murmured in pleasurable bliss as she felt her fertile womb being filled to the brim. Hank focused on getting every ounce of his sperm inside Nora, giving her deliberate pumps to push his seed deeper into her pussy. Allowing himself his cum to soak inside her for a bit, Hank gradually lowered her ass back down onto the mattress. Carefully releasing her long legs off his shoulders, the old man slipped himself out of his daughter-in-law and collapsed onto the bed next to her. The two gasped for air, reveling in the ecstasy of their lustful baby-making.
"Augh... wow... that was something, huh, Nora?" Hank managed to get out as he let out a heavy exhale.
"Yeah... It sure was..." Nora agreed with a sigh of relief.
Slowly interlocking fingers, they began to share chuckles at how entirely good their breeding sex made them feel. Nora had to admit, great sex felt even better when trying to make a baby. However, it was the taboo nature of their baby-making that took things over the top for her. Nothing she had ever done was even close to this exhilarating.
"Ah, just give me a few minutes, baby, then we will get back to it," Hank said affirmingly to his mate causing Nora's blood to pump with anticipation.
As they savored their intimate moment, it was abruptly interrupted by a plaintive cry from Lily's crib. "Shoot, no!" Nora gasped, hastily climbing out of bed and hurrying to her baby girl.
Swooping Lily into her arms, Nora held her close as she soothingly rocked and cooed to Lily. "Shh... It's okay, Lily. Just go back to sleep. Sorry Mommy and Daddy were being too loud," she whispered comfortingly. It wasn't before long that Lily finally calmed and drifted back to sleep. Nora continued to cradle her daughter, ensuring she was sound asleep. As she did, she felt a warm, wide body press up against her naked back.
"How's she doing?" Hank carefully whispered, his breath still slightly labored.
"Hmm, we were being too loud. This is why I don't like doing it with Lily in the room," Nora frustratedly replied, her concern evident in her tone. "Why do you think we always fuck in a different room??"
"Heh, making her a sibling isn't quiet work, sugar tits," Hank teasingly replied. Nora gasped and playfully smacked Hank on the shoulder. Wincing, the old man chuckled and embraced his baby mama and daughter from behind.
"If I might say, it's mostly you making all the noise. Don't get mad at me," Hank quietly mentioned as he rested his chin on Nora's shoulder. Nora's mouth parted in disbelief but remained silent knowing he was right.
"But I know a good way to help with that," her father-in-law suggested.
"Yeah? And how would you help with that?" Nora curiously asked with an entertained smirk.
Hank subtly nodded in the darkness. "Put Lily down and I'll show you," he ordered. Nora cautiously quirked her lips as she carefully laid Lily back in her crib. Tuning around, she strode up to Hank and rested her hand on his hairy just. "So?"
Feeling his big hands on her curvy hips, Hank shuffled them back until they reached the foot of Nora's marital bed. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, he tugged Nora down with him, pulling her on her knees. "Having my cock in your mouth will help shut you up. So start getting busy, sexy," Hank compelled in a low, commanding voice, spreading his hairy legs for his brunette goddess. Nora's heart thumped in her chest as she fell to her knees beneath him. His words were so demeaning, but she loved being a helpless object of his lustful demands.
Resting her wide hips on her heels, Nora took the base of her father-in-law's cock and began to playfully smack his shaft against her lush lips. As she angled her eyes up to Hank, she saw the soft moonlight streaming through the window illuminate him, making his features more discernable in teh otherwise dark room. Looking past his protruding bell, Nora could see the old man's lips beaming with arousal.
His cock throbbed in her hand as it hardened back to life, ready to dive into her wet throat. Stretching her tongue past her lips, Nora enveloped his low-hanging balls and slathered him with her saliva. Hank groaned with pleasure at the warm sensation of her wet tongue playing with his big baby-makers.
Nora proceeded to drag her saliva-coated tongue from his sack and up the underside of his veiny shaft until reaching his leaking cockhead. She savored his slaty goodness as she eagerly lapped up his fluids directly from his cavernous slit. Then, in one seamless motion, Nora wrapped her soft lips around his cockhead and swallowed the entirety of his sizable length down her mouth and into her throat. Hank's old eyes rolled back in utter ecstasy as he propped himself back on his hands.
"Augh... holy shit..." Hank let out a long moan feeling his entire length surrounded by Nora's wet warmth. Nora hummed with pleasure seeing how good she was making her bull feel.
Drawing her head back, she began to give Hank some sloppy head. The sounds of sucking, slurping, and glucking filled the dark room. Nora tucked her elegant brown hair behind her right ear as she upped the ante. As his cock glided in and out of her throat, Nora's pussy grew wet, leaking a mixture of her fluids and Hank's sperm onto the carpet below, staining it.
"Gah! Ohhh, yes, baby! Right there!" Hank grunted in extreme pleasure rather loudly.
Nora momentarily popped his cock from her mouth to say, "I think you're being just as loud as me, Hank." Hank rolled his eyes and laughed. But wanting pleasure to continue, he grabbed the head with his hand and yanked Nora back onto his manhood.
Nora and Hank moaned and the sounds of her sloppy blowjob rang in their ears. Nora's moth and chin became slathered in her thick spit, dripping onto her thighs. Hank relished that his son's sexy wife was on her knees sucking his cock. It was the most masculine thing a man could experience, especially since the woman in question was married.
Hank winced and writhed, desperately grabbing at the bedsheets as Nora deepthroated his big cock. Nora was a cock sucking meister! The attractive brunette added circular movements to her bobbing head and sanctioned his manhood with erotic fervor. Hank was sweating beads at this point. It was as if she was trying to suck his soul out!
"Ngh! I'm about to burst!" the old man urgently announced, attempting to keep quiet.
Nora unsheathed his cock from her wet throat leaving long webs of her spit between her lips and Hank's pulsing cockhead and replied, "Yeah? Are you going to cum for me, Daddy?" the sweating old man just grunted in response. Wrapping her left hand around his wet shaft and right hand around his balls, Nora commenced stroking and massaging him with eager intensity.
"Cum for me, Daddy. I want you to shoot your load on my face and in my mouth. I want to taste your delicious cum and swallow it up, Daddy," Nora needily begged as her stroking hand made twisting motions causing Hank's head to drop back in mind letting pleasure.
Nora savored watching her husband's father succumb to her delicate hands. It made her feel empowered and aroused. Biting her lip, she squeezed his balls, eliciting a heavy groan from Hank. She could feel him practically brimming with hot, delicious sperm for her.
Wanting to make things more interesting, Nora sought after his hanging sack with her mouth, enveloping them with her soft lips and feverishly slurping them while still stroking his cock. "Ohhh! Nora! Augh! Nora!" Hank cried out. His breathing got heavier as the peaks of pleasure she was giving him overwhelmed his senses. Nora moaned feeling his balls tense and shaft stiffen. She grinned sensing he was on the cusp of bursting his load.
"Gah! Here it comes, slut! Open wide! I'm gonna explode in that pretty little mouth of yours!" Hank announced. Nora obediently removed his balls from her mouth and positioned his cock directly in front of her wide-open lips.
"Ahhhh," she eagerly hummed as she sexily stretched her tongue from her parted mouth and formed it into a sensuously curving cup. Her hand rapidly glided up and down his tensed shaft, her slender fingers tightening their grip to send him further to the edge. Hank's dazed eyes locked onto the glint of her wedding ring against his manhood, causing him to beam with manly pride.
It only took a few a couple of more strokes before Hank let out a final croaking grunt and erupted his copious amount of sticky sperm into the inviting receptacle shaped by Nora's alluring tongue and lips.
Nora reflexively flinched feeling his sticky hot load spew from his slit, causing the first heavy ropes to miss their mark, striking her pretty face instead. Quickly repositioning his cockhead, Nora made sure the rest of his loads flung straight into her darkly inviting orifice.
The sexy brunette moaned as Hank's salty, bitter seed flooded her tongue's taste receptors. "Ohh, fuck! That's it... Take that load, baby... Mhmm, fuck..." Hank murmured as he unloaded rope after rope of his genetic material.
By the time he finally finished his roaring climax, Nora's fetching face was splattered with his thick white cum, while her mouth was filled to the brim with a trembling lake of sperm. Nora hummed with utter delight. She always found it fun to have Hank cum on her face; there was something so erotic about it that she couldn't describe. Nora was always amazed at how much Hank could cum for his age. He was so virile that it was almost unreal.
Gazing down at Nora, the old man couldn't help but have a victorious smile as he observed the erotic scene of his son's wife coated with his seed. "Wow... You really know how to please a ma, sexy," Hank complimented, letting out a heavy exhale of relief.
Smirking, Nora retracted her tongue behind her lips and closed her mouth shut, eagerly gulping down his large dosage of cum in one go. "Ahhhh," she hummed, showing her now empty mouth. "Fuck that tasted so good... Thank you, Daddy," she naughtily said, scoping his thick seed from her pretty face and transferring it to her moist tongue before happily lapping it down.
Hank couldn't pry his eyes off of his lover. Bathed in a gentle moonshine, Nora's skin appeared almost ethereal, radiating a captivating allure that was simply irresistible. As she finished cleaning her face, she slowly rose back to her feet and wrapped her arms around Hank's wide neck. Leaning forward she planted a light kiss on his lips; the edges of her mouth were still a little frosted with his cum.
"Hmm, do you want to keep going? Or have you had enough?" Nora sexily purred, straddling herself onto Hank's lap.
"Heh, I can keep going all night, baby," the old man replied smugly.
"Hmm, good... Get back into bed and warm yourself up for me while I freshen up," Nora delightfully said. Then going up to his ear she whispered, "I want to end up knocked up by the time the night is over..." Hank just slowly nodded in agreement, entranced by her seductive serenade.
Nora got off Hank's lap and mischievously disappeared into the bathroom, leaving the old man utterly captivated by his brunette goddess...
-
Parking in the garage, David stepped out of his car. He painfully massaged the back of his neck, having completed a strenuous two days of nonstop working to wrap up a critical project of his designs at the office. As stressful as it was, he thought it was all worth it. Relieved to be done with work for the time being, David looked forward to seeing his beautiful wife and daughter. However, a pinch of concern grew on him that Nora hadn't answered any of his calls during his journey home. They had exchanged some texts in the morning, but since then, he had heard zip from her.
As he entered the house, David couldn't help but notice how eerily quiet and empty it felt. He first checked the kitchen and living room, as those were the places he'd usually find his wife or father, but to his curious puzzlement, they were nowhere to be found. David continued searching all the downstairs rooms to find no one. He deduced that they must be upstairs, so he ascended the stairs in search of his family.
The second floor felt eerily silent and empty as well, leaving David perplexed. "What the heck? Hmm, they're probably in their rooms..." the unknowing husband formulated to himself.
Proceeding down the hall, David noticed Hank's door was closed at the end of the corridor. David concluded that his father must be sleeping or something, providing some measure of assurance. So he strode to the master bedroom, but curiously enough, he found it wide open.
Stepping inside, David saw that it seemed vacant and freshly cleaned, the scent of new sheets and air freshener permeating the air. But then, his attention was caught by baby Lily making grunting sounds in her crib. Happily going her, David placed his suitcase down and picked his daughter up, lovingly kissing her on the forehead.
"Why are you here all by yourself? Where's mommy and grandpa at??" David cooed. Lily just responded with more baby noises.
David's ears perked up hearing a sudden loud muffled noise coming from the hall. Curiously tilting his head, he stepped out into the hall with Lily in his arms. Another muffled noise echoed, this time, David could discern it was coming from Hank's room. Scrunching his brows, he carefully approached his father's room.
As David got closer, he heard a murmured voice he could make out as his wife's. "Nora?" he mused, curious why she was in Hank's room. Standing before the door, David cautiously put his ear up to it and listened closely.
He attuned to the mysterious sounds of creaking of the bed inside, along with unintelligible words being exchanged between what was obviously Nora and Hank. "What the..." David mumbled to himself, an odd sense of concern began to gnaw at him as he attempted to figure out what was happening behind the door.
He continued to listen intently. His heart pounded in his chest, struggling to understand these strange feelings swirling inside of him. Then hearing a faint, "Hank..." spurring from Nora from inside, David involuntarily jumped into action and reached for the doorknob. Twisting it, he swung the door open to see what was transpiring.
His eyes widened to see Nora and Hank on opposite sides of his bed while putting on new bedsheets. Nora was dressed in simple jeans and a white shirt, with her elegant brown hair secured in a blue floral hairband, while Hank was just in his usual shorts and tank top.
David felt a sense of relief wash over him, dispelling the bizarre feelings he'd experienced just moments ago. Hank was the first to spot David's presence since he was facing the door.
"Ah! Hey, son! How was work?" Hank boomed, releasing his corner of the bedsheet, accidentally springing it to Nora's side of the bed.
"Augh, Hank!" Nora frustratedly exclaimed, her words muffled by the sheet flinging onto her face. Freeing herself from the folds of the fabric, she spun around and smiled warmly upon seeing her husband. "Oh, hey honey," she happily greeted as she went to David and kissed his cheek. She then turned her attention to Lily, gently rubbing the baby's temple.
"Hey, guys," David replied, his curiosity not entirely alleviated. "What are the two of you doing here? And Nora, why haven't you been answering my calls??" he inquired.
His beautiful wife bashfully rubbed the back of her neck. "Ah, right... As you can see, I was just helping Hank clean his room. We were putting on new sheets since Mister here is a heavy sweater when he sleeps," she explained, pointing at David's father, who shrugged and chuckled.
"As for not answering your calls..." Nora continued, contemplatively rubbing her chin. "I've been busy cleaning and doing chores. And I didn't have my phone on me. Sorry, honey, I would have answered if I had known." David slowly tilted his head in understanding feeling a sense of washing relief over him. Everything she had said seemed entirely logical and believable. He kicked himself internally for having entertained such strange feelings.
"Hm, well, okay... I'm going to let you guys finish what you were doing. I'm going to go ahead and take a shower. Sorry for interrupting," David awkwardly announced. Nora lovingly placed her hand on his cheek and gave him another kiss on the cheek.
"No worries, hon. Once I'm done here I'll make sure to cook you something nice for dinner," she assured her husband, her smile warm and comforting. David gratefully nodded.
"That sounds nice," he replied. "Okay, I'll leave you two too, then." With Lily in his arms, he carefully closed the door behind him, journeying to his and Nora's bedroom.
As David's footsteps faded into the distance, Nora and Hank turned to each other with mischievous smiles. "Heh, David really is clueless, isn't he?" Hank sneered. Nora rolled her forest-green eyes, almost disappointingly shaking her head.
"Shut up and help me with these sheets, Hank," she playfully responded. Hank chuckled as he grabbed the bedsheet again and helped his secret lover resume fixing his bed...
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The city's lively hum enveloped Kira as she strolled alongside Sev, Serina keeping pace on Sev's other side. They navigated through the bustling crowds of pedestrians, cutting through the flow like a rock dividing a stream.
As Kira was becoming more acclimated to handling the world around her, helped along by her ongoing training, Sev allowed her to participate in more jobs, the safer ones at least. That meant much less sitting alone on the ship for the gray-haired wife while Sev and Serina were away on missions!
"Ew, this place stinks," Kira uttered, covering her mouth and nose. The innocent bright-eyed girl observed the endlessly swarming crowds of people and the variety of urbanized buildings around her.
"You have your rebreather, Kira," Sev calmly reminded her. Embarrassed, Kira quickly reached for the rebreather mask on her utility belt and positioned the equipment over her nose and mouth. She sighed in relief as the stench of the city faded from her nostrils.
"So, why are we here on Vexis again?" Kira inquired, her voice muffled by her mask, while she kept a careful hold on Sev's armored arm—Vexis was a semi-lawless independent urbanized fringe world out in the border territories of Coalition space. "I know you said you were meeting up with someone. But you left it very vague. And I don't like it when you keep things vague. I thrive on data and details!"
"We're meeting up with an old friend of mine," Sev enlightened Kira. "I'm just getting some information from her. She owes me a favor. That's all." Kira bobbed her head in acknowledgment.
"She??" Serina chimed in with a curious, yet stern tone. "And why does 'she' owe you a favor?" she continued as she leered at Sev through her gold visor.
"I helped her get out of a tight spot a while back... Several times actually..." Sev casually explained, purposely avoiding eye contact with his first wife. Serina squinted at him but sighed, sensing that was all the answer she was going to get.
"Erh, couldn't she just contact you remotely? That seems more practical than meeting in person... And why here?" his second wife noted.
"That's a good question. I have no idea why," Sev answered, equally puzzled. His old friend had always had a penchant for picking off ball places to rendezvous.
Turning into an obscure alley, the trio strode deeper along the narrow passageway toward an old wooden sign bearing some letters that the wear of the elements had rendered unintelligible. Coming to a halt before a set of metal doors, Sev pressed on a nearby console which caused the doors to slide apart.
The doors led to a bar, seemingly a haven for a mature, pleasure-oriented clientele. The air was thick with the nostalgic strains of old-time music, and the pungent smoke from cigars and pipes swirled within every nook and cranny of the newly revealed space. In stark contrast to the chaotic city outside, the atmosphere inside exuded warmth and tranquility.
The trio attracted the watchful eyes of the regulars. Their coordinated attire projected a formidable presence, dissuading any potential confrontations. Feeling a bit uneasy, Kira wondered if potential conflict awaited them. However, a glance at Sev and Serina, who appeared unfazed, helped alleviate her concerns. The calm demeanor of her companions contributed to a sense of security in the otherwise watchful and smoky ambiance of the hidden establishment.
Stepping toward the bar table, they met an older-looking man with a notable white mustache who was industriously, cleaning out a glass with a rag. Seeing the tactically outfitted individuals standing before him, he curiously cocked his bushy brow. "Welcome to "The Charleston." Can I help you with anything?" the bartender asked, his grumbly voice conveying a hint of reticence.
"I'm here to meet with someone," Sev went straight to the point. The bartender met his words with a practiced look of feigned ignorance.
"I'm afraid I don't know who you're talking about... But just for starters, individuals usually order some refreshments before talking business," the old man remarked with a subtle hint underlying his words. Sev sighed, recognizing the unspoken protocol the bartender was subtly nudging him towards.
"Hm, is that so? Serina, Kira, do you want anything?" Sev begrudgingly played along.
"I'm fine. It's too early for me to drink," Serina stated. The bartender looked visibly disappointed.
"How about you, young lady?" the older gentleman kindly asked Kira. Kira's heart raced after being asked such a mundane question.
"She doesn't drink alcohol," Sev interjected rather sternly.
"We have non-alcoholic beverages here," the bartender rebutted. Kira's eyes lit up with cautious curiosity.
"Em, do... do you have something sweet?" the gray-haired girl timidly asked. The older man amusingly smirked and chuckled.
"Yes, we do," he cheerfully answered. "I'll prep a house special for you." Kira grinned with excitement. Their light-hearted interaction helped put Sev at ease.
During the few short minutes it took to mix Kira's beverage, Sev carefully monitored the older man ensuring that he didn't spike the drink with anything suspicious. Once done, the bartender placed a fountain glass containing a brownish-cold liquid on the counter with a flourish. The beverage was topped with a mysterious white foam upon which a strange red fruit was neatly perched.
"Em, what is this?" Kira cautiously inquired.
"Never heard of a chocolate milkshake before?" he playfully remarked, inserting a straw into the ice-cold beverage.
Kira's eyes lit up with delight. "Chocolate shake? I thought that was just an Earth thing. I never figured I would see something like this out here!" she excitedly gushed. Removing her rebreather, she settled on a barstool and sipped her drink, humming cheerfully. "Hmmm! Tasty!" she gushed happily, savoring the unexpected pleasure of familiarizing herself physically with a treat that she had only previously known about virtually during her days as an AI construct. And in such an unexpected place!
"Heh, welcome to The Charleston, then! This place is meant for those who have a taste for the classic Earthly luxuries." Serina arched her brow intrigued.
"You wouldn't happen to have some cola, would you?" the first wife inquired.
"Heh, of course!"
Serina felt a little embarrassed. "Ahem, I'll have one of those then," she calmly requested, trying to hide her excitement. The bartender happily nodded and produced a brisk bottle of cola. Popping off the cap, he slid it to Serina. Removing her helmet, she adjusted her bangs and sipped the refreshing beverage, humming quietly with satisfaction.
Sev observed his two lovers enjoying themselves. Smirking, he reached for his satchel to pay the barman. But before he could, the older man stopped him. "No need for that. It's on her tab," he informed with a knowing look. Sev slowly nodded. "She's in the first private room in the back on your left," the bartender directed.
"I'll be back in a bit you two. Serina, keep a close eye on Kira would you?" Sev said as he strode toward the back of the bar. Serina gave him an affirming two-fingered salute as she sipped her cola while Kira cutely waved at him.
Entering a small hallway lit only by some small flickering light source, Sev turned left and proceeded to the first door he saw. Opening the door, the armored Valkorian stepped inside and scanned his surroundings. The room was also dim, with a single light fixture mounted on the ceiling. His eyes focused on a woman lounging about on a sofa with her legs crossed, her shape half-hidden in the darkness.
"Long time no see, hotshot. ¿Me extrañaste? Hace tiempo que no nos vemos (Did you miss me? It's been a while since we last saw each other)," the voice continued in an Earth-born tongue.
"What?" Sev responded uncertainly. It had been some time since he'd heard that foreign language.
"Aye aye, whatever..." disappointedly muttered a voice that bore an accent traceable to a Latin origin from old Earth. "I almost thought you'd gotten yourself killed or something," she then greeted him more playfully. "How's my Valkorian bounty hunter doing nowadays?"
"Hey, Valerie. Long time no see," Sev greeted back with deep sincerity. "May I ask why you couldn't just contact me remotely? This place was a bit hard to find. And out of all places, Vexis? You never fail to make things... difficult..."
Valerie and Sev had known each other for quite some time, going all the way back to his amateur days as a bounty hunter: a time well before he had obtained Kira. Valerie held a significant place in his life, akin to a sister.
As Valerie leaned further forward into the light, her distinct features came into better focus. Her purplish hair, skillfully woven into a braided ponytail, featured a noticeable asymmetrical wave of bangs that gracefully draped across the right side of her face, while a smaller sweep of bangs adorned the left side. Valerie's tanned, brown skin provided a warm undertone, and her eyes, a piercing violet shade, radiated both confidence and a touch of mischief.
"What? I can't see an old friend. It's been how long now, about three years?" she remarked. "And, for a girl like me, in my line of work - being discreet is a necessity."
Slowly getting up from the sofa, Valerie strode over to Sev. "Ooh la la, I like your new armor. It looks quite good on you," she remarked in a rather suggestive voice, her words hanging in the air. With a deliberate but delicate touch, she placed a tender hand on his chest plate, her fingers tracing a slow, teasing path to his collarbone.
Grasping her wrist, Sev shook his head and carefully removed her hand from him. "Did you have a little too much to drink?" he asked bluntly. Valerie squinted at him and giggled.
"I might have had a couple, heh," Valerie admitted with a sigh. She always got extra flirtatious when she'd been drinking, especially toward Sev. But as flirty as she was, their relationship was platonic, mostly...
"So, do you have what I requested?" Sev drove to the point. Walking over to a nearby mini-bar, Valerie poured herself a drink.
"Pfft, you're no fun... You've mellowed out a lot... But yes," Valerie sighed. "I would hardly count this as a minor favor, however. The lengths I had to go to acquire this information were almost beyond my capacities. I had to pull a lot of stings and call in quite a few favors of my own."
Producing a small data chip from a pocket in her coat, she presented it to Sev. "Here, everything that you're looking for should be on this. Sorry if things seem a bit patchy, but it was the best I could do. However, I'm confident you can connect all the pieces on your own." Even though she spoke fluent English, her accent gave an exotic emphasis to her words. Sev nodded and reached for the chip, but Valerie quickly retracted her hand before he could take hold of the prize. "Before I give this to you, I think you owe me a little something in return." Sev arched his brow under his helmet.
"What?" he responded, intrigued. Valerie rubbed her chin and pondered for a moment.
"Promise me you'll look out for yourself," she said, intoning the simple request with straightforward sincerity. "It's been a while since I've been in the company of anyone I considered close to me. So, that being said... If you should ever need additional assistance, just give me a call, hotshot. I would love to work with you again, just like old times." Valerie extended the chip once more. Sev responded with a warm smirk. He had always valued Valerie's unwavering support; she was one of the rare few he counted among his true friends.
"I promise. Thank you, Valerie," Sev responded, with equal frankness. "Let's just say I owe you one since you said this came without easy cost."
Valerie waved her hands as she tried to refuse any further obligation. "No, no, it's fine. It's the least I can do." Sev nodded, but as he turned back toward the door, he stopped and pondered momentarily.
"Hey, since I'm already here, why don't I just get that favor I owe you out of the way? A little bird told me that you were undertaking a pretty hefty job around here," Sev suggested with a knowing tone.
Valerie arched her brow, bemused. "Huh?? I don't know what you are talking about. I'm doing what? Who could be spreading such rumors??" Valerie uttered urgently, trying to play dumb. Sev's eyes went dead under his visor and he just stared blankly at her. Sensing the gig was up, Valerie sighed. "Ugh, how did you know?"
"I have my ways," Sev chuckled mischievously. "I skimmed through your contract... An administrator of Vexis? Seems kinda risky."
"Huh?? How did you get hold of my contract?! Tsk, never mind that... Have I given you any reason for you to doubt me? Or did you forget?" Valerie retorted with slight annoyance. "Aye aye aye, to be honest, it's a little disrespectful that you would even think such a thing," she scolded.
"What? No, it's not that," Sev quickly backtracked. "Listen, I just want to help, nothing more. And I'll even sweeten the deal. I won't be expecting any portion of the reward." Valerie rubbed her chin as she considered his offer. Grinning to herself, she accepted there was nothing to be gained by turning down such a delectable offer. Plus, spending time with an old friend on the field would certainly prove to be enjoyable.
"Hm, you have a deal, hotshot," Valerie hummed happily.
"You chose well. Come now, it's time for you to meet your new team," Sev replied, gesturing for her to follow him.
"Team?" Valerie confusingly murmured.
Following Sev's lead as he returned to the main bar area, Valerie's violet eyes widened to see two women with matching black and gold outfits like Sev's sitting at the bar enjoying their beverages. Curious, Valerie wondered who these girls were. Sev had never been one to team up.
"Girls," Sev called out to Serina and Kira. Their heads perked up and they turned to look in his direction. Feeling Sev's gloved hands grab her shoulders, Valerie let out a small squeal as he abruptly jerked her body around in front of himself.
"Hey!" Valerie hissed as Sev presented her to his lovers.
"Serina, Kira, this is Valerie," Sev made the introduction with hand gestures. "Valerie, this is Serina and Kira." Valerie awkwardly smiled and offered a small wave.
"Hi! Nice to meet you, Valerie!" Kira happily returned the greeting with a cheerful smile. In contrast with Kira's lightheartedness, Serina responded with a cold look of caution and suspicion.
Squinting at the purple-haired girl, Serina gave a slow nod just to acknowledge her presence. "She seems lovely..." Valerie mumbled to herself sarcastically as she caught Serina's scrutinizing stare.
"What's with the gimmicky outfits? And I thought you didn't like working with people, hotshot," Valerie inquired with a slight smirk.
"They're not gimmicky," Sev sternly remarked, releasing his grasp from her shoulders. "And they aren't just 'teammates'... they are my... wives." His words seemingly hung in the air. Valerie's face slowly reddened as his meaning penetrated her consciousness. Serina and Kira smirked and nodded proudly.
"W-wives?! Eh?? Since when? Where?" Valerie exclaimed in pure bewilderment. "I never thought you could be such a two-timing stud! I take back calling you mellow," she continued teasingly, however, her stomach fluttered with a mix of embarrassment and surprise.
Sev quietly chuckled and shook his head. "As much as I'd like to fill you in, perhaps another time. We need to get business."
-
Taken to his ship, Valerie meticulously laid out her job in full detail. In the process, memories of their youthful novice days flooded back to Sev and Valerie. Their conversation was punctuated with playful teasing and shoulder bumps. Despite these lighthearted moments, Valerie couldn't shake the feeling that Serina's tense amber eyes were staring deeply into her soul.
Serina was indeed scrutinizing Valerie, carefully observing her attire. Valerie wore a somewhat fashionable yet practical gray crop top coat paired with a black meshed snatched leotard undersuit, which suggestively revealed her hips and form-fitting black and gray combat tights. Serina's gaze fixated on a pair of silenced pistols holstered on each of Valerie's legs, providing clear evidence of her preferred combat style. The choice of weapons spoke to both practicality and efficiency, emphasizing Valerie's readiness for various situations they might encounter during their mission. Serina also noted her open-fingered gloves, adding a touch of agility and dexterity to her overall combat ensemble.
Interrupting their planning for the collaborative mission with Kira, Sev exited the ship to retrieve some gear for their mission, taking the gray-haired wife along with him. This left Serina and Valerie all alone. Once Sev and Kira were out of sight, Serina launched into an interrogation of Valerie. "Who are you?" the raven-haired wife sternly inquired with a hint of honest curiosity, getting up into Valerie's face.
Pinned back against the table on which she had laid out the info for the mission, Valerie stumbled back as far as she could. "Woah there, I mean no harm, Hermana," Valerie urgently replied.
Serina arched her brow, unfamiliar with the foreign word. "What the hell did you just call me?!" she exclaimed. Valerie inched still further back, knocking over some objects behind her.
"Aye, sorry, I called you 'sister' in Spanish, my native tongue, okay? Jeez, could you just calm down a bit so we can talk like normal people?" Valerie responded in a rebuttal. Serina just leered into the other woman's mischievous violet eyes. An awkward silence hung between them for another tense moment before Serina backed off, sighing, allowing Valerie some room to breathe.
Taking a seat directly in front of the purple-haired stranger, Serina crossed her legs and repeated, "Who are you?"
"I'm Valerie, I believe we were introduced not too long ago, heh." Serina's eyes went dead in response to this poor attempt at a joke. Valerie squinted at her cautiously. "Okay, ice queen, I'm just trying to lighten the mood..." she mumbled. "What exactly is it that you want to know from me?"
Serina rubbed her chin in deep thought. "Everything. What are your skills, what do you do for a living, and most importantly, what's your relationship with Sev?"
"Woah, upfront and straight to business, and I thought Sev was serious... Hm, I guess I know his type now..." Valerie whispered under her breath. "Hm, okay, Hermana, I'll tell you what you want to know. But you have to give me a little something back in return, it's only fair."
"What is it you want?" Serina replied, arching her brow.
"Tell me a little about yourself, how you met Sev, and above all, how you became Sev's wife!" Valerie spoke with urgent curiosity. "Oh, and the cute girl, Kira, she seems really nice." Serina momentarily contemplated this proposition.
"Fair enough," she agreed with a slow nod.
Over the next half hour, Valerie recounted her general background. Although she was a netrunner, Valerie had opted away from the typical operation behind monitors, instead favoring a hands-on approach in the field. However, Valerie didn't fit neatly into the category of bounty hunter, either, instead, she viewed herself as a freelancer who selectively took on jobs aligned with her interests. Touching upon her connection with Sev, she recounted their partnership from their earlier years. However, she chose to withhold certain details, reserving some aspects of their history to herself.
Serina reciprocated by explaining her background. However, as Serina disclosed her history about how she met Sev, strange feelings were conjured up for Valerie. As interested and happy as she was to learn how her close friend had found love, she couldn't help but struggle with an aching feeling of jealousy.



Kira's relationship with Sev and her transformation into her current form was a very interesting topic for Valerie. Never has she heard of an AI longing for a relationship with its owner, much less striving for a human body. Was it even moral to love an AI? The compelling brief history of Sev's love life caused Valerie's chest to swell even more with growing jealousy.
Nonetheless, this exchange of information certainly helped ease the tension that had sprung up between the two women, allowing Valerie to find some measure of comfort.
"I never thought Sev would ever commit to a relationship, but this! Huh, I guess people really do change. I never took him for a womanizer," Valerie uttered, trying to hide her reddening face.
"Sev isn't a womanizer, Valerie. He treats Kira and I with great respect. And he loves us equally," Serina objected with a serious tone.
"Aye, It was a joke, Serina. I know how caring he can be. Hell, he saved my ass more times than I can count. I probably wouldn't be here if it weren't for him," Valerie replied with sincerity. "That being said, I understand your reservations about me. Trust me when I say this, I'm a friend."
"Certainly doesn't seem like it with all your teasing and touching," Serina pointed out, squinting with jealousy. Valerie's stomach fluttered in realization.
"Oh, that! Em, heh. Sorry, force of habit. But I mean nothing by it! I promise. It's just that Sev and I are close..." Serina's eyes widened. Sensing her misunderstanding, Valerie quickly corrected herself. "Like siblings! Nothing more than that!"
Valerie couldn't shake the feeling of Serina's piercing eyes. "You're a very lucky girl, by the way," she uttered, trying to shift the direction of the conversation. "Under all that armor, Sev is a great guy, however, he is very secluded. I'm glad you met him. I can sleep better knowing he has someone watching his back."
Her words resonated with Serina, diluting her suspicions of Valerie. Taking a deep breath, she sighed heavily, sensing that perhaps she had been too aggressive... "Thank you, Valerie. It means a lot hearing that from you," Serina replied warmly. "I'm sorry if I seem a bit cold, I'm just very protective of Sev. He means a lot to me..."
Valerie offered an understanding nod. "I get it, Hermana. Sev is a real keeper. If I was in your position I would be acting the exact same way." Serina chuckled and smiled. Although tense at first, Serina liked the vibe Valerie gave off. And she would admit that Valerie was an attractive woman. This caused Serina to ponder why Sev never got into a relationship with her. Based on their chemistry, it would only seem natural.
But shaking her head from her deep thought, she stood up and walked over to Valerie. "Let's restart. You seem like a pleasant person, are we cool?" Serina offered her hand for a handshake.
Glancing down, Valerie smiled warmly and nodded. "Yeah, we're cool, Hermana," she happily accepted, grasping her hand.
As Sev reentered the ship with Kira snugly holding his arm, he was taken aback by the sight of Serina and Valerie sharing a hearty laugh. The surprise was met with relief as he observed Serina getting along well with his old friend. Sev was acutely aware of Serina's cautious demeanor, especially when dealing with strangers. However, his confidence in Valerie's ability to charm and win over Serina reassured him.
With their gear settled and strategy laid out, Valerie shared the details of their conjoined mission with everyone present. This operation had to do with the Vexis' sector administrator. Valerie took on a contract from a political rival who sought their position in government. On paper, this was one of the harder jobs Valerie had done, but not impossible. But with her newfound help, this task proved to be smoother.
"So, Sev and I will be running point in extracting the data from the administrator's office," Valerie informed, gesturing towards a hologram of the targeted compound on top of an immense highrise. She added a playful quip, "Heh, you don't mind if I borrow your husband, do you?" while interlocking arms with Sev.
Serina and Kira squinted at her, struggling to conceal their jealousy and disapproval. Sensing the rising tension, Valerie quickly released Sev's arm. "Ahem, anyways..." she stammered, acknowledging the sudden change in the atmosphere. "Serina, you will operate within our proximity. Stick to the shadows and watch our backs; I trust you can be discreet." The strategic distribution of roles helped diffuse the tension, focusing everyone on their respective tasks in the upcoming mission.
Finally turning her focus to Kira, Valerie outlined her role in the mission. "Kira, you will remain on the ship and provide overwatch. You'll be our eyes and ears and our extraction. You do know how to pilot this thing, right?"
"Yes, I used to control Sev's ship back when I was an AI construct. But Sev did a great job teaching me in my current form. You can count on me!" she cheerfully affirmed. Sev affectionately patted her head, eliciting a purr from his dependable second wife.
Valerie rubbed her chin and confidently hummed deducing that everything was in order. "This will be a relatively simple mission. The administrator is currently vacationing off-world, so security should be less substantial, but still, it's best if we stay cautiously optimistic."
"Of course, you know we're professionals, right?" Serina teasingly remarked, bracing her hands on her hips.
"Indeed you are, but it's been a long time since I've worked with a crew this big. So I'll have to get used to it. But I have you to watch my back, right, Sev?" Valerie retorted with a mischievous smile. Serina shot another jealous glare at the purple-haired girl. As much as she bonded with Valerie, Serina couldn't help but feel threatened by her influence and proximity to her husband.
"Alright guys, let's do this!" Valerie exclaimed, clapping her hands. "Let's celebrate with some drinks afterward!"
"How about we get the job done first before we think about celebrating?" Sev chided as he unlodged an SMG equipped with a silencer rather than his usual railgun. Examining his weapon with a skillful eye, Sev stowed it away on his lower back. "Alright ladies, let's get this done..."
"Hm, how charming," Valerie murmured, her tone laced with amused playfulness.              
-
Carefully dragging a body into a dark corner, Sev gathered himself and scanned his dim surroundings. "Serina, how are you doing?" he radioed.
"I'm doing fine. How about you two?" Serina's voice crackled through the comms as Sev turned his attention to Valerie, who was crouched by a door control, her fingers flying over the keypad
"We're almost inside the administrator's office. We should be out soon. I'll let you know when we're done. Be safe," Sev replied, his tone steady.
"Got it, be safe, tiger," Serina echoed before cutting off her comms.
Valerie glanced up, a smirk playing on her lips. "I wish you would check on me like that, cariño," she teased, her fingers deftly tapping into the tacpad of her left forearm.
"Just focus on getting through that door," Sev ordered, shaking his head, trying to keep things professional.
"What? I just think it's cute seeing you like this," Valerie chuckled, fiddling with some code. "From what I've seen so far, I think I like this new you..."
Sev's eyes narrowed slightly. "Yeah? I'm all too aware of how you like me, Valerie," he responded with a knowing tone.
Valerie shot back, her tone laced with defiance. "Ay, if anything, you adore me," she objected. "You're just too damn stubborn to admit it. I kinda hate how you just forget those moments we shared... Cause I know you certainly enjoyed it as much as I did," she added with a knowing grin, her eyes glinting mischievously. Sev couldn't help but let out a heavy sigh, feeling the weight of her words press against him.
"I was drunk those times. And you were too. So don't hold that over my head," he pleaded his case, his voice tinged with frustration as he kept a vigilant watch over their surroundings.
"Yeah, yeah, I guess you were drunk for those other times too, right?" Valerie teasingly pointed out. Sev swiveled his head around to face Valerie, his words caught in his throat as he struggled to respond. Their relationship had always been complex—close, yet not quite a couple. Despite getting intimate on several occasions, their bond never evolved beyond a certain point. They existed in a realm more akin to friends with benefits.
"Well, uh, that's, em..." Sev uncharacteristically stuttered.
Turning her head to face him, Valerie grinned victoriously. "Hm? What's wrong, hotshot? Cat got your tongue?" she teasingly taunted, her playful tone hanging in the air as the door promptly slid open. Rising to her feet, she proceeded inside and gestured to Sev to follow with a curling finger.
Letting out an annoyed grumble, Sev followed her inside. Entering the office, Sev aimed his weapon and proceeded to tactically sweep the room for any threats while Valerie casually strolled toward the computer console. "Do you need to do that? I've taken care of the security systems already," Valerie calmly spoke as she plopped herself down on the office chair and inserted a flash drive into the console.
"Better safe than sorry, you know me," Sev replied, slowly putting his weapon down.
"Mhm, I do know you," Valerie teasingly replied once more.
Standing behind Valerie, Sev watched as she worked her magic. "May I ask what exactly you are extracting? Or do not need to know," he curiously asked as she hacked into the computer.
"Hmm, we're on a need-to-know basis. But since you asked so nicely, I'll tell you hotshot," Valerie hummed. She proceeded to fill in Sev on the details. It involved political corruption, illegal spice trade, and other criminal activity.
Sev wasn't entirely surprised upon learning this. The galaxy was rife with corruption, making it a seemingly normal occurrence. "Hmm, doesn't it seem a bit too easy that everything you need is right here? Wouldn't such incriminating information be kept somewhere, you know... secure?" the Valkorian voiced his thoughts.
"Well, in most cases you would be right, but this guy, well, he is the créme da la créme of idiots. I've been following his movements for over a month now, and let's just say he's sloppy with his work. He's too busy either fucking prostitutes, or getting high on spice to mind covering his tracks," Valerie amusingly explained, typing away at the keyboard.
Sev stared at the screen, the way Valerie accessed the computer was so foreign to him. He couldn't properly wrap his head around all the coding and typing she was doing. Taking a step back, Sev found himself gazing at her. Nostalgic feelings surged from within reminded that they used to partake in these kinds of missions all the time.
Sev admitted to himself that he missed those days with Valerie. She had a unique way of breaking through his stoic demeanor. Reflecting on their recent playful conversation, thoughts of their intimate moments crossed his mind, bringing a hint of embarrassment. Valerie was not just a close friend; she was someone with whom he shared a bed with on more than one occasion.
As Sev pondered, he began questioning why he and Valerie never formally became a thing. The unspoken chemistry they shared was unique and unmatched, aside from his connections with Serina and Kira. However, those relationships had come later in his life. In hindsight, Sev recognized that his fear of commitment back then had played a significant role. It wasn't rooted in doubt but rather in his dedication to his work. Sev believed he had no time for a committed relationship, with his focus and drive directed toward becoming the best.
Now, in a more mature state, regret started to settle in. Sev realized he hadn't considered how Valerie felt about their relationship. Did she ever resent him for not wanting their connection to evolve?
"Sev?? Hellooooo, Sev!" Valerie's voice shattered his deep thinking. "I got what I needed. Hotshot, you in there??"
Shaking his head, Sev's eyelids fluttered into focus behind his visor discovering Valerie standing up, waving her hand in front of him. Locking his eyes with her violet gems, he felt a strange warmth filling his chest realizing her alluring features. "Ay, have you finally fallen in love with me or something? Helloooooo," she teased with a hint of truthful desire.
"Do you want that?" Sev unknowingly responded, gently catching her hand mid-air. An unexpected tension filled the air as Valerie froze, her cheeks turning rosy.
A brief awkward silence hung between them and Sev found his eyes tracing down her body. Memories of her nude form under her attire flickered in his memory: her supple C-cup breasts, slim yet curvy body, and stunning legs caused his chest to swell with nostalgic arousal. Being shorter than him at 5'6", he gazed down at his mischievous netrunner. Valerie's breath got long and heavy as she met his golden visor, envisioning his handsome face behind his helmet.
Finally comprehending what he said, he quickly released Valerie's hand and turned away from her. "Ahem... Let's get out of here..." he embarrassingly murmured, averting his eyes from her attractive form. Embarrassment coloring the moment.
Stepping out into the hall, Sev was met by Serina urgently calling him on the radio. "Sev! We got bad news, Kira just informed us there's a dropship dropping hostiles on the roof. And they are heavily armed." Sev shot a stern look over to Valerie, prompting an uneasy smile from her. The unexpected development added tension to their situation, and Sev's reaction indicated the urgency of the impending encounter with the armed company.
"What? Did we alert security?" Sev asked, readying his weapon.
"No, these guys don't fit the security suits. They're definitely mercs," Serina replied, her voice carrying a grave sense of urgency. "Damn, the mercs are dropping through down from the glass ceiling. Security definitely knows we're here now. I'm head over to you two right now."
Shaking his head, he let out a heavy sigh and objected, "No, you just proceed to the extraction point as planned, Valerie and I will meet you there."
"You sure?"
"Yes, I'm sure, I'll be fine, just go," Sev insisted.
"Okay, be safe, I'll see you then. Love you," Serina quickly signed off. Sev couldn't help but smile a bit hearing his first wife's finally affectionate words.
"Come on Valerie, let's go," the black and gold armored Valkorian commanded, readying his weapon for combat.
Unholstering her dual pistols, Valerie nodded and quickly followed him as he sprinted down the halls. "Explain," he spoke a single word, the weight of it causing Valerie to feel a sense of blame. The extremity of Sev's tone and the gravity of the situation demanded a swift and clear explanation.
"Aye! No sé, man! This was a closed contract! There's no way anyone else should know!" Valerie swiftly replied. "Well, besides you..." her words got caught in her throat in sudden stomach-sinking realization. "Damn, perhaps this job wasn't as hush-hush as I thought..."
"Mierda..." Valerie frustratedly muttered. "Augh, I knew my employer seemed a little sketchy..." Sev arched his brow wondering what she meant. She had several ideas of who had possibly caught word of her contract, but she couldn't quite stick a pin on it.
"Valerie, focus up, you can think about it later, we've got company," Sev called out, snapping her back into focus.
A squad of armed mercs met the two, their weapons pointing toward them. Swiftly reaching for his utility belt, Sev retrieved a flashbang and chucked it over to their adversaries. "Cover your ears," he warned. Valerie quickly did as he said.
A thunderous bang reverberated throughout the hall and a brief but violet flash lit the space, disorientating the mercs. With synchronized actions, Sev and Valerie pointed their weapons and fired. Sharp muffled popping sounds from their silencers went off as they flatlined the guards with ease.
"Boss, are you okay??" Kira suddenly chimed into the radio, her gentle voice full of concern.
"I'm fine, Kira. Where's Serina?" Sev replied as they ran past the dead bodies.
"She's making her way to the extraction point. Do we wait for you?"
Before he could answer, Sev and Valerie came to a sudden halt, their eyes widening as they beheld a formation of riot shields lined up at the end of the hall, steadily marching toward them. Security was quick to respond! The weapons Sev and Valerie had suggested that penetrating through the formidable formation would be no easy feat. However, rather than dismay, a smirk played across Sev's face, indicating his readiness for the challenge.
Without warning, Sev lunged into a charging sprint, leaving Valerie behind and bewildered. "What the! hey! Aye!" she exclaimed, watching her companion charge directly toward the approaching wall of shields. Shaking her head in disbelief, she swiftly followed in his wake.
With determination, Sev put his shoulder down and activated his thruster pack. A powerful force propelled him forward, colliding with the wall of shields and sending the guards behind them flying. Sev took advantage of the moment and swiftly aimed his SMG at the disoriented security personnel. His Hyperium armor absorbed several bullets as he shrugged off the impacts, retaliating with precise shots that swiftly incapacitated the remaining guards.
"Hotshot, you have to warn me before you go hurling off like that," Valerie uttered, putting a bullet in the head of a mostly incapacitated guard desperately reaching for a weapon.
"Kira, update," Sev simply spoke, disregarding what Valerie said.
"Te hablo ti! (Hey! I'm talking to you!)," the purple-haired netrunner exclaimed at him for ignoring her.
"Serina is on board. Do you want to proceed as planned?" his second wife replied.
"Shoot..." Sev murmured spotting more security charging in their direction. "No, take off immediately and fly to these coordinates," he ordered, swiftly accessing his tacpad and sending the data to Kira.
"Em, boss, are you sure about this?" she replied, unsettled.
"It's too hot to grapple back down, this is the fastest way," he confidently insisted.
"Understood, boss. I'll meet you there," Kira affirmed, before signing off.
"So how are we getting out of her?? The same way we discussed?" Valerie urgently asked, seeking clarity on their escape plan. Confident that this mission wouldn't go awry, she hadn't prepared any backup plans.
"Change of plans," Sev replied. "Follow my lead."
Running in the opposite direction of their pursuing adversaries. Valerie was startled once again as Sev left her in the dust. "¡Oye! ¡No me dejes aquí! (Hey! Don't leave me!)," she gasped as she urgently chased after her Valkorian partner. She had forgotten how fast-paced Sev was.
A sudden hail of bullets came hurling in their direction, forcing Valerie to duck. Turning around, she fired off her pistols, dropping a few of the pursuing guards as she ran. Looking ahead, she noticed Sev leaving behind strange blinking devices on the ceiling and walls as he moved.
Reaching a large leisure space with a sizable window overlooking the city below, Sev glanced down and nodded affirmingly. "Shut the door," he quickly told Valerie as he planted more blinking devices on the floor and surrounding furniture.
Valerie made some inputs on the nearby door console with a skillful hand, causing it to slam shut. She sighed in relief sensing they were in the clear for now. However, to her surprise, sparks almost immediately started to fly from the threshold of the doors as their pursuers moved to cut through.



As Sev prepared to initiate the next step in their escape plan, he was taken aback as several mercs grappled down through the giant viewing window pane to his peripherals. Drawing his weapon, he moved to engage the threats but was caught off guard by another merc breaking through the window directly before him.
With quick reflexes, he lowered his shoulder and used his thruster pack to propel the merc back through the window. "GAAHH!" the merc screamed as they flew back.
Turning his attention to the mercs inside the building, he was relieved to see Valerie handled them already. With a smirk, Valerie swiftly jogged to Sev. "Mierda! These guys are ruining everything..." she murmured in annoyance. "So what's the plan now?"
"We jump," Sev stated. Valerie's violet eyes widened in bewilderment, struggling to process what he said.
"Eh?! Jump? Um, you do realize I'm not equipped with a jet pack, right?" Valerie exclaimed, her anxiety evident as she nervously tapped the barrel of her pistol against her temple. Glancing beyond the shattered window, she noticed a steep drop-off with a slanted part of the building that could serve as a makeshift slide. However, her concern grew as she contemplated what awaited them at the end of that slant.
Then, the door that was holding off the security forces abruptly ripped open and guards flooded into the room. With no time to argue, Sev grabbed Valerie by the shoulders and directed her toward the edge of the open window. "Wha- hey! No te atrevas! (Don't you dare!) Aye! AHHH!" Valerie tried to protest as Sev shoved her out the window.
As a hail of gunfire came hurling in his direction, Sev followed suit and lunged out of the highrise as well. Pulling out a detonator, he firmly triggered it, causing the devices he left behind to burst into a fiery explosion. A hail of glass and debris came flinging out from behind them, creating a scene out of an action movie.
Valerie's heart raced in her chest as she slid down her impending doom. "Shit shit shit! SEV! Hijo de puta! (You bastard!)," she shouted with a mix of terror and pure aggravation, desperately kicking her legs to slow down her descent.
To her sudden relief, Valerie spotted Sev's ship swoop past them, hovering toward the end of the incline. Spinning around, the ship lowered its rear door with Serina coming into view waiting to catch them. However, as happy as she was seeing her savior, there was still a considerable gap between the slope and the ship. Valerie had to leap to the vessel.
Sev watched the fiery destruction he left behind not too far behind her. He was confident no one would pursue them after that. But to his concerned shock, an imposing figure came leaping through the fire and smoke. Their distinct plated power armor and imposing figure were unmistakable. It was Herc, a notable bounty hunter Sev was aware of in this part of the galaxy. He was known for his brute tactics and his berserk behavior. Sev quickly deduced that the mercs were with Herc, considering their less-than-subtle advances.
Crashing onto the incline, the heavily armored mercenary sent debris and shattered glass soaring into the night sky. Swiftly glancing over to the ship, it was revealed that Herc would be dangerously closing in on them. Sev couldn't risk the lives of his loved ones!
Getting up to his feet, Sev spun around and began to fire his weapon at Herc as he slid backward; his thruster back helped stabilize him as he maneuvered down the building. To his annoyance, his gun only seemed to sprinkle on Herc's thick-plated armor.
As Sev attempted to slow down the beast of a man, Valerie was on the verge of leaping to the ship. "Shit shit shit!" she exclaimed to herself, her breath sharp and panicked.
"You can make it!" Serina called out with an assuring tone as she extended her hand to grab her.
Taking a quick breath, Valerie composed herself and leaped off of the building. Her arms and legs flailed as she flung in the air. Her heart dropped discerning she was a bit short from the ship. But to Valerie's relief, Serina managed to grab her hand. Helping her, the two spotted Sev engaged in combat with the merc.
"Sev! Get on the ship already!" Serina shouted into the radio.
"No, break off, Kira, now!" he urgently responded. Serina winced uneasily, sensing her lover's immediate danger. To her objection, the ship lifted off into the air and hovered above the ongoing clash.
Using his thrusters, Sev propelled himself up the building and made circles around Herc to draw his attention away. His bullets felt like BBs into the merc's hull as it ricocheted off his armor.
Growling in annoyance, Herc lept toward Sev like a raging gorilla. Boosting sideways, the Valkorian dodged his savage attack. As Herc lumbered back up, Sev seized the opportunity and chucked some impact grenades at the large foe.
BANG! BANG! The explosives detonated upon contact, providing an intensive scene. However, this proved to do little to Herc, it only slowed him for the briefest moments.
Lifting his arm, Herc slammed it down, causing the building to ripple like water and send Sev on the back of his heels. Lunging forward, Herc grabbed Sev and slammed him down. "GAHA! EAT THIS!" he roared. Lifting him, the hulking merc slammed him back down, forcibly bulldozing him into the side of the building, seeking to push him off the edge of the building.
Serina gasped in horror seeing her lover in such a precarious situation. For the first time in a while, she was experiencing genuine fear. And as much as she wanted to help, she didn't have the facilities to combat Herc. Serina locked up, not knowing what to do.
"Aye aye, dammit, you are really in serious trouble this time, hotshot..." Valerie guiltily murmured. She had a sense of responsibility for putting Sev in this situation in the first place. "Do you know how to work his railgun?" she asked.
Snapping out of her stress-induced daze, Serina turned to face Valerie "I- I think so. I mean, yeah, why??" she urgently replied.
Valerie rubbed her forehead and took a deep breath for what she planned to do. "It's the only thing that can pierce that big muchacho's armor. I hope you got a good aim, Hermana," Valerie spoke, before promptly jumping off the ship.
Serina gasped and fruitlessly tried to reach for her, a moment of tense anticipation hanging in the air as Valerie took the daring leap. Shaking her head, Serina retrieved Sev's trusty weapon from deeper within the ship.
Sev grunted as he was repeatedly slammed and dragged onto the building. He desperately tried to pry Herc's cybernetic arm from him. Turning his head, Sev's eyes widened seeing that they were quickly encroaching on the edge of the building.
Unsheathing a hidden Hyperium knife from his right forearm, he shoved it into one of Herc's finger joints with relative ease. Sparks flung from the joint, loosening his grip from Sev. But as much as this worked, there was simply not enough time to get to every joint.
To his surprise, Herc's grip abruptly loosened, granting him the opportunity to break free. As Sev distanced himself, he witnessed Valerie perched on top of Herc's broad shoulders, hacking into the arm that had Sev in its grasp. Like Kira, she could access and manipulate electronics with a mere touch of her hands.
"What the?! ARGH! Get off of me you damn pest!" Herc snarled in frustration as he tried to reach for Valerie. Swiftly maneuvering away from his reach, she went for his other arm and made quick work hacking it, effectively leaving the hulking merc impaired. He grunted and roared trying to attack Sev and Valerie. But his arms just swung in the air like ragdolls.
As defenseless as he appeared, Herc still had use of his legs. "HOW ABOUT THIS!" he announced, suddenly leaping into the night sky with Valerie still perched on his back.
"AUUGHH! What the hell!" Valerie screamed as she held on for her dear life and blurted other Spanish obscenities as she ascended into the sky.
The shockwave from his power jump caused the building to ripple like water and shake violently. But Sev stood firm, tracking where Herc was going. His eyes widened behind his gold visor discovering that he was attempting to land on top of his head. "Shit..." Sev murmured under his breath, his pulse quickening.
Valerie wrapped her arms around Herc's helmeted head as they soared in the sky, blinding him. "GAH! LET GO, BITCH!" he roared, helpless to remove her due to his disabled arms.
"Ahhhhhh!" Valerie screamed, her body lifted in the air as they fell back down. She had Herc's head in a vice grip, not wanting to let go.
As Sev prepared to evade his landing, a piercing bolt speared through the air, hitting Herc in the chest with such force and precision. Herc was sent flying back, and Valerie lost her grip on his head, sending her into a freefall.
The sound of the shot fired off was unmistakable to Sev. Turning his attention to the ship, he spotted Serina holding his railgun. His raven-haired wife winced in pain and rolled her shoulder from the recoil of the weapon. Serina had a newfound realization of Sev's strength for wielding such an armament.
Herc crashed into the side of the building with a conspicuous hole pierced through his chest plate. Sev, quick to react, spotted Valerie flailing in the sky during her descent and moved urgently to save her. In a desperate cry, Valerie exclaimed, "AHHHH! SEV! DON'T LET ME FALL!"
Activating his thrusters, Sev leaped into the air, skillfully catching Valerie in his arms before executing a controlled descent, landing back on his feet. Panting heavily, Valerie gazed up at her savior while being held in an intimate bridal carry. "You okay?" Sev asked with genuine worry in his voice.
Blushing, Valerie slowly nodded, entranced in her knight in shining armor. "Yeah... yeah... Gracias for saving my ass, again, hotshot," she muttered embarrassingly. "Did we get him?" Valerie continued, glancing over at the rubble Herc was lying in.
Sev recognized the hole in the merc's chest and knew that a single shot from his railgun should be more than enough to put him down. But playing on the cautious side, he went to the radio. "Serina, how does he look up there?"
"Uh, I think he's down... Jeez, how do you stand using this thing? It nearly dislocated my shoulder..." Serina groaned, audibly in pain.
"Can you fire one last round into that guy?" Sev amusingly inquired.
"Eh, sorry, tiger. I think I might hurt myself shooting this thing one more time." Sev chuckled, understanding her concern.
"Kira, can you do me a favor and use the ship's weapons to finish him off?" Sev went to his second wife.
"Understood, boss. I would suggest you two keep your heads down," she dutifully replied.
Watching his ship hover above them, dual miniguns unfolded from under the ship's nose. Concealing Valerie's body in his armored arms, he protected his close companion as Kira fired at Herc's incapacitated body.
BRRRRRRRRR!
The sounds of miniguns rang as a hail of high-caliber bullets erupted from the ship, tearing through the air with lethal precision. Smoke and rubble flung into the sky as Herc was eviscerated. If he wasn't flatlined then, he definitely was now. His once imposing armor was reduced to shreds, revealing the tattered remains of its user.
"Okay, I think he's down, Kira," Sev called out. However, Kira kept firing. "Kira, I said that's enough," he reiterated with a more stern tone.
"What? Oh, right, of course, boss," she stammered, disengaging the ship's weapons. "Sorry, you rarely let me use this. I may have been having a little too much fun..."
"Hm, it's okay, Kira. I know how fun it is," Sev assured. "Would you be a dear and pick us up now?"
"Of course," Kira diligently replied.
As the ship lowered, Sev boarded with Valerie still in his arms. "Kira set a course for our safe house. We need somewhere to lay low for a while," he instructed setting Valerie down on her feet.
Nodding affirmingly, Kira closed the door behind them and ascended the ship into the atmosphere of Vexis, before launching into jump space to a destination unknown.
Allowed a breather from the hectic situation they found themselves in, Valerie retrieved her flash drive and carefully scrutinized it, wondering about its true value. "Wait, safe house? No, I need to get this to my employer now," the purple-haired netrunner exclaimed, waving the drive in the air.
"No," Sev simply spoke. "We drew a lot of heat from the mess we left behind. The administrator, other mercs, and the authorities are probably searching for us. I would suggest you just get rid of whatever it is you got."
Valerie's violet eyes widened in bafflement. "What? No! I will not. We went through hell getting this. It's worth a lot of creds!" she objected, hiding the drive away from Sev.
"Hey, I'm not forcing you to do anything, it's just a suggestion," Sev sighed, heading over to his locker.
As Sev unburdened himself from his equipment, he spotted Serina standing close to him. Before he could speak, she lunged at him and wrapped her arms around his armored torso. Taken aback by this sudden display of affection, he returned the favor and hugged her back.
"What's wrong?" he asked, his voice gentle.
"Shut up..." Serina sternly replied, tightening her grip on him. "You had me worried... That guy was something else... Augh... Sev... I thought you were going to die..." Her words were sincere and full of concern. "We're trying to start a family soon, remember? I can't have you dying on me..."
"I'm sorry for having you worry," Sev spoke, tenderly rubbing her back, understanding her concern for their plans. "But I've faced worse. It takes more than that to put me down," he declared, trying to lighten the mood.
Rolling her eyes, Serina pulled away from their hug and composed herself. Turning her attention to Valerie, she strode up to her. Arching her brow, Valerie was suddenly struck in the face with a slap. "Hey! What the hell?!" she hissed painfully rubbing her cheek.
"That's for putting Sev's life at risk," Serina explained. Then, pulling her in for a hug, she continued, "And this is for saving his dumb ass." Valerie had a mix of feelings. For one, she hated when other people put their hands on her. However, considering the circumstances, Serina was justified in slapping her.
"Sorry, Hermana..." Valerie awkwardly returned the hug. "I didn't expect any of that to happen. I understand if you hate me now. If you want, after we part ways, you will never see me again..." she uttered. Valerie felt overwhelmingly guilty. However, saying that hurt like hell since Sev was close to her, and she didn't want to lose him.
"Ugh, shut up and stop trying to pity yourself," Serina spat in a rather playful tone. "Sev clearly cares about you. It's not up to me to decide whether he wants to see you or not."
"Oh, right, sorry," Valerie muttered. She could certainly admire her tastefully venom.
Once settled in jump space, Kira got up from the pilot seat and searched for her dependable husband. "You okay, boss?" she asked, approaching him for a hug.
"Yes, Kira. I'm fine," he warmly replied, accepting her embrace and gently petting her head. "Although, my armor may need repairs. Do you mind helping me when we reach the safe house?"
"Of course, boss," the gray-haired wife hummed, rubbing her cheek into his chest.
"You seem awfully content knowing that Sev almost died, Kira," Serina spoke, grabbing her sore shoulder.
"I've known Sev long enough to know he would have figured something out. He's a very resourceful man," Kira remarked, pulling away from their husband. "You should know better than that."
"No, Kira, Serina was right to be worried. I was ill-prepared for this mission. If it weren't for Valerie, well, let's say my fate would be uncertain. Thank you, Valerie," Sev gave a respectful nod toward the netrunner.
"Eh, it was the least I could do," she stiffly replied knowing her part in their precarious encounter. "But you saved my ass plenty more, hotshot. I should be thanking you..." Valerie found herself trying to conceal her blushing cheeks.
Shaking his head, Sev strode over to Valerie and enveloped her in a hug. Her chest fluttered at this affectionate gesture. It had been a bit since she was this intimate with anyone. Valerie reveled in his presence and hummed delightfully.
However, a glance beyond him revealed Serina and Kira, their facial expressions tinged with leering jealousy. Sensing the tension, she abruptly jerked away from Sev. "Ahem, thanks, bro, erh, Sev," she nervously stuttered, attempting to mask her fleeting vulnerability with casual banter.
Offering an awkward smile to Sev's wives, they just rolled their striking eyes and pulled their husband away from her. "Come now. You need medical attention," Serina sternly said, holding his arm with a vice grip.
"I don't think that's necessary. I feel fine," Sev objected. But with a mean glare, Serina inserted a strong elbow into his side. "Okay, okay. I'm coming..." he resigned, offering Valerie a shrug.
Valerie smirked and chuckled to herself, amused at the scene of her typically stout friend bending to the will of his lovers.                            
-
The safe house Sev spoke of was nestled in the seclusion snowy planet, constructed into the side of a mountain. Apart from his ship, it offered a haven for the trio whenever they desired rest from their interstellar journeys. Emerging from the remnants of an old Coalition outpost, its transformation into a cozy refuge came at a considerable cost, evolving some substantial investment and a few owed favors.
Equipped with a hangar to dock his ship and essential amenities for leisurely living, the safe house could be considered a lavish domicile. However, Sev was in denial believing it so.
Stepping inside the main living area, Valerie's eyes widened observing the cozy safe house. She believed that it would just be some dreary bunker but there was a large living room and kitchen area like you would find in a high-end home. "Wow, perhaps laying low won't be as terrible as I thought..." Valerie murmured, her voice tinged with anticipation and amazement.
"Yaayyy, we're home!" Kira cheered, strolling past Valerie, and stretching her arms with Serina following closely behind with her helmet off.
Sensing Sev's presence behind her, Valerie turned to him and said, "You never told me you had a secret penthouse, hotshot. How come I never received an invite?"
"Most of this is relatively new since I wanted Serina and Kira to have somewhere comfortable besides my ship," he replied casually. "Plus, it defeats the purpose if I were to invite you. With the amount of trouble that tends to come your way, it would be unwise to do so."
Valerie squinted into his gold visor, now with a notable crack etched in it. "Well, I'm here now, aren't I?" she remarked.
"Well that's different since you came here with us," Sev retorted. Valerie sighed and rolled her eyes.
"What, you can't just pick me up then? Jeez, you're inconsiderate."
"Hm, I thought you wouldn't be interested."
"Huh? I'm always interested in you!" Valerie blurted out rather loudly. An awkward silence hung in the air as she stared up at him. Realizing what she said she caught a glance at Serina and Kira leering at her from behind the kitchen island. "Aye, sorry... I didn't mean it like that, amigas..." Valerie awkwardly backtracked to his wives, grabbing at her arm.
"Hhm, I missed you too," Sev hummed amusingly, injecting a hint of teasing humor to ease the tension. Valerie felt flush, wondering if he was flirting with her or not. But of course not, it would be suicide to do so in right front of his two wives.
"Serina, could you go get some spare clothes for Valerie? She might be our guest for a little while," he politely requested, trying to diffuse the sudden tension in the air. However, this seemingly considerate gesture unintentionally exacerbated the situation. Serina, now tasked with providing 'her' clothes to a woman who seemed openly enamored to her husband only made her more jealous and frustrated.



"Tsk, why does it always have to be my clothes? Why not Kira?!" Serina complained. The awareness of Valerie's attraction to Sev lingered, even as they claimed to have a sibling-like bond. Valerie's once playful flirting had evolved into something more, and Serina keenly discerned the shift. Drawing from her own experiences, she recognized the difference; after all, she and Sev shared a similar dynamic when they were just friends.
"Serina..." Sev reiterated, tone stern. Rolling her amber eyes, she snarled annoyingly and strode down the hall toward their bedroom, deferring to her husband's request.
"Hm, I think I need to have a short word with Serina," Sev mused as he parted to their bedroom. "Kira, would you be so kind as to show Valerie to the spare?" initially apprehensive, Kira obediently nodded and gestured for Valerie to follow her.
Ushering her down the hall Kira offered a small tour of the place. "Here's your room," the gray-haired wife pointed. "Our bedroom is just across from yours, so if you need anything, just kindly knock." Valerie's stomach fluttered with intrigue at the idea of Sev sharing a bed with his wives. Curiosity and alluring arousal lingered in her mind, picturing what that must be like.
"Such a stud..." Valerie involuntarily thought to herself.
"There's a mini gym over there if you want to work out, and we have a bathhouse at the end of the hall," Kira continued, finishing the brief tour. "Oh, your room doesn't have a bathroom. Luckily, there's one next door to your room," she added.
"A bathhouse?! Wow, you guys have a luxurious home, Hermana," Valerie exclaimed, utterly impressed. Kira arched her brow at the strange moniker she was given. With some deliberation with her high-functioning brain, she quickly deduced that it was Spanish.
"Thank you for the kind words," Kira kindly bowed her head. "Sev spent a lot of credits building this place for me and Serina's comfort."
"Oh? How generous, hotshot..."
"I trust you won't be sharing the location of this place with anyone," Kira cautiously said, her turquoise eyes narrowing.
Valerie nodded affirmingly. "Of course. I would never do that to Sev..." she trailed off, her face unknowingly going flush thinking about him. Discovering Kira squinting and pouting her lips at her, she quickly stammered, "And you guys! Yes... I wouldn't dream of doing that to you lovely girls!"
Kira's suspicious stare seemed to linger on Valerie forever. But sighing, she spoke, "You stink." Valerie's eyes widened in bewilderment at this sudden remark. "You may use the bathhouse while it's unoccupied. There should be towels in your room already. Serina will leave clothes for you to borrow on your bed," she instructed, her tone flat, turning on her heels and retreating to the presumed master bedroom that she shared with Sev and Serina.
Left alone, Valerie couldn't help but feel a twinge of embarrassment. Never had she harbored such warm feelings toward Sev. Perhaps deep down, there was subconscious jealousy brewing within her. His caring and loving behavior toward his wives struck a chord, and she yearned for that same attention. This introspection led Valerie to ponder Sev's changed demeanor over the years. In the past, he exuded impulsiveness and a brazen charm she found captivating. Now, he evolved into a more mature and stoic figure, though traces of that alluring charm still lingered, a quality she still adored.
Slapping her cheeks, Valerie whaffed her coat, wondering if she really did stink. "Augh, dammit..." she murmured. She was indeed a little musty from her arduous mission not so long ago.
Retreating to her room, she stripped out of her attire. Carefully setting down the valuable hard drive on a nearby desk, she strode to the bathhouse.
-
Once bathed, Valerie strode out into the hallway, letting out a heavy sigh of relief. It had been a while since she had a proper bathing experience. Wrapped in a towel, she dried her hair as she returned to her room.
Finding a few sets of neatly stacked clothes on the bed, she smirked thankfully reading a note saying, "I'm lending you some extra clothes and underwear since you will be our guest for a bit. You should be able to fit in them. If not, let me know. - Serina."
"How thoughtful..." Valerie muttered with a warm grin on her face.
Slipping on the clothes, Valerie examined herself in the mirror. The casual setting prompted her to forgo the bra, finding it uncomfortable. Studying her reflection, she sported a tank top paired with some comfortable sweats. As her violet eyes scrutinized the mirror, they lingered on the teasingly alluring cleavage. She smirked, admiring Serina's similar taste in casual attire.
Turning her attention to the table, she leered at the data drive lying there. Valerie needed to get that thing off her hands as soon as possible. The longer she had it, the riskier it would become for her. However, she had a sense of comfort knowing that she was secure in Sev's safe house for now.
Deciding that this could be a mini getaway, Valerie pushed her responsibilities away, moving the drive out of sight until it was time to return to the field.
Stepping out of her room, she explored that safe house to discover that Sev, Serina, and Kira were nowhere to be found. "Huh, they still must be in their room..." Valerie concluded.
Pouting her lips, she was looking forward to spending some casual time with Sev and his wives, of course. Valerie certainly enjoyed their company.
Finding another note resting on the kitchen island, Valerie arched her brow and picked it up. "Help yourself to the fridge or pantry. - hotshot." Valerie giggled at Sev running along with the nickname she had given him.
"Don't mind if I do," the netrunner indulgently mused.
After some time, Valerie lolled about on the sizable couch in the living room area, lazily watching some movies they had. The sudden sound of a door sliding open down the hall caused her ears to perk up immediately.
Sitting up she swiveled her head around to see Serina and Kira exit their room: they wore simple t-shirts and rather skimpy shorts. She discerned a glazed look in their eyes and imbued an utterly satisfied glow. However, before Valerie could think anything of it, her attention was caught by Sev following closely behind them. Her eyes widened observing him in his casual attire; he sported some simple cotton shorts and a t-shirt that traced his muscular frame perfectly.
Her face turned flushed at how attractive he was. Valerie always forgot how handsome Sev was under all that armor. Feeling her nose about to bleed, she quickly jerked her head out of sight and gushed quietly to herself. Her stomach fluttered with anticipation and excitement. Why was she feeling like this? Sev is supposed to be a brother to her!
Peeping over the couch again, Valerie was met by a figure blocking her view. Tilting her head up, she saw Sev looking down at her. "Oh, hey, hotshot..." Valerie uttered, entranced by his dark eyes. "Ahem, uh, what took you so long? Aye, you're a horrible host," she teased, pushing her warm feelings down.
"Sorry, I had some... business... to attend to. Serina was getting a bit feisty," Sev answered, keeping his voice down. Valerie picked up on what he was alluding to immediately. Her face got red hot as she glanced beyond him to his wives.
Serina and Kira looked very happy and relaxed. They nudged and snickered with each other, presumably gossiping about their recent nefarious activities. "Augh, Sev. you can't be speaking of such things. I know it's your business, but I don't think your wives would appreciate you sharing that information with me," Valerie quietly warned, trying to maintain a casual tone. But her curious mind couldn't help but wonder what an erotic scene could have looked like, assuming the three did it together.
"Apologies," Sev uncharacteristically stammered, embarrassingly rubbing the back of his neck. "I shouldn't have said that, I don't know why I said that."
Valerie flashed a knowing grin. "Hmm, perhaps you're reverting to your old brazen self with me around. I suppose you can't help it. I know I can be rather... charming," she remarked with a prideful grin.
Rolling his eyes, Sev palmed Valerie's face with his big hand and playfully forced her down onto the couch. "Hey! Aye! Stop that," she giggled, playfully grabbing at his forearm.
The ruckus, however, attracted the attention of Serina and Kira. "Sev, could you come here and make your wives some dinner?" Serina called out trying to hold back a jealous tone.
"Yeah, make me food!" Kira jumped in. "Erh, please..." she meekly added.
Chuckling, Sev let go of Valerie's face. "Of course," he dutifully replied. "Do you want something to eat, Valerie?"
"You, cooking? Thanks, but I'll pass. I already ate," Valerie uttered, her tone tinged with bewilderment. Knowing Sev back then, he was never the one to cook any sort of food.
"Hm, you're missing out then," he replied, smugly grinning, strolling toward the kitchen.
Peeking over the couch again, Valerie saw Serina and Kira intimately clinging onto Sev. The two attractive women purred and nestled into him, trying to lean up for a kiss as he prepared to cook. Her face turned flush as he indulged their needy requests with deep and affectionate kisses.
Valerie's mind abruptly traced back to their younger days when they shared a bed from time to time to relieve their stress. Sev was always a good kisser and a great bed companion. She involuntarily began to nibble the corner of her lip watching him exchange affections with Serina and Kira.
Her peeping gaze was abruptly interrupted by Sev glancing at her in the corner of his eye, forcing her to retreat behind the couch swiftly.
Her doubts about Sev's cooking abilities swiftly shifted as the aroma of delectable food filled the air. Her stomach rumbled, craving something that wasn't a MRE or microwavable. Valerie kept glancing over the couch, eyeing the food he was making.
"Dammit... Sev really has changed for the better..." Valerie mumbled, pleasantly surprised as he served up delicious-looking meals for his wives. Observing how providing he was made Valerie even more attracted to him. She was jealous of Serina and Kira, only if she had a man like that.
Collapsing on her back, she rubbed her belly and stared blankly at the bag of chips and a pathetic cup of noodles she took from their pantry. The scent of food suddenly hovered over her caused Valerie to look up to see Sev offering a plate.
"Here, you look hungry," he spoke with a knowing grin. Before she could object, he neatly placed the plate onto her lap and walked away.
"Aye, why are you so considerate all of a sudden..." Valerie muttered to herself, blushing. Her feelings for Sev swelled.
With a full belly, Valerie let out a sigh of satisfaction. Kira was so kind to take her plate and clean it for her while she lounged about on the couch. Her attention was drawn to Sev walking into the living room with a case of what she presumed was beer.
"What's this?" Valerie curiously inquired.
"Didn't you say you wanted to celebrate with some drinks?" he responded, resting the case on the coffee table. Perplexed, she was surprised he considered this an occasion to celebrate, he nearly got seriously hurt, or worse.
"Sev, are you serious? This job hardly went as planned. You nearly got killed," Serina pointed out as if she read her mind, plopping herself down across from Valerie. "Plus you rarely drink! Hmmm, what's wrong with you," the raven-haired girl suspiciously added. Valerie tried her best not to share eye contact with Serina feeling her scrutinizing eyes on her.
"I thought we did fine," Sev casually replied, sitting next to Serina. His first wife leered at him and pressed her fingers against his back. "Hey! Owe, stop that, I'm still a little sore..." he winced, grabbing her wrist.
"Hmph, you just want to drink because of Valerie," Serina jealously declared. Sev held an uneasy smile.
"Well, you're half right..." he admitted, grabbing a bottle from the case and popping that cap. Serina arched her brow. "Even though the mission was a bit... shaky. This one might be one for the books. It's been a while since I had any sort of challenge."
Serina gave her husband a bewildered facial expression. "Out of all the missions we've done together, you think this one is one of the most memorable! You're insane!"
"Oh, Hermana, he used to be worse," Valerie playfully interjected, helping herself to a bottle of beer. "I would admit, this whole ordeal was a bit ill-prepared... However, back in the day, hotshot over here used wing almost every mission we went on."
Serina's eyes widened upon this revelation. When she met him, he was always calculated and meticulous with their missions. This information both intrigued her and made her a little jealous since Valerie seemed to have a deep history with Sev.
"Heh, his famous words were always, 'I guess we'll find out', or something similar to that. It's been a while." Valerie took a swing from her bottle. Sev let out a chuckle, reminiscing the past.
"It's, 'We'll learn as we go', Valerie," he corrected, his voice tinged with nostalgic amusement.
"Hah! Yes! That! Ah... you were so imprudent back then, pendejo."
Serina jealously glanced between the two as they laughed together. Sev was never this agreeable. She envied Valerie for bringing out a side of Sev she never got to know. Her squinting eyes flickered to attention as Sev offered her a drink from his bottle.
"Here, have some," he kindly gestured, pulling her into him. Serina blushed as her jealousy washed away for the moment amidst his caring nature.
Serina reluctantly accepted his offer and took a sip. It had been a while since she drank, she had been long overdue for a relaxing buzz. Stealing the bottle away from him, she casually sipped away. Sev remained unfazed and retrieved another drink.
Finishing the dishes, Kira stepped around the couch and casually settled down on Sev's left, resting her head against his shoulder. Valerie observed the trio affectionately cuddling together, conjuring strange feelings within her.
"So, what is it like sharing one man?" Valerie cautiously asked Serina and Kira. "Do you guys fight over him?" she humorously added.
Serina rubbed her chin in contemplation. "Hm, it was a little awkward at first. But Kira and I worked things out. She's almost like a sister to me in some strange way. I had to teach her a lot of things when she transitioned into her body," the pixie-haired wife answered. Kira chuckled delightfully at being referred to as a sister to Serina. This proved to be a testament to their relationship.
"As for fighting over Sev, I suppose we do sometimes. But for the most part, we get along pretty well," she continued, taking a swig.
"Hm, I would say that you three are cute together. I'm glad you guys locked him down. I was afraid he would die alone," Valerie remarked, chuckling.
"Yeah? And how's your love life going?" Sev snapped back, eliciting a giggle from Serina and Kira. Valerie froze with embarrassment mid-sip.
"Ahem, uh, well, about that..." she nervously stammered. "It's just that there aren't any men out there that can handle me I suppose," she continued pompously.
"You got that right..." Sev jeered.
"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Valerie replied with some venom.
"I don't need to explain myself..."
"No, no, really, go ahead, pendejo, explain yourself," Valerie hissed.
Rolling his eyes, Sev took a drink. He then proceeded to describe Valerie's feisty and mischievous nature. He even went far enough to reveal some of her personal quirks that only he knew. More giggles quietly escaped Serina and Kira's lips upon these silly revelations.
"Augh! Enough of that! Aye, don't say it out loud!" Valerie exclaimed, her ears burning with sheer embarrassment.
Chugging her beer, she quickly grabbed another and resumed drinking. Valerie wouldn't say she was an alcoholic, but she certainly enjoyed it enough to consider it a go-to activity to relax and relieve her nerves.
"Aye, enough about me, let's talk about you now," Valerie shifted the subject. "Hey, girls, did you know that Sev was a playboy, back in the day?" Serina and Kira couldn't help but be curiously amused.
"Oh brother, here we go..." Sev sighed with a resigned voice, sipping his beverage.
Valerie grinned deviously and began to reveal Sev's less-than-desirable past. "Yup, he was a real player back in the day. Always so cocky, and loved to flirt with other women." This revelation caused the two wives to leer at their husband. "Don't worry, girls, I was there to keep him in line. I made sure he didn't run off with any ladies, at least to my knowledge."
"I wouldn't say I was a player, but okay... sure..." Sev objected with a tinge of sass.
"Heh, this pendejo thought he was hot shit, that's why I call him hotshot."
Sev's eyes were left dejected. He was aware of his past behavior and hated himself for it. He made every effort to try and erase his old self. As distasteful learning about how Sev used to be, Serina and Kira remained engrossed and amused. Sev usually never talked about his history, so this was an excellent avenue to satiate their curiosity.
"Did you also know that Se-," Valerie tried to say but was interrupted by Sev.
"Okay! That's enough about me! Let's just drink and enjoy the evening!"
"I don't think so. I want to listen to what Valerie has to say. You never tell me anything about your upbringing," Serina said affirmingly. Sev annoyingly narrowed his eyes.
"Yeah, I want to learn more too!" Kira joined.
Valerie chuckled and flashed Sev a devilish smile. "Well, you girls better have a drink, this will be a long one." Serina chugged her beer and grabbed another bottle.
"Okay, well, while you girls gossip about me, I'm going to get some shut-eye," Sev tried to escape his impending doom, but to his dismay, Serina and Kira clung onto his body and held him down.
"Ah ah ah, you stay. I want to see your reaction," Serina commanded, displaying a devilish grin.
"Mhm, stay, boss," Kira added in a dainty tone.
"Evil, both of you," Sev glared at his two lovers. They giggled mischievously in unison.
"Kira, do you not want a drink?" Valerie inquired, noticing the gray-haired girl's avoidance of grabbing a bottle for herself.
"Oh, Sev doesn't let me drink," Kira innocently answered.
"Aye aye aye, Sev, you can't just control her like that, let her do what she wants!"
"What? No, it's not because of that, I'm just looking out for her, that's all..." he tried to explain.
"Oh come on, just a little drink won't hurt anybody. We're in the safety of your luxurious safe house. You have to let her experience the fun things in life," Valerie pressed.
"She doesn't even like alcohol," Sev spoke.
"Hey, I never said that!" Kira exclaimed.
"Yeah, see, you're just being a control freak, let the girl try it out once, if she doesn't like it, she doesn't like it, and if she does, well..."
Sev sighed, shaking his head with authority. However, he was met with Kira giving him innocent whining doe eyes. "No, don't do that. Stop it," he ordered, trying to avert his eyes away from his lovely wife.
"You forced me to do this, let me try!" Kira whined, pushing her face closer to his. Sev groaned, struggling against her cuteness, but it was too much for him to handle.
"Fine, fine! One drink, that's it," he finally conceded.
Kira cheered happily and swiftly grabbed a bottle. Popping the cap for her, Sev watched anxiously as she took a small sip. "Blah, this tastes strange. I knew beer had a particular palate, but I didn't know it was this strong."
"It's not about the taste, it's about the buzz, Hermana," Valerie chuckled.



"Welp you don't like it, give me the bottle," Sev declared, trying to take the drink from her hands.
"No! Get away! I want to keep trying. I'm curious to feel what it is like to have a buzz!" Kira cutely hissed, pulling the bottle away, and taking a bigger swig. She winced and held a gag from the strong taste blanketing her tastebuds.
"Well, now that we're all drinking, why don't I begin?" Valerie began.
"Please don't," Sev pleaded one last time, struggling to break free from his two lover's grasps.
"Too bad, hotshot."
For the next hour, Valerie described Sev's past and told tales of their adventures together. The girls shared laughs while Sev sat reluctantly, being held hostage by his two wives. At the same time, the drinks flowed and one bottle turned into two, then three, and so on.
Kira only got to her second bottle. Being new to drinking, she was a super lightweight. Her body rested heavily on Sev. Her eyes were heavily glazed and her processes were impaired. But as incoherent as she was, Kira felt warm and good inside. All she wanted to do was hug and kiss Sev, maybe even a little more...
"That was a really good story, what do you think, tiger?" Serina teased her husband, noticeably tipsy. Sev just sat there emotionless as Kira peppered his face with kisses. "Hmm, come here, give momma a kiss," the first wife cooed, wanting some love from her husband.
As Serina and Kira planted kisses all over Sev's face, Valerie noted the small tattoos etched behind their right ears and the noticeable sleeve on Serina's left forearm. However, her attention was diverted from the awareness of watching them kiss. It was clear that they were horned up and ready for some lovemaking.
"I love you, hmmm, you're so handsome..." Serina quietly murmured, planting her lips on his cheek.
Kira shifted her body onto his, draping her leg over his lap. Wrapping her arms around his neck, she locked lips with him. As Sev allowed his lovers to have their way with him, his eyes turned to Valerie, awkwardly sitting across from them. Her cheeks had a tipsy blush to them as she sipped her bottle.
"Mphm, calm down, girls. We have a guest," Sev uttered, attempting to separate himself from his wives, however, Serina and Kira refused to back down.
"No..." Kira whined, struggling to inch her lips back onto his.
"Tsk, let her watch, she sure likes to ogle you all the time anyway," Serina remarked.
"Eh? What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Valerie replied defensively.
"Hmph, don't play coy with me, Valerie. I see how you look at Sev. You want him, and it's painfully obvious. I don't care what you say about him being like a sibling to you." Serina's words were unfiltered from her drunkness, causing an awkward silence to hang in the air between them.
"Hey, he's my friend, so I can look at him however I want," Valerie snapped back.
"Well, he's taken, so stop being super flirty with him!"
Sev sat there awkwardly with Kira solely focused on drunkenly kissing him as the two fierce women clashed.
"I am not being flirty! It's just how I act in general with him, you barely even know me!" Valerie tipsily argued.
"Girl, I can read you like a book. I know if someone is being playful or not. You can deny it all you want but I know the truth. Jeez, are you that dense in realizing your feelings?" Serina declared, her words pressing deeply against Valerie.
"Hey, be nice, Serina," Sev chided sternly. Serina squinted frustratedly at her husband, ceding to him.
"Sorry... I didn't mean to come off like that..." the raven-haired wife murmured. "But... it's obvious that you like him... You can't be that oblivious," she added.
Valerie was left stunned by what Serina said. As if slapped by the hard truth, all she could do was sit there, her face blushing and heart pounding. Glancing at Sev, Valerie's stomach churned wondering what he would say.
"Well..." he began, not knowing what to say but the pressure of Serina's grasp on his face prompted him to continue, "Sorry, Valerie... I have noticed you being extra flirty as of late."
Valerie's mouth fell agape. She felt embarrassed and betrayed. Serina triumphantly stuck her tongue at her as she released his face. "Ha ha, I told you!" she laughed. However, in the realization of his testimony, she exclaimed, "Wait... You knew this entire time and you chose to engage with her anyway? Ugh, Sev!"
"What? She's one of my closest friends, I didn't want to be a buzzkill."
Serina leered at him. Then, with a drunken smirk she turned back to Valerie and spoke, "Hm, if you like him that much, I suppose you don't mind watching us enjoy our husband in front of you." Serina proceeded to join Kira in kissing him again. Planting her soft lips on his neck, she began to trace her hands up and down his muscular body.
Valerie sat there in utter bafflement and arousal. She thought Serina was evil for taunting her like this. "Kira, let's give our little homewrecker a show," Serina ordered, momentarily releasing her lips from his neck.
"Homewrecker?!" Valerie screamed to herself in pure bafflement.
Kira hummed in acknowledgment and slipped her soft hands under his shirt. "Hey, woah, stop that, augh... girls, come on, not right now. Let's save this for later," Sev gently protested as he attempted to avert his eyes away from his guest.
"No! I want you now," Kira whined, nestling her face in his neck, hiking his shirt further up his body, revealing his muscular torso.
"Shoosh it, we're showing your little friend who you belong to..." Serina whispered into his ear, her voice low and seductive, biting his ear lobe.
Locking eyes with Valerie, Sev couldn't help but feel mildly embarrassed. However, he discovered that his close friend was biting her lip and rubbing her loins watching the erotic scene before her.
"Augh... sorry, Valerie... As you can see, Serina and Kira are very drunk right now," apologized for his two wive's behavior.
"We're not drunk... hmmm, we just wuv you so much..." Kira mewled, snuggling her body into his.
As embarrassed as Valerie should have felt, she was oddly kind of enjoying the show. She was riddled with jealousy and arousal, reminiscing how she would kiss Sev like they were. Valerie didn't know what was wrong with her, she should have felt offended that Serina was taunting her. But perhaps it was the alcohol making her very agreeable at the moment.
Before she could reply to Sev, her eyes were drawn to Serina and Kira groping and kneading his crotch. She was certain that she could make out his stiffening outline.
"You see that, Valerie? Hmm, this is all ours and not yours. You wish you could get some of this," Serina sneered, planting a long sensual lick along Sev's cheek and gripping his cock over his shorts, eliciting a groan from him.
Valerie watched as Kira lifted his shirt further up his body revealing more of his chiseled, god-like torso. "Aye aye aye, he's so hot..." she thought, feverishly biting her lip.
Things only got more erotic as Serina and Kira began to plant kisses all over his pecs, tracing down to his lower abdomen. Sev was noticeably hard now. Valerie cursed to herself thinking about his cock. She hadn't realized how much she missed it until now; it had been some time since she had been properly laid.
Sev half-heartedly tried to pry his lovely wives from him, but they had him in their grasps, quite literally. "Augh, I think it's a good idea to call it a night soon. There's no stopping them right now," he uttered, clearly enjoying his predicament too much to stop.
To his surprise, Valerie just slowly shook her head. A look of need and lust glinted in her eyes. It was evident that she liked what she was seeing. Sev's heart raced as he felt his chest swelling seeing how alluring Valerie was particularly looking in this very moment. Perhaps it was the alcohol working its way into his system. But Valerie just cast this attractive glow that seemed so nostalgic. And it certainly didn't help that Serina and Kira's touchy hands made him ravenous.
Sev was torn with his feelings. He didn't want to admit his attraction toward her; that should have been left in the past. Valerie was one of his closest friends! But also a friend he also slept with on several occasions... He pondered why they never got together. They had great chemistry. However, that was during his 'hotshot' days when he had different priorities in mind.
But now, with his newfound responsibility to his family's lineage, his true feelings for Valerie surged. Perhaps he was a little drunk, but Sev found himself flashing a knowing glint toward Valerie's way, causing her alluring violet eyes to widen.
Directing her attention with his eyes, he led her to his exposed chest. Valerie nibbled on her index finger, admiring his physic. Liking where this was going, Sev led her lower. She sexily licked her lips observing how Serina and Kira were stroking his meat under his shorts. She wanted to ride on that big cock of his so badly.
It felt a little wrong to exchange suggestive looks with someone who wasn't his wives. However, his duties to his family crossed his mind. Valerie was a strong and capable woman. She had all the traits he found attractive in a woman: strong, independent, fun, and caring.
His primal male instincts were only enhanced by the subtle buzz of the alcohol coursing through his body and his now raging cock straining against his two lover's hands. Acting on his desires, he showed a knowing smirk and gestured for Valerie to come his way.
Valerie gasped. Squeezing her loins, she was helplessly wet from his alluring gaze and sexy body. She wasn't sure what to feel about his offer. "Is that what I think he means?" she mused. What would Serina and Kira think? Would they be mad if she came and joined their little concoction of love?
However, her questions were washed away with another gesture from Sev, more affirming this time. Valerie discovered a look in his eyes that she hadn't seen in a while. A look of want, a look of need, a look of desire...
Gulping, she understood what he wanted. Taking one last swig of her drink, Valerie got up from the couch and slowly strode over to him. But as she was about to reach the trio, Serina got up from the sofa and spoke, "I think we've given Valerie enough of our little show. Come on, tiger, take us to bed. I need some loving, now."
There was an awkward feeling in the air as Valerie stood in no man's land. Serina glanced over at her, and arched her brow, wondering why she was so close to them.
"I was just heading to bed, hehe..." Valerie uttered nervously, trying to contain a disappointed expression. Serina slowly nodded at her explanation before flashing a devious smirk.
Slowly gathering herself, Kira stood up as well. "Come on, boss. I wanna fuck," she blurted, her vulgar words catching everyone off guard.
"My god, Kira, hehe," Serina giggled. She always found it cute whenever Kira spoke in a vulgar manner.
"Um, right... then let's get to it, shall we?" Sev softly agreed as he slowly sat up, trying to mask his disappointment; he was on the verge of reconnecting with Valerie; and felt a little bothered by this interruption.
"Uh, goodnight, Valerie," Sev said as he was being tugged away.
"Oh, um, yeah, goodnight, Sev..." Valerie abashedly replied, grabbing her arm. However, as he was taken away, she was met with one last devilish grin from Serina, before they disappeared down the hall.
"That bitch..." she thought jealously. Serina's taunting, however, didn't make her furious but rather extremely jealous that she couldn't have a piece of that fine man.
Valerie slowly ran her hand down her face. She was notably annoyed that Sev was dragged away from her. She was certain of what Sev wanted. He wanted her to join them. Her face got red hot as the prospect of a possible foursome crossed her mind. Assuming the girls would even allow her to share their man with her.
But perhaps it was the alcohol. It could be that Sev just wasn't in his right mind. This will probably blow over in the morning. As Valerie proceeded to her room, she couldn't help but shake this feeling of longing. The longing to be with a man allured her, but not just any man, Sev. Her hotshot...
She couldn't understand why she found it so hot seeing two girls eagerly seeking his attention. The way they hugged him, kissed him, groped him... It was so erotic. It was as if Valerie's primal instincts were being dragged out of her. The prospect of a strong male having many women to mate with seemed so attractive. It made her pussy wet and her ovaries quiver.
Valerie let out a heavy sigh. Slapping her cheeks, she retreated to her room.
-
Valerie gasped as she woke up in a cold sweat. "Ugh... I can't sleep..." she muttered, her voice dry and groggy.
Checking the time, it was only about 2 AM. Since she got to bed, she had been tossing and turning, struggling to get that scene of Serina and Kira with Sev. She just wanted to run her tongue along his chiseled abs and choke on the big cock of his. God, she was helplessly horny.
That, combined with a nagging headache which mostly likely resulted from all that drinking she had done earlier, she simply could not sleep. So slowly rolling out of bed, she exited her room for some water and something to soothe her discomfort.
The kitchen area was dim, lit by only a few ambient lights on the ceiling. Downing a glass of water, Valerie inquisitively tapped her lip as she wondered where they kept their painkillers. Standing on her toes, she squinted into the dark cabinet. Carefully digging through various miscellaneous items, she was suddenly startled by the sounds of someone walking down the hall.
Jolting, she quickly settled on the heels of her feet and spun around. Her violet eyes widened to see that it was Sev wearing nothing but some boxers. She wasted no time tracing his god-like body until stopping at his crotch. Valerie subconsciously bit her lip as she gawked at him.
"What are you doing up this late, Valerie?" he curiously asked, rubbing his tired eyes, surprised to see her.
"Me? Oh, um, I couldn't sleep properly and I was just looking for something my headache. Ugh, I think I drank too much..." she swiftly replied, her cheeks flushed.
Sev slowly nodded and strode around the island table to her. However, once Valerie fully came into his view, he stopped and immediately tilted his eyes down. Following his dark eyes, Valerie gasped discovering she was wearing only her tank top and panties.
"Hey! Look away you pervert," she commanded with a playful undertone, covering her crotch with her hands. She felt so exposed and embarrassed, but she also wanted him to look at her in her current near-nude state.
"Hm, I didn't say anything when you eyed me up," he remarked with a chuckle. Valerie's heart skipped. Her eyes drew back down to his crotch once more. "Hey, stop staring, pervert..." he teased.
Valerie broke her gaze and averted her eyes away from him. "Why is he toying with me like this?? Augh, this pendejo..." she bashfully thought, pouting her lips.
She stumbled back as Sev approached her, only for him to reach for the top shelf of the cabinet she was probing through. "Here," the nearly nude Sev spoke, retrieving a pill from a capsule.
"Oh, thanks..." Valerie replied, taking the pill from his hand and popping it onto her tongue before downing it with water.
Settling her glass back down, she returned her attention to Sev once more. His defined form made her squeeze her loins. "So, um, may I ask why you are up so late?" Valerie awkwardly inquired.
Sev opened the fridge and retrieved a greenish liquid in a plastic bottle. "Me? I'm also having some trouble sleeping..." he casually answered. "I guess we're on the same boat, right?" Valerie chuckled and nodded.
As he drank his beverage, Valerie nibbled on her lip observing his body again. God, she wanted him so badly. Reminded of their suggestive interaction not too long ago, she wondered if that was a just-in-the-moment thing or something he truly wanted. She had to know.
"Hey, Sev, can we talk for a moment?" Valerie asked, holding a steady tone.
"Aren't we talking right now?" he answered in a joking manner. Valerie rolled her eyes.
"You know what I mean..."
Understanding what Valerie was trying to allude to, he carefully put away his drink. "Yeah... I- it was about earlier... right?" he spoke bluntly, nervousness and uncertainty lingered in his voice. An awkward silence hung in the air as Valerie struggled to find the words to reply to him.
"Erh, yeah... About earlier..." she reiterated, fiddling her thumbs together. "Did you mean what you meant? Or were you just drunk?" Sev looked visibly tense. "Because I understand if it was something in the heat of the moment with you tipsy and your wives touching you up. Heh, I'm sure you didn't mean anything by it, right? You were just horny, plus you're a womanizer so it couldn't be helped." Valerie's little joke didn't help to ease the strange tension in the air.
A brief silence hung between them, making Valerie increasingly more embarrassed. "You don't have to say anything, I understand, heh," she declared, mistaking his silence for his answer.
"I meant what I meant," Sev revealed affirmingly. Valerie's heart thumped in her chest. "It wasn't the alcohol, or Serina and Kira... Well maybe a little, but that's not the point..." Valerie's throat got dry. What was happening? Was he professing his true feelings right now?
"Sev..." she murmured, her breath slowing.
"I know it's only been a day since we reunited, but spending time with you again caused me to reflect on our relationship. I know I'm not entirely the same person I was back then. I had different priorities then, but now, things have changed. And our ...connection... had always been complicated..."
Valerie's pulse quickened. It was never like Sev to get sentimental, so this meant that he truly meant what he was saying.
"But the truth is... I hadn't realized how much I missed you until now," he declared, clenching his fists. "I regret how I acted in the past. I know how much you cared about me. I was young and stupid. My ambitions blinded me... I should have committed to you..." His voice was heavy with remorse. "I'm sorry I left when I did. It wasn't fair to you, I should have brought you with me..."
Valerie smiled warmly, this heartfelt exchange caused her chest to swell with admiration and affection. "You don't need to apologize for that. I understand why you had to go. I never held that against you," she assured as she approached Sev, placing a tender hand on his left cheek.
"So much has changed, Valerie," Sev stated, gently grasping her wrist. "I have his newfound responsibility to my family's name..." Sev locked eyes with Valerie. "I need to do you right. Something I should have done back then."
Valerie's body tensed as she observed him leaning his face down to hers. A mixed range of emotions coursed through her. "Wait!" she stopped him. "What about Serina and Kira??" she urgently asked, she didn't want to step on their toes. "Do they know you're coming onto me like this??"
"Hm? What? Oh... damn..." he muttered in realization. Valerie arched her brow. "I haven't told them yet... but I plan to."
"Aye aye, Sev!" Valerie hissed, this whole ordeal seemed morally gray.
"I love both of them, I do! However, I also want to love you," he stated, his voice steady and unwavering. "They will understand, I just need to sit them down and be honest."
"Y- you love me??" Valerie exclaimed as her face boiled with embarrassment. "Sev, that's a strong word, are you sure??"
"Yes, I think I always have. I was just too stupid to admit it," he answered truthfully. Valerie felt like she was about to pass out. Hyperventilating, she felt warm emotions growing within her. She did share strong feelings for Sev, but given their odd relationship, she never had the chance to comprehend them, until now.



"Ay... Sev... I- I think I always loved you too..." Valerie abashedly revealed. "Coño... when did you become such a sweetheart? Jeez, no wonder tu es dos esposas (you have two wives)..."
"Thanks, but I'm trying to aim for three," Sev responded with a chuckle. Valerie gasped. Never in her life had she pondered becoming a wife. She always thought that she would be a free and independent woman! But that was until Sev confessed his love for her. From that point on, Valerie's priorities changed forever...
"Tsk, I thought you changed, but it turns out I was wrong. Wanting another wife when you already have two... Aye... you are a womanizer!" she said with a lighthearted grin.
"Hey, I take good care of my wives, you should be grateful that I want you," Sev retorted with a knowing smirk. Valerie's violet eyes went flat at his brazen comment. But he was right and she wanted the same treatment Serina and Kira got.
"You are insufferable... Shut up and kiss me already..." Valerie concededly responded, trying to contain her excitement.
Wasting no time, the two lunged forward and locked lips. Valerie moaned with delight as his tongue slipped past her lips and danced with hers. She had almost forgotten how good of a kisser Sev was.
Momentarily separating, the two newfound lovers panted heavily. Their eyes firmly locked together. "God, I missed kissing you," Valerie uttered, licking her soft lips.
"Me too," Sev huffed before leaning back in for more.
Valerie moaned and mewled as he pulled her body into his. Her arms wrapped around his neck, eagerly tugging his lips closer to hers. The sounds of their lips smacking and sucking echoed through the dim kitchen area.
Pulling away, Sev went down to Valerie's neck. Heavy moans of pure enjoyment escaped her lips as he grasped the curves of her hips. "Hmm, fuck... I can tell you missed me, hotshot..." the purple-haired girl murmured, her voice low and full of desire. Sev just emitted a low hum in response.
The feeling of his wet tongue and suctioning lips against her neck caused her pussy to grow wet, moistening her panties. Valerie sensually traced her soft hands behind his neck and around his head.
Sev then directed Valerie against the kitchen island and hoisted her up so that she was sitting down. She immediately wrapped her long slender legs around his waist and pulled him in. "Ohh, mhmm, just like that, Sev... Keep kissing me like that..." Valerie mewled.
Tracing his kisses down her neck, Sev made his way to her chest. Valerie moaned feeling him press his face against her soft mounds. Goosebumps formed on her skin as she sensed his hands sliding under her tank top.
Grabbing the hem, he hiked her top over her breasts, leaving her chest fully exposed for him to see. "Hm, I haven't seen these in a while," Sev teased before planting kisses on her soft tits.
"Ohh, mhmmm, these twins missed you," Valerie giggled.
Using her toes, she clasped the hem of his underwear and pulled them down his legs. Sev groaned with pleasure feeling her hands wrap around his already erect cock. "God, you are so hard for me, hotshot..." she moaned, biting her lip.
Rising back to her, Sev kissed Valerie again. Their tongues twirled as they sloppily swapped saliva. Valerie's pussy ached feeling his hot, throbbing cock in her hands. It felt so warm and alluring. She slowly stroked him, using his leaking precum as a lubricant.
Pulling her lips away from his, Valerie leaned to his ear and whispered, "Hmm, I want to suck your cock so badly... I've been longing to choke on your cock again..." A quiet groan escaped Sev's lips as Valerie tightened her grip on his shaft.
Pushing him back, Valerie hopped off the island. Grabbing his broad shoulders, she spun him around so that he was against the island now. With an alluring grin, Valerie slowly fell to her knees.
Her fetching eyes dilated as she observed Sev's endowed member with her hands. Her nostrils flared picking up the familiar scent of sex and pussy coming off of him. Discerning the quizzical expression on her face, Sev quietly muttered, "Sorry..."
Valerie raised her brow and looked up to him. "You don't need to explain yourself. I- I think it's kinda hot knowing that you fucked other girls before coming to me for more..." she replied, trying to contain her embarrassment.
"I didn't know you were such a perv," he chuckled. Valerie shot him a glare.
"Shut up... I just think you're a stud... my stud... That's all. But enough about this, I think it's my turn to have fun with you."
Tilting his cock down, Valerie leaned forward and wrapped her lush lips around him. Sev groaned as she delved his cock down her mouth and into her throat with relative ease as if they hadn't missed a step from all those years apart.
Bottoming out on his cock, Valerie proceeded to bob her head back and forth with well-practiced precision. Sev fell back onto his elbows feeling how good she was sucking his cock. He winced and groaned with pleasure as she slurped and suckled on his knob. His breathing got low and heavy. He hadn't realized how good Valerie was at giving him head; her skills rivaling Serina's.
Capturing her head with his hand, he sunk his fingers through her silky purplish hair and pulled her deeper. The sounds of slurping and glucking rang like music in his ears. "Mhhm, hmmm, hmmm," Valerie moaned, adding to the pleasure.
Her head skillfully undulated back and forth along the entirety of his length. Sev groaned at the warm embrace of Valerie's wet throat. Her fluid motions caused his body to shudder and his muscles to tense. Vivid memories of Valerie on her knees sucking his cock after their missions flashed in his mind. He couldn't help but smile knowing she was in his possession again.
Valerie could taste what she presumed were remnants of Serina's and Kira's juices on his cock; Valerie had some run-ins with a few women in the past so she was familiar with the taste of a woman. She felt her panties getting soaked the more she swallowed Sev's love pole.
Valerie unsheathed his cock from her mouth, leaving thick webs of precum mixed saliva connected from her cockhead to her lips. Using her right hand, she made circular stroking motions on his wet shaft. "How's that, hotshot? Do you remember how good I was at sucking your cock?" Valerie asked in a low seductive voice, hungrily licking the slathered saliva from her lips.
"Yes, Valerie... shit... you're making my brain go numb..." Sev answered in a husky voice, playing with her soft, purple locks with his fingers. Valerie couldn't help but hum with delight knowing she still got it.
"Thanks, hotshot. So did you want me to keep going or..." she alluded as she slowly stroked his wet cock with sensual fervor.
"As much as I enjoy your mouth, I'm itching to fuck that tight pussy of yours, now," he declared, his voice low and full of authority.
Leaning down, Sev briskly helped Valerie onto her feet. Switching places, he spun her around and pinned her against the island. "Oh?" she gasped with excitement as she planted her hands on the table. "Right here? Right now? What if one of your wives walks in on us?" Valerie urgently asked.
Sev smirked and confidently replied, "They won't be waking up any time soon, I'm made sure of that." A playful grin formed on Valerie's face.
"Is that right? Well, I hope you give me what they had because I need to get some sleep."
Chuckling, Sev journeyed his hands down her hips and grabbed the hem of her panties, dropping them to her ankles. "Eep!" Valerie squealed, feeling his hand give her plush ass cheek a firm squeeze. He soon followed this by sandwiching his juicy cock between her cheeks like a hotdog.
Valerie bit her lip feeling his hot and hard pole on her skin. Her pussy quivered with anticipation. Drawing his hips back, Sev guided himself inside Valerie for the first time in a while. "Wait, stop... Do you have a condom?" Valerie asked, urgency evident in her voice, pushing him back with her hand.
"What? We never used condoms," Sev responded, audibly bemused and annoyed.
"Heh, just kidding, coño. Just making sure you remembered..." she teasingly purred,
Rolling his eyes, Sev pressed his cockhead against her moist pussy lips, eliciting a long moan from Valerie. "Ohh, put it in, please... Put it in... I need you inside of me right now," she begged, her voice breathy, alluringly wiggling her ass for him.
Her pleas would soon be answered as Sev slipped himself deep inside her needy wet love canal. "Oh my god! Ay, you're so fucking big!" Valerie squealed as her eyelids fluttered rapidly.
Sev groaned with pleasure feeling her tight walls wrap and contort around his shaft. She was so tight that she felt like a pure maiden like Kira. "Augh, you're so damn tight, Valerie. Shit... you haven't gotten laid in a while have you?" he grunted with a knowing grin.
"Fuck... mhm... I can't even remember the last time I had sex... Ah, fuck... it's so deep..." Valerie mewled, attempting to ponder her sex life, but it was difficult to even conjure any thoughts with Sev's massive pole lodged deep in her pussy.
Going balls deep inside of her, Sev placed his big strong hands on her curvy hips. Valerie hummed with delight feeling his strength. Then, tracing his left hand up her torso, Sev reached over and carefully grasped her neck.
"I'm gonna reclaim this pussy..." he growled into her ear. Valerie bit her lip out of pure excitement.
She loved how domineering he was with her; a common trend with Sev's women. There was something about being put in her place like the submissive female she was meant to be that was so hot to her.
Drawing his hips back, he thrust forward with such force that caused her ass to ripple erotically. "Oh fuck!" Valerie loudly gasped as a jolt of pleasure shot up her spine.
"Be quiet, or you'll wake up my wives..." Sev playfully warned, tightening his grip around her neck. His firm grip around her throat made Valerie's pussy swell with heat and wetness.
"Nhg, sorry... it's just been so long since you fucked me..." she murmured, her breath slowing.
Directing her face toward his, Sev observed her alluring features: Serina was beautiful, Kira was pretty, and Valerie was hot: her attractive, mischievous face and striking violet eyes entranced him. She always exuded a sexual appeal he couldn't describe. All he knew was that he needed to fuck her and claim her as his own. Smirking, Sev bent down and slipped his tongue into her mouth.
The steady sound of slapping flesh rang in the dark space. Sev pistoned his cock deep inside Valerie's needy love canal with vigorous fervor. He groaned into her mouth feeling her wet walls stretch and conform to his endowed member.
Valerie's mind was melting from how good he was making her feel. She felt him reaching all the way into her core, slamming himself against her cervix over and over again. Plucking her lips from his, they left long strings of mixed saliva stretching from their breathy mouths.
Hanging her head low, her legs buckled beneath her, threatening to collapse onto the kitchen floor but Sev kept her pinned to the table, preventing her from falling. Sliding his hand from her neck, the Valkorian man grabbed a hand full of her exposed left tit.
"Ohhh, mi amor..." Valerie involuntarily purred, her words rolled off her tongue like honey.
"I haven't heard that one in a while..." Sev amusingly grunted, nestling his face into her neck.
"Hmm, there's a reason why I call you that," Valerie giggled suggestively. "Ah, be careful. You're gonna give me hickies!" she softly warned, biting the corner of her lip.
Sev just growled and sucked in her exposed neck even harder, eliciting more throaty moans from Valerie. The way she responded to his touch and how she sounded appeared like she had been starved of any sexual activities for some time.
"Tell me, when was the last time you actually had sex?" Sev asked, his voice husky as he maintained a steady pace with his thrusts. "You feel like you hadn't had a proper fuck in a while..."
Valerie's cheeks went flush. "Do you want the truth? Ah, mhmm, right there, mi amor..." she murmured, her mind lost in their lust.
"Yes, that's why I'm asking."
Letting out a sigh, Valerie turned her head back and cupped his handsome face, locking eyes with him. "The last time I had sex..." she abashedly began. "Was that one time before you left..." Sev's eyes widened and his cock suddenly surged inside of her warm crevice. He remembered that night they shared together. He thought it would be a good idea to enjoy each other's company one last time before he departed for his Valkorian calling.
"Is that right?" Sev curiously inquired, upping the tempo of their vigorous rutting.
"Uh! Shit, that feels good!" Valerie gasped, grasping onto his wrist for her dear life. "Yes... I- I've been saving myself for the next time I saw you..." she quietly admitted, her voice riddled with affection and arousal.
The revelation made Sev feel warm and somewhat boastful. He was very flattered that she would do this for him. His chest swelled with warm sensations discerning the sincerity and affection reflecting off her alluring violet gems.
Offering her a warm smile, he leaned forward and gifted her with another passionate kiss. "I'm glad you remember whose pussy this belongs to..." he playfully muttered between their lips. "I'll make up for all that waiting I put you through..."
Valerie's eyes narrowed and her cheeks went flush. His brazen self was still there, but he also showed a strong sense of devotion. She slowly nodded obediently, longing for him to claim her. "Yes, mi amor... This pussy is yours. I didn't let any man have this luscious body while you were away. Only you can fuck me..."
A primal switch flipped in Sev. Her undying loyalty attracted him. He wouldn't have been surprised if Valerie had a few escapades with his time away from her, she was an adult, free to do whatever she liked. But learning that she refrained from having sex with anyone besides him made him beam with pride. This displayed her utmost devotion to him, perfect qualities to have in a wife. Sev wanted to make her his more than ever.
"Thank you, Valerie... for waiting for me all this time..." Sev spoke warmly. "I promise to make this a night you'll remember..." Slipping out of her dripping pussy, Sev spun her around to face him. Reaching behind her ass, he promptly picked her up from her feet and carried her off to the living room.
Valerie gasped with surprise, her stomach excitedly fluttered as Sev held her so effortlessly. He was so strong and masculine, she loved it!
Carefully lying her down on the couch, Sev reached for her tank top still loosely draped over her body, and lifted it off, tossing it about in the darkness, leaving her fully nude. Valerie eagerly nibbled on her finger as he grasped her long toned legs and got between them.
Her heart thumped in her chest feeling his wet throbbing cock resting over her clean-shaven mound and navel. Lowering himself down to her ear, Sev whispered, "I'm gonna make you mine..." Valerie could feel her ears getting hot and her body quiver. "I'm gonna make you one of my wives."
Valerie was at a loss for words. For some reason, when he mentioned her becoming one of his wives at first, she thought he was joking but he was wholeheartedly serious about this. But before she could ponder his declaration, Sev grabbed the base of his cock and reinserted himself into Valerie's awaiting pussy.
"Ay... Sev... we reunite for one day and you want to make me your wife already? At least take me out for dinner or something..." she teasingly moaned, her breath hitching.
"I made you dinner, no?" he jokingly remarked. Valerie rolled her eyes and giggled at his smooth response.
"Ah ah ah, uh uh uh. Yes... it feels so good... keep doing that... make me yours..." Valerie mewled. "Make your wife..."
Taking her hands, Sev interlocked fingers with her and pinned them above her head. Valerie couldn't help but feel so submissive yet so loved as she was cast by the dark shadow of his large muscular frame. Gazing up at him, Valerie discerned his serious and determined eyes.
Sev skillfully rolled his hips into her pelvis, reminding her why she loved fucking him. Her legs swung aimlessly in the air as he gave her long and deep strokes. Valerie's body shifted with each thrust.
Valerie allowed Sev to seize control over her, fuck her however he liked. He was a man who took what he wanted, a trait that she found attractive. "Ah... I love you..." Sev uttered in a low voice, wincing with pleasure.
Valerie's face got burning hot. This endearment made her feel things she never felt before. It was genuine... sincere... What was this man doing to her?? "I- I love you too..." she embarrassingly replied.
Their bodies got slick with sweat from their intense lovemaking. Their hot and steamy breathes humidified the surrounding air. "Oh! Ohhh! Uhhhh! So deep! Fuck me harder! Mi amor! Yes! Ohhhh! Pound me! Break me!" Valerie wailed as Sev dragged his cock in and out of her tight pussy.
Her wails of pleasure made Sev anxious. As much as he loved her moaning under him, she was getting a little too loud. He didn't want to risk getting caught in the middle of the act by Serina and Kira. It would paint a bad look on him since he had yet to inform them of his intentions.
Lowering himself down, he shut her up with his lips. "Mhhphh!" Valerie groaned with surprise but she quickly melted away. Her eyes rolled back blissfully, she enjoyed every second of their intimacy.
"Mhhhhmmm!" Valerie abruptly squealed into his mouth as her climax was ripped from her body. Her legs involuntarily wrapped around his back and her ass arched up from the couch. Tears of pure satisfaction rolled off her cheeks as her body quivered violently.
Sev groaned feeling her wet walls constrict around his shaft like an anaconda. He winced and breathed heavily as she ushered him closer to his orgasm as well.
Pulling away, Sev lapped up her sweet saliva from his lips. Gazing down at Valerie, he saw a look of pure satisfaction painted on her well-fucked face: her glazed eyes were rolled back and her tongue sexily hung from her mouth.
She looked so attractive, so alluring... A surge of carnal desire motivated Sev to hurry up and claim her as his once and for all. Letting go of her hands, he rested his body on top of her and slipped his hands underneath her ass. Heavy moans spouted from Valerie as he began to pound her sensitive hole.
She desperately clung around his waist with her legs and clawed at his back with her feminine nails, leaving visible scratch marks on his skin. "Ah uh uh uh ah! Fuuuckkk!" Valerie wailed, her voice trembling.
"What did I tell you about being too loud?" Sev growled into her ear as he gripped her malleable cheeks.
"Ay... sorry, mi amor... you just feel too good. I can't help it..." Valerie mewled apologetically. Shutting her lips, she disparagingly kept her moans to herself.
However, with every heavy stroke coming from his cock, her sultry moans of pleasure wanted to break free. Try as she might, this was simply a task she could not uphold. The stimulation was too much and Sev was quickly roping another orgasm out of her. Valerie knew that once she climaxed, her screech would be loud enough to awaken Serina and Kira from their slumber.
It also didn't help that Sev was aggressively sucking and biting on her neck. Her body was burning from overstimulation. Covering her mouth, her nostrils flared out as her breathing intensified. She huffed and puffed as she endured Sev's onslaught.
"I'm gonna cum..." Sev whispered into her ear. Then, lifting his head, he gazed down upon Valerie. "I'm going to mark you as mine..."
The tanned-skinned netrunner just feverishly nodded, refusing to speak a word. Wanting to hear her voice, Sev removed her hand from her mouth. "Augh! I can't hold it anymore. I need you to kiss me or I'm gonna wake up your wives," she desperately begged. "Please! Shut me up and make me yours. Do it, stud, make a wife out of me!"



Sev swiftly dropped his face down to Valerie and clashed lips with her. Silenced by his lips, she unleashed her pent-up moans. Valerie screamed and wailed into Sev's mouth as he vigorously heaved his hips into her. Her orgasm was imminent, she could feel it surging within her core. With a few final thrusts, he drove balls deep and unleashed his seed deep inside Valerie's eagerly awaiting pussy.
Valerie let out a muffled squeal as she climaxed as well. The two groan in blissful relief as their bodies buzzed with pure ecstasy. Her inner walls spasmed and milked Sev for everything he had. The warmth of his cum filling her womb made her violet eyes roll behind her skull.
Plucking their lips from each other, the two gasped for breath and rested their sweaty forehead against one another. "Ah... that was nice..." Valerie purred. "God how I missed fucking you..."
"Yeah... same here..." Sev grunted, collapsing onto Valerie's smaller body, his voice audibly spent.
"Augh, hey, get off, you're heavy," she playfully wheezed. However, he just lay there, which she didn't entirely mind.
After some time, Sev slowly lifted himself from Valerie and casually sat on the couch normally. He glanced over at Valerie. His stoic eyes traced up her sexy nude body. Turning his attention to her nether regions, he watched as his seed slowly leaked from her moist slit. Sev wasn't sure if Valerie was even on a pill. He was allured by his duty to populate his bloodline. And now, he had another suitable woman to plant his Valkorian seed in, however, he wasn't sure if Valerie even wanted a baby. Sev, however, felt uneasy. He had a duty to impregnate Serina and Kira before Valerie, it was the natural course of the wifely pecking order. If she were to fall pregnant before them it would mean the end of him...
"Hey, you're on a pill still, right?" Sev cautiously inquired, his voice unsteady.
Valerie slowly sat up from the couch and replied, "No. Are you hoping to knock me up? Because I'll gladly become a mommy for you mi amor..." Sev nearly choked on his spit. His reaction elicited a mischievous giggle from her. "Just kidding, hotshot. I'm on a pill. I'm not ready to be a mom, I can hardly take care of myself!" Sev sighed in relief and nodded. Valerie wasn't the mom type, for now...
"You want to know something funny?" she added.
"Shoot," Sev replied.
"I only recently got back on the pill. I started taking it when you said you wanted to meet up," Valerie meekly explained, scooting herself over to Sev and cuddling into his side. Her stomach churned reminded of the numerous close calls they had during their younger days.
"Eager were we?" he chuckled, draping his right arm over her shoulder.
"Heh, you can say something like that. I figured you might want to get reacquainted with me... I was trying to seduce you back in the private room... but you rejected me so that kinda hurt..."
"Oh, I didn't know you were serious. Plus I was with my wives, sooo."
"Yeah, and that hurt too. When you introduced me to them my world nearly collapsed around me. You go running off to god knows where and return with a harem. Not to mention you barely even wrote me... Ugh, why must you play with my heart like this..." Valerie sighed, rubbing her temples.
"Sorry, I should have told you. I have no excuses," Sev responded bluntly. "But I'm here now." Valerie felt a little frustrated with him but she couldn't help but admire his efforts to make amends.
"Aye aye... You're lucky I tolerate you," the purple-haired girl remarked.
"Tolerate me enough to become one of my wives?" Sev questioned playfully. Valerie rolled her eyes. With one swooping motion she swiftly straddled his lap.
Cupping his face with her delicate hands, she cast an alluring gaze upon him. "I suppose so... Just so long as you take care of me..." she answered in a low voice, formally accepting his offer. Sev grinned and prepared himself for a kiss. Chuckling, Valerie leaned down, ready to kiss her newly acquired husband.
However, as she did, her eyes caught a figure standing behind Sev's head. Startled, she jolted up to see Kira a few feet behind the couch. Valerie froze and her throat got dry. She had hoped that the darkness of the living room would conceal her presence, but Kira was staring right at her with her bright, turquoise eyes.
An awkward silence hung in the air between the two women. Valerie's heart raced observing the blank expression on Kira's pretty face. She had no idea how Kira would respond to her being butt naked straddling to her husband. There was no explaining her incriminating postion!
"Hey, what are you stari-," Sev murmured, wondering why Valerie had ceased their impending kiss. He froze as well, discovering his gray-haired wife standing there with a large t-shirt loosely draped onto her body, her face blank and lost.
"B- boss?"
To be continued...
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A Royal Affair Ch. 01
The sounds of aristocratic chatters filled the large, great hall. Queen Lyanna disinterestedly perched on the center seat of the high table with her legs crossed, slowly sipping on her chalice of wine.
Peering through the crowds of well-dressed nobility, she spotted her hulking man of a husband, husband Roderick, boisterously thundering with his posse of friends and fellow knights alike with a wooden goblet, spilling his meed about as he chanted songs about great heroes of times past.
"In lands where shadows lie, we rise up with spirits high! Through the mist and mountain pass, we march forth a fearless mass! Dragons fierce with fiery breath, we'll face them, defy death!"
Lyanna rolled her alluring, violet eyes as she slouched onto her chair. The monarch twirled her long braided, silver-blonde hair with her fingers as she let out a long, resigned sigh. She wasn't very fond of such festivities because while her husband went about frolicking, and enjoying the evening, the responsibility of meeting with nobles for political and trade discussions fell on her shoulders.
Sitting away from the main floor, Lyanna made every effort not to appear uninterested in formal talks, however, her efforts would become undone when her servant appeared by her side to inform her of something.
"Your Majesty," the servant began, bowing their head.
Letting out an annoyed exhale seeing that it was time to make due on her duties, Lyanna sat up and replied, "Yes?"
"There is someone who would like to grant an audience to you." Lyanna's violet eyes went weary as she attempted to slither her way out of this potential meeting.
"Is there any chance that I may adjourn this dialogue for another time? I'm terribly not in the mood to discuss any more nobles for tonight," Lyanna told her servant, her tone audibly strained.
"I understand, Your Majesty. However, may I stress the importance of this particular person?"
"Hmm, fine. Who is it?" Lyanna murmured, sipping her chalice.
"The Duke of Sylvanport, Oberon Winthrop," the servant revealed.
Lyanna's eyes widened as she was filled with displeasure, feeling the extremity of this calling. Duke Oberon was a noble of one of the most wealthy kingdoms of the realm due to it being a mercantile hub for many neighboring nations. Given Sylvanport's vast wealth, that also meant the Duke carried himself a certain way that Lyanna found distasteful...
However, the queen understood the importance of his calling since a trade agreement with him would prove to be very beneficial to her kingdom since there had been a minor shortage of food due to a recent string of raids from barbarian tribes from the east and a war her husband has waged in her name to the south. Lyanna figured that some additional importation of goods would help keep her subjects content.
Downing the rest of her wine, Lyanna took a deep breath and got up from her chair. "Very well, I will meet this Duke," the elegant silver-haired monarch sighed, gesturing for her servant to lead the way.
"Of course, Your Majesty. This way..."
Moving through the crowds of people Lyanna was eventually led to the man who had coveted for her presence. "Lord Oberon," Lyanna's servant announced, gaining his attention. "May I present, Your Majesty, Lyanna Talus Queen of Verdantia."
The silver-haired queen's violet eyes quickly scrutinized the man before her. Oberon, an older man in his mid-fifties or early sixties possessed a head of balding, black hair with a thick aristocratic mustache. He stood a bit shorter than Lyanna, his eye line around her chin. His form matched what she had imagined: on the heavier side, his gluttony was apparent in his plump cheeks, double chin, and protruding belly, emphasizing his fancy doublet.
"Your Majesty..." the Duke bowed, carefully taking the queen's right hand and kissing it. "You are as beautiful as they say!"
The Duke raised his head and hastily took in Lyanna's radiant figure before she noticed his lingering stare. The older man licked his lips observing her tall, modest stature, full, shapely bust, and distinguishable silver hair. Her serene white skin accentuated her hypnotizing violet eyes and subtly pointed ears hinted at her dragonlord heritage. The queen wore a graceful white dress with open legs that revealed her exposed shoulders and flashed a tasteful amount of cleavage. The dress flowed elegantly, spilling at the sides to allow for ease of movement and a glimpse of her long, graceful legs. Her ensemble was completed with a subtle silver crown headband, open-toed heels with laces that wrapped up to her upper calves, and other stylish accessories. Some in other places of the realm may say that her chosen attire was unmodest, however, given the warmer climate where her kingdom is situated, it was normal to wear more revealing clothes. Oberon relished the Verdantian trends. The women of these lands were all eye candy, and the queen was no exception, she was a goddess in the flesh.
Lyanna offered a measured smile, her violet eyes sharpening as she assessed the Duke. "I thank you for your compliment, Duke Oberon," she responded, her voice steady and composed. "Let us hope that your praise extends to the prosperity of our realms as does to courtly pleasantries." Her words were measured, ensuring the conversation's focus shifted toward state matters.
The Duke straightened up as he registered the queen's subtle reprimand. "My apologies, Your Majesty. Surely you can understand my awe at your radiance. I simply can't help myself, heh!" Oberon replied, letting go of Lyanna's hand.
The sliver-haired queen cautiously squinted at the Duke's flattery. It would appear that the rumors about his thirst for women were true. "No need to worry, my lord. Let's just get to the matter at hand," Lyanna refocused the conversation. "It has come to my attention that you wanted to discuss trade between our kingdoms?"
Oberon took a swig from his wine glass and curiously arched his brow. "Ah, mhm, I seek to open some dialogue for commerce between our two great nations," the Duke responded with a pleasant smile. "However, the evening is still young and I just got here! Why don't we spend this time getting better acquainted with one another before we begin serious talk, yes?"
Lyanna's mouth slightly parted in disbelief. Did he really just summon her to try to socialize with her? "Respectfully, my lord, but I much rather we get on with our negotiations. Perhaps you can enjoy the rest of the evening without stress then?"
Oberon let out a disinterested chuckle. "Hmm, I'm afraid not, Your Majesty. For you see, I've been traveling without rest for a fortnight. I want to enjoy myself for a bit. And I must say you much rather want me in a good mood when discussing things formally!" the Duke teasingly insisted.
The queen let out a resigned exhale through her nostrils. Oberon was also known to be cut-throat regarding trade agreements and she needed things to fall through for the sake of her kingdom. "Very well, my lord. Please call for me when you are ready to speak then," Lyanna said, attempting to part ways with the Duke, however, before she could, she felt a firm hand grasp her arm.
Her head snapped back to find Oberon restricting her movement. Her violet eyes flared out in utter bewilderment. "How dare he!" the queen hissed to herself while keeping a calm and unbothered demeanor.
"Like I said," the older man began. "I think it's best if we become acquainted with each other. I'm sure it would prove beneficial for our...negotiations... later," he continued, his tone laced with suggestiveness. A shiver went down Lyanna's spine feeling his grimy hand upon her.
Contemplating her options, the queen was left with almost nothing. It was either play along with this man's antics or risk leaving a bad impression on him and squandering a key opportunity. Swallowing her pride, Lyanna agreed, masking her reluctance with a kind smile.
"Very well, my lord. If my company will aid in bettering your mood, then so be it," Lyanna agreed with a subtle nod. "You be so kind as to retrieve us some more wine?" the queen said to her servant.
Lyanna proceeded to socialize with the Oberon for the rest of the evening. Their conversations were kept cordial and pleasant, for the most part... But it somehow always became a point where the Duke would circle back and flatter her with subtle flirtatious remarks about her body. Of course, she would manage to steer him back in the right direction but despite that, the old man kept at his lecherous ways.
It was becoming painfully apparent what the Duke wanted as the evening went on. Lyanna would catch his eyes constantly lingering on her chest and legs. She was disgusted with the man and the rumors about Oberon's salacious behavior were becoming clearer.
He even began to touch her inappropriately, though subtly enough to avoid drawing attention around them. Oberon would casually drape his arm around her shoulder, as if in a gesture of camaraderie or let his hand linger on her lower hip, his touch lasting just a moment too long. Each contact appeared calculated and intended to be intimate without being overt, making it difficult for Lyanna to object without causing a scene.
But the queen held her tongue no matter how comfortable the Duke got. She kept repeating to herself that this was for the sake of her kingdom. She needed Oberon to be in a pleasant mood so that she could get the most out of their soon-to-be trade negotiations.
As unpleasant as the Duke may have initially appeared, he was surpassingly charming in a strange sort of way. Lyanna became amused with his constant jesting and attempts to impress her. To a certain extent, his efforts were working, but perhaps it was the several refills of wine she had been consuming to help pass the time.
Lyanna eventually found herself in a more secluded area of the great hall, the air was thick with the scent of wine and the murmur of distant conversations. As she sat on a bench crossing her long legs, Oberon positioned himself closely next to her, his presence looming like a shadow.
"May I say that your home is a sight for sore eyes? Easily one of the most luxurious from what I've seen during my travels," the Duke remarked, his right hand drifting dangerously close to Lyanna's left knee. "Heh, the home reflects the owner!" he added, his tone laced with flirtation.
The silver-haired queen's eyes darted at him as she maintained a friendly demeanor. She had since given up trying to fend off the advances of the handsy noble, her protest falling on deaf ears. The alcohol coursing through her veins dulled her senses, clouding her judgment and weakening her resolve.
"You flatter me too much, my lord. It is mostly thanks to my predecessors for its upkeep and stature. I merely inherited it," Lyanna replied, her voice tinged with forced politeness. But her words only seemed to embolden Oberon, his hand inching further up her leg, sending shivers down her spine.
"The pleasure is mine, Your Majesty," Oberon grinned, his eyes glinting with a predatory gleam as he took a long sip from his wine glass. "Your family is one of the most esteemed houses of the realm! I would expect nothing less. And considering what you've done with the place, the Talus name holds true!"
Lyanna forced a tight-lipped smile, her discomfort growing with each passing moment. "Such kind words, my lord," she replied, her voice strained as she calmly shifted away from his touch.
But the Duke remained undeterred, his gaze lingering on her with unsettling intensity. "You are too modest, Your Majesty," he murmured, his hand now boldly tracing the contours of her thigh. "I've long admired your family's legacy and your own contributions to it. You are quite a remarkable young woman! How old are you again?" The queen felt her chest swelling with an unfamiliar warmth she hadn't felt for such a long time. Oberon's suggestive remarks were out of line given she was a married woman, however, she was oddly enjoying his words for her husband, Roderick, barely spoke to her in such ways.
"I'm nearing my twenty-fifth Moon," Lyanna answered. Oberon smiled with pure awe.
"My, my! Your wisdom exceeds your age!" the Duke remarked with a roar. "You have everything a man wants in a woman! It's a shame someone has beaten me to it! I would have loved to be betrothed to you."
Lyanna's heart raced, her breath catching her throat as she struggled to maintain her composure at his blunt declaration. "Your flattery knows no bounds, my lord," she managed, her tone icy despite the warmth of her words. However, she couldn't help but show a flattered smile. "But I must remind you of the boundaries of propriety."
Oberon chuckled, his grip on her soft thigh tightening ever so slightly. "Ah, but where's the harm in a little harmless flirtation between friends?" he whispered into her ear, his breath hot and permeated with the aroma of wine.
"We're friends now? We only just met," Lyanna retorted with an amused expression.
The Duke nodded affirmingly, his hand delving under her skirt and into her inner thigh. "Yes, are we not? I believe the connection between us is undeniable, no? It's been a delight spending the evening with you. I hope you can say the same for me?"
The queen's chest swelled. A part of her screamed for her to end his nefarious advances, but another kept her complacent, rousing Oberon to continue. Her violet eyes hastily scanned the great hall to see if anyone was watching them. Thankfully they were obscured by several tables and chairs in front of them. It also helped that most of the nobles were heavy on the buzz of alcohol to notice their seemingly scandalous parley.
Lyanna's attention was quickly drawn back to Oberon feeling his hand delve dangerously close to her heat. "Uh, well... I would like to say it has," she involuntarily stammered, trying to adjust herself away from the Duke but her position was already too compromised to distance herself. "But I may say that perhaps you're getting a little too... enthusiastic, yes?" she meekly warned, her heart jumped with the thrill of this man's pursuit for her favor.
Oberon's grin widened, his touch lingering further despite Lyanna's feeble attempts to make distance. "Hmm, enthusiastic, you say?" he murmured, his voice low and suggestive. "I prefer to think of it as appreciative of true beauty."
His words caused Lyanna's body to burn with strange, allured feelings. "Lord Oberon," she managed to stiffen her tone. "This is hardly appropriate behavior. I must insist you refrain from such liberties this instant before someone sees. Aren't you a bit concerned that my husband might discover what you're doing with his wife??"
The lecherous Duke glanced toward the main space before returning his undying attention to the queen. "I believe he's too busy rousing the festivities to care," Oberon declared confidently. "May I ask you something, Your Majesty?" he continued, inching his hand deeper between Lyanna's long legs.
The queen angled her eyes down to the junction of his naughty touching before returning her attention to him. "Wha- what is it you are asking?" she winced at the Duke's touch.
"Does your husband tend to your needs?" Lyanna bemusely fluttered her eyelids at Oberon's bold question.
"I'm not entirely sure what you mean, my lord," the queen put on a coy tone. The Duke chuckled and inched his face closer to hers.
"Don't act so naive. I think you know exactly what I'm alluding to..." he whispered, sliding his fingers along her moistening undergarments.
Lyanna's words were caught in her throat as the pleasurable sensations below became too much to disregard. "Hmm, isn't it improper for a man to involve himself in a married woman's private affairs?" she replied, her voice tense and breathy.
"Perhaps," Oberon responded, his eyes locking onto her violet orbs with an intensity that made her pulse quicken. He leaned even closer, his breath warm against her ear. "But sometimes, propriety is a small price to pay for desire..."
The queen shivered, apprehension and longing coursing through her. "Desire?" she whispered, her resolve wavering as his exploring fingers grazed her heat over her underwear.
"Yes, Lyanna," the Duke murmured, ceasing his formalities, his lips brushing the sensitive skin of her neck. "Desire that has been simmering beneath the surface, waiting for the right moment to ignite..."
Lyanna's breath hitched as his touch sent waves of heat through her body. "Oberon, we shouldn't..." she uttered, subconsciously moving her head over for easier access for the Duke.
"Tell me to stop, and I will..." he softly said, his lips journeying down to her exposed shoulder. "But I'm willing to bet that you want me to continue..." Oberon claimed.
"I..." Lyanna was at a loss for words.
"You didn't answer my question, Lyanna..." the Duke reiterated, peppering soft kisses on her shoulder and kneading her now sopping crotch.
The queen snuck a glance at her husband, who was still entertaining himself and those around him. Roderick was a fine consort to Lyanna: brave, a skilled warrior, and considered handsome to many. However, with his outward perfection, he embodied the proto-typical self-absorbed noble of the court. She was certain he cared more about his sword than his wife.
Their marriage was a political arrangement, orchestrated during their adolescence by their parents. As a consequence, their relationship was driven more by duty rather than love. Lyanna was acutely aware that Roderick found her boring and overly austere. This likely explained why he preferred the company of tavern ladies and other women of the court over hers. She partly blamed herself; she had to grow up quickly when her parents passed away, forcing her to ascend the throne at a young age. Lyanna was never afforded the time and luxury to explore lighter, more carefree aspects of life.
The silver-haired queen's deep thought was snapped by Oberon's tongue gliding against the delicate skin of her neck. "Huh? Ah... no... he doesn't..." she revealed without thinking, her voice faint. The Duke smiled deviously as he sensually expressed his desires for the monarch.
"I can tend to your needs, Your Majesty..." Oberon said, hungrily taking in her sweet aroma. "Let me do you a service... You deserve it... But again, if you don't want this you can say no right now and I'll stop..." Although he offered an avenue of escape the queen, found herself struggling to take it.
Lyanna's soft lips parted as she began to quietly mewl from Oberon's touching and kissing. It had been so long since she had experienced the touch, arousal, and thrill of sexual gratification. The queen offered no further objections to the lecherous Duke, solidifying her decision.
"Hmm, good... Why don't we go somewhere with a more... intimate setting? I think it's a great time to begin our... state affairs..." the older man said, releasing his lips from her neck, his voice was tinged with nefarious implications. A gasp escaped the silver-haired queen's lush lips feeling his pudgy fingers heavily prod at her sex causing her to lock eyes with Oberon. She discerned a smug, knowing grin on his plump face, what he was implying was laced with sexual deviancy.
Lyanna's heart sank at the suggestion, her inhibitions screaming at her to refuse. But strangely, it was as if she had no control over herself. She knew exactly what the Duke wanted from her, and she knew what she exactly wanted from him. It was vile, depraved, and scandalous! However, the queen offered no resistance to the man's advances. It could have been the alcohol in her system impairing her inhibitions or long pent-up sexual desires finally breaking free from their long slumber, likely both.



"Oh, heavens..." the silver-haired queen uttered feeling another heavy prod at her now sopping crotch. Her apprehensive violet eyes then shifted into one of allured desire. "And what might our "negotiations" entail, my lord?" she inquired with a low, amused voice, her tense demeanor loosening.
The rotund Duke salaciously licked his lips seeing the queen falling for his seduction. "That's for you to find out. But I can assure you that you will discover it... pleasurable... very pleasurable..." he declared, pulling his lips away from her neck and finishing his glass of wine with one big gulp. "Why don't we part ways from here so I can show you?" The queen's heart skipped a beat from the thrill of what was progressing. This man was so vulgar! She was filled with bewilderment and intrigue, wondering why this man seemed so confident and alluring, despite his unappealing appearance. She would find out soon enough...
Lyanna swiftly looked toward her husband, now singing on a table with a congregation of people below joining him. Her consort was impaired and had no clue what was going on. It was likely he would find a lady of the court and sneak off with her by the end of the evening. The queen bit her lip concluding that it was her turn to find the company of another.
"Very well..." Lyanna finally agreed, eliciting an excited smile from Oberon. Uncrossing her legs, she got up to her feet and gestured for the Duke to follow her. "Let's leave here, shall we?" she could hardly contain her own desirous grin under her unfazed facial expression.
Before they left the great hall, the queen informed her servant of her plans to have her meeting with Oberon now, and under no circumstances should she be bothered for this was a "vital" meeting for the kingdom's well-being.
Oberon followed suit as Lyanna led the way. She couldn't shake this gnawing sense of unease that clung to her as the Duke closely trailed behind, each step bringing her closer to a private audience with a man whose intentions were anything but honorable. But the thrill of her wrongdoings was unexpectedly tantalizing. Lyanna could practically feel her wetness leaking down her inner thighs as she walked.
The queen reflected on the numerous gossip stories circulating among the courtwomen. Lyanna had always dismissed these tales as exaggerated and dramatized for the sake of conversation. Yet now, she found herself living a scenario she had once only heard about in whispered rumors.
As she strode down the many large hallways of her manor, she cautiously scanned her surroundings out of paranoia as if she wasn't the lady of her manor to see if anyone was watching her guide the Duke to some obscure location to do god knows what.
Taking Oberon to her private villa in an isolated area of the manor, Lyanna snuck with the older man to her personal bedroom chamber. Ushering him inside, the queen hastily shut the door behind them, locking it.
Resting her back against the door, Lyanna anxiously stared at the Duke observing her bedroom lit by only the ambiance of the moon peering through the balcony window. "You have a wonderful room, Your Majesty," he said with a wide grin as he locked eyes with her.
Lyanna discerned the gleam of hunger in the older man's eyes, a feeling she hadn't experienced in some time. "So, what shall we do now, my lord?" the queen anxiously inquired squeezing her loins out of pure excitement.
Oberon remained silent as he went over to the nearby fireplace and stoked the simmering embers, lifting the room's darkness and giving it a somewhat romantic atmosphere. "We start negotiating," the Duke stated with a knowing smirk.
Striding over to the queen, he wrapped his arms around her and grabbed a handful of her plush cheeks over her dress. "Oh my!" Lyanna playfully gasped. She shuddered as his face came close to hers and felt his hot breath against her flushed cheeks.
Then, with one fluid motion, Oberon leaned forward and connected his lips with hers. Lyanna's eyes widened with exhilaration and surprise kissing another man that wasn't her husband.
His tongue advanced past her lush lips, delving into the depths of her mouth. He twirled with hers as his lecherous hands slipped under her skirt and traveled toward her. Lyanna could taste the alcohol imbued in his saliva. It was pungent, but rather arousing. Unaccustomed to such passionate displays of affection, the queen remained awkwardly stiff as the Duke had his way with her. But the longer she kissed the man, the more she slowly melted into his salacious embrace, loosening her tense demeanor.
Lyanna's violet eyes fluttered behind her lids as her arms subconsciously journeyed Oberon's wide body. She stroked his back and tugged at him as their kissing intensified. Her fingers traced the contours of his plump back, tugging at his clothing as she brought herself closer.
The heat between them grew thicker as their nostrils flared out for breath; Oberon's kneading fingers sunk into her soft cheeks, eliciting small, needy moans from the queen. Lyanna's initial hesitation gave way to a fervent eagerness, her body responding to the Duke's assertive touch. Her mind, clouded by the intoxicating mix of alcohol and lust, surrendered to the moment, allowing herself to be swept by the forbidden thrill of it all.
"Hmm, why don't we take this to your bed?" Oberon suggested, pulling away from Lyanna's lips, a smug expression played on his plump face. The queen, filled with a flurry of anticipation and arousal just subtly nodded in agreement, struggling to contain an eager smile.
Taking his hand, Lyanna led the older man toward her sizable bed. Her heart raced with every step as they drew nearer to the place where their depraved "negotiating" was going to take place. "Let's get rid of our pesky garments, shall we?" Oberon said, tugging at her dress with a suggestive grin.
Lyanna nodded, her breath catching in her throat. "Of course, my lord..."
Her fingers trembled slightly as she reached for the ties of her dress, undoing them with deliberate slowness. She watched Oberon shed his clothing, leaving himself only in his underwear, revealing his unsavory out-of-shape, rounder body. Despite his short stature and signs of age and indulgence etched into his plump frame, there was a raw confidence in his movements and mannerisms that stirred something deep within her.
Lyanna's dress slipped from her body, pooling around her feet and leaving her exposed to the Duke's hungry gaze. She stood before him, clad only in her laced heels and royal panties. Vulnerability and excitement rushed through her veins. Oberon's beady eyes nearly erupted from his sockets seeing the queen in such an suggestive state.
His gaze locked onto her soft, shapely breasts, her pink nipples erotically stood erect. Angling his eyes lower, his cock swelled against his undergarments spotting a discernable wet spot formed on the the queen's panties.
The Duke stepped closer to Lyanna. "You are a vision..." he murmured, his voice thick with desire. He reached out, tracing his big hands along the curves of her waist, then moving up to cup her perfect, exposed boobs.
Lyanna shivered at his touch, her own softer hands moving to explore his softer, fuller chest, and shoulders. She felt his skin radiating against hers. Glancing down, she discovered the sizable tent stretching the fabric of his undergarment. Her alluring eyes widened with intrigue.
Returning her gaze to Oberon's, he offered a wide, knowing gaze. "Curious to see my cock?" he inquired, his voice filled with affirming confidence.
"Y-yes..." Lyanna's words were caught in her throat from his vulgar statement. From what she could see, he potentially surpassed her husband's endowment. Oberon smiled pompously sensing the eagerness in her eyes.
"Good," the Duke began, resting his hands on her exposed shoulders. "But first, let me help you with the rest of your attire..." Lyanna gasped as he lowered her onto the edge of the bed with such force and gentle care. Now seated, Oberon kneeled before her and carefully took her right leg.
He undid the laces on her calves with a well-practiced hand as if he had done this before. Once sufficiently loosened, he slowly removed her heel from her elegant foot and placed a sensual kiss on it before doing the same with her other. Each movement was deliberate, almost reverent as he savored the moment.
His touch made Lyanna feel bubbly under her skin with a strange mix of exhilaration and trepidation. This man, although vulgar with depraved intent, was seductively alluring with his confidence and precision. She watched breathlessly as he discarded her royal footwear, his gaze never leaving her face.
Oberon's rough hands slid off her smooth claves, lingering on her knees before journeying along her thighs. Lyanna's breath hitched, her body responding to his touch in ways she hadn't anticipated.
Traveling further up her thighs, he reached the strings of her panties. He paused, awaiting his majesty's approval to continue. Lyanna was dazed, utterly immersed in Oberon's seduction. Biting the corner of her lip, she responded with an affirming nod, as if she decreed it as a royal command.
Oberon's eyes gleamed with delight as he obeyed her command. With one fluid motion, he slipped her panties down her long, elegant legs. His throat immediately went draw discovering his queen's pussy was clean-shaven, bare.
"You are exquisite, my queen. You have the finest body of the realm..." the Duke murmured, his voice beamed with pure delight. A gratified smile played on Lyanna's lips hearing his great desire for her. She had nearly forgotten what it was like to yearned for.
"Hmm, you really know your way with your silver tongue, my lord," Lyanna hummed, her voice low and amused.
Oberon knowingly smirked in response to his compliment. "My tongue can do more than just be... persuasive..." he suggestively hinted. Lyanna's fetching eyes widened in realization of what he meant.
With a thrilled grin, Lyanna continued, "Oh? Do you mind showing your majesty what else your tongue can do?"
"With certainty..." the Duke confidently responded, slowly and deliberately licking his lips with his wet tongue.
Carefully taking her legs, he mounted them over his wide shoulders and moved closer to her wet, steaming royal cunt. Lyanna closely observed Oberon as he gently splayed her legs and brought his face closer to her crotch. She shuddered feeling his hot breath bush against her moist lips.
"I've always wanted to know what a queen's pussy tastes like..." the older man muttered. Lyanna anxiously bit on her index finger, her stomach fluttering with carnal arousal.
"It's time to find out, my lord Oberon..." she incited, subtly tugging him closer with her legs. Lyanna and Oberon shared a brief, entertained stare.
"Hmm, gladly," the Duke spoke, determined.
Bending forward, Oberon planted his lips against Lyanna's eagerly awaiting pussy. "Ohhhh!" she let out a long, satisfied purr as he tenderling began to kiss and lick the length of her labia.
A wave of pent of pleasurable release crashed over the queen as she trembled and grabbed the soft satin sheets of her bed. "Yes... Oberon... That feels good... keep going..." she mewled as her violet eyes rolled back her skull.
The Duke her cunt with sensual fervor. He savored her sweet taste and alluring feminine aroma. Seeking more of her nectar, he delved his tongue past her folds, eliciting a throaty moan from Lyanna. She gasped for breath as his mustache tickled her clit and hot tongue explored her inner depths.
"Ohhh, ah... Oberon... keep using your mouth like that. Hmmm just like that... You feel so good against my pussy..." Lyanna involuntarily allowed her tongue to slip. The older man wickedly smiled with her sopping slit against his lips hearing the monarch surrender to her lust.
Gripping her soft thighs, Oberon stuffed his face deeper into her crotch. His tongue now curled and wiggled around in search of all her pleasurable weak points. He noted every sharp gasp and heavy moan with each exploratory prod. Lyanna's juices seemed to flow into his mouth like an endless heavenly waterfall. The Duke gulped down every drop, leaving none to spare.
Lyanna's body responded with great pleasure as he tongue fucked her sensitive slit. Her inner core burned with a searing desire for more. Tilting her eyes down to Oberon, she ran her delicate hands across his balding head, before pulling him deeper.
"Shove your tongue deeper, Oberon... I need this...Hmm, you're making me feel so good!" she coaxed, her voice low and lustful. Locking eyes with her, Oberon pridefully grinned and curled his tongue upwards, striking her G-spot.
"OH MY!" Lyanna gasped as her toes involuntarily clenched. The Duke emitted a low grumble of delight knowing where her royal pleasure spot was. Continuing his efforts, he vigorously kept prodding at her weak point.
His tongue ignited a raging fire within her that couldn't be quelled. Her body buzzed with potent tingling sensations that were too much for her nerves to handle. "Yes! D-don't stop! Keep going, keep going, keep going!" she incoherently uttered as she collapsed onto her back.
Wrapping her legs around his head, she yanked his face even deeper into her quivering cunt. Oberon let out a slightly uncomfortable groan as she kept him firmly trapped between her legs. Lyanna devolved into a moaning mess, continuously screaming out for more. The Duke pushed onward, unwavering by her rather rough encouragement. But this only served to urge him to go harder.
Oberon drew Lyanna dangerously close to the edge with his skillful fellatio. The older man could feel it too; her wet walls contracted around his tongue and more of her sweetness poured from her in preparation for her climax. Then, feeling a sharp, piercing feeling shoot up her spine, the queen's eyes shot open.
"O-Oberon! I'm getting close! I'm gonna! I'm gonn-," Lyanna couldn't finish her sentence as her climax ripped through her. "AHHHHHHHH YESSSSS!" she screamed as she shook violently.
She reflexively squeezed, the Duke's head with her thighs and her ass erotically arched from the bed as she came all over his mouth. Oberon groaned as she nearly crushed his skull and flooded his mouth with her sweet cream. He figured if he were to die now, he would die a happy man.
Oberon basked himself in the moment. He felt overwhelmingly proud that he was able to bring the queen of a powerful kingdom to orgasm. He gazed up at her alluring body. Her chest heaved heavily as she panted for air.
With her orgasm finally subsiding, Lyanna slowly descended her ass back down to the bed and loosened her tense muscles. She just laid there in pure euphoria, reeling in from probably the best orgasm of her life. Never had Roderick made her feel like that before.
Relaxing her legs, she untangled them from Oberon's neck, allowing him to pull away from her quivering pussy. He let out a thick steamy exhale, wiping his slathered chin with his arm. "How was that, Your Majesty?" he suggestively said, clearing his throat from her slimy goodness.
Lyanna, still weak from her mind-shattering orgasm slowly lifted her head from the bed to face the Duke. "Amazing... Oberon... You were right about that tongue of yours..." she barely managed to say with a satisfied chuckle.
"Heh, I'm always right, Lyanna," Oberon shifted into a more casual way of speaking.
Removing her legs from his shoulders, Oberon lumbered back to his feet. "So, are you ready to see me in all my glory?" he asked almost jokingly.
"Yes, I've been wondering if the rumors about you were true," Lyanna replied, slowly gathering herself onto her elbows. The Duke curiously arched his bushy brow.
"Oh?" he began, intrigued. "What have you heard?" Lyanna carefully rubbed her chin and took a moment to ponder.
"Well, I normally don't pay much attention to such gossip, but, I heard you are a known lecher. A seducer of noblemen's wives," she revealed, her voice tinged with amusement and curiosity. "I had my doubts when I finally earned the pleasure of meeting you, but from what I am experiencing, I can say that the rumors are definitely true."
Oberon chuckled, a low satisfied sound that resonated through the room. "Ah, Lyanna, gossip can often be exaggerated, but in this case, perhaps it holds some truth," he said, his eyes glinting with mischief. He slowly hoisted himself onto the bed, crawling over Lyanna's body, his heavyweight causing the bed to sink under them. "Though, I must say, none of those encounters compare to this moment with you..." he murmured, his voice dropping a conspiratorial whisper.
Lyanna felt her stomach flutter at his overcasting presence and suggestive words. The combination of his experienced touch and smooth, silver tongue was making it increasingly difficult to resist him.
Hovering over her, Oberon leaned closer and gently took her chin. "You see, I may not be the most handsome man in the realm. I'm not the tallest, or strongest," he admitted, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that belied his humble words. "But I do know how to entice and satisfy women... The gods blessed me with that at least"
His voice was low, each word vibrating with the promise of undiscovered pleasure. Lyanna's breathing grew heavier, her violet eyes widened as took in his unwavering gaze. There was a magnetic pull in his presence, a raw confidence that was both disarming and intoxicating.
"Hmm, your reputation precedes you, Oberon," the queen murmured with a wide captivated smile. Her lips, subconsciously inching forward to meet his.
The Duke allowed the queen to drift ever closer to him, but he abruptly pulled away at the very last moment before their lips could meet. "Besides my way with words and tongue... Don't you want to know why women find me so enticing?" he offered Lyanna a question.
"Hmm, why?" she playfully replied, her brows curiously arched.
With a mischievous, smug grin, Oberon removed himself from Lyanna, crawled to the center of the large bed, and plopped himself onto his back. Grabbing his tented mast over his underwear, he gestured a beckoning finger at the queen and murmured, "Come here and find out..."
Lyanna's violet eyes narrowed onto his crotch. Her heart thumped in her chest discerning a large, thick imprint under his garment. She was anxious and intrigued to see what hidden treasure he had in store for her.
Biting her lip, she carefully rolled over and crawled to the Duke, her eyes never leaving his tented crotch. Arriving at his feet, she sat on her knees, tucking her elegant feet under her thighs, and met Oberon's gaze. "Go on now. Remove my undergarment and see your prize..." he suggested, his voice low and assertive.
Moving closer, she hovered over him and reached for the hem of his underwear. Her mind raced as the details of his mysterious manhood were on the brink of disclosure. Sliding the fabric down with deliberate slowness, she felt a surge of anticipation coursing through her veins.
As his underwear slipped his hips, down his big, hairy legs, and finally down to his ankles, Lyanna's mouth parted in bewilderment as Oberon's cock sprung free. Her violet eyes keenly observed his imposing phallus nearly the size of her forearm. Its fat girth was decorated with thick veins wrapping around its length, a sight that was both intimidating and mesmerizing. Lyanna's throat went dry as she noted his other formidable features: a bulbous cockhead and big, low-hanging balls.
"Do you like what you see?" Oberon teased with a prideful grin.
Lyanna still entranced by his monstrous manhood shook her head into focus and stammered, "W-what? Y-yes... It's very big..." Her voice was lost and aroused.
"Have you seen anything like it?" the Duke suggestively prodded. Lyanna subtly shook her head, her eyes resuing to pry from his throbbing cock. Then, with a wicked smirk, he continued, "Bigger than your husband's pecker??"



"Yes..." Lyanna answered surprisingly quickly. "Way bigger than him..." Oberon chuckled victoriously, surprised, yet gratified to know that his endowment surpassed that mighty warrior Rodrick.
His cock swelled with anticipation as the queen kneeled before him. Her enticing silhouette glowed with radiance as the fireplace set an erotic ambiance to the chamber. The Duke felt like he was in a vivid wet dream. But he wasn't, this was real.
Gathering himself from his entranced daze, Oberon made eye contact with Lyanna and said, "Why don't you come here and sit on your new throne?" His tone was laced with playful suggestiveness.
Lyanna felt her words caught in her throat. She had never seen a man this big before. The only person she had ever been with was her husband. A mix of thrill and trepidation filled her, however. The queen was beckoned by the opportunity to try something new in her usually cordial and dull life.
With a sinful smile etched on her elegant face, she nodded and sexily moved closer to the Duke. Crawling to him like a pussy cat, she swayed her ass with slow and deliberate movements, accentuating her perfect curves.
Lyanna straddled Oberon's lap. Her violet eyes tilted down at his erect pole, waiting for her royal pussy's arrival. Hesitantly reaching down, she wrapped her slender fingers around his girthy shaft and hoisted it against her lower abdomen, measuring how far it would reach inside her.
The sensation of her delicate touch and smooth, warm body against him caused the Duke's breath to hitch. "Oberon... will you even fit inside me?" Lyanna cautiously questioned, her voice apprehensive, yet aroused.
Oberon, with a confident grin, nodded assuringly. "Oh, it'll fit. You just need to get... adjusted to it. Don't worry, it will all be worth it. I can promise you that."
With an amused and excited smile, Lyanna rose over his eager cock and aligned him toward her sopping pussy. But before she could descend, Oberon, stopped her. "Wait, you may want to wetten me up before doing that," he suggested with a chuckle.
"And how do you suppose I do that?" Lyanna playfully inquired, her tone curious and aroused.
"Spit on it," the Duke simply stated. The queen arched her brows. Then with a knowing glint in her eyes, she lowered herself back on his lap. Taking the base of his cock, she held it straight up and sexily bent her head over it.
Gathering her saliva, she parted her lush lips and allowed her translucent, slimy oral fluids to dribble onto his erect manhood. Oberon's heart pounded with exhilaration feeling her warm, wet spit pour over his cockhead and flow down the length of his shaft. His beady eyes hungrily followed the long strings of Lyanna's spit seamlessly flowing from her delectable lips.
Once sufficiently lubed, the queen then began to stroke his pole, lathering her oral secretions onto the entirety of his formidable manhood. Oberon winced and groaned beneath her as her delicate hand glided up and down his wet cock. The two locked eyes, never leaving one another as they immersed themselves in their erotic moment.
Lyanna felt empowered making this man feel good. The Duke's low groans and longing throbs made her stomach flutter with thrilled excitement. "Hmm, is that good enough, Oberon?" the silver-haired queen asked, her fingers sensually stroking the tip of his leaking cock.
"Ah, augh... Yes, that is more than enough," the Duke uttered, his voice husky and full of desire. Her teasing fingers sent sharp tingles throughout his body. "Augh, get your fine ass over here and sit on your throne," he hungrily urged as he reached out and grabbed the curves of her hips.
"Oh? Heavens, Oberon!" Lyanna playfully gasped as the man lifted her over his cock once more. Tilting her violet eyes below, she guided his pulsating cockhead against her royal lips and allowed him to lower herself onto him.
"Ah... hmmm... so big..." she hummed feeling him part her slit and delve into her ever so slightly. Inch by inch, Lyanna meticulously took his length. Oberon, as much as he was about to fuck a queen, couldn't wait any longer. He knew that she was unaccustomed to the ways of sexual promiscuity, so he took it upon himself to teach her.
Sinking his pudgy fingers into her soft flesh, Oberon gave Lyanna a strong tug, causing her to slip onto his entire length. "OHHHH! BY THE GODS!" she squealed as a sudden surge of heat and pressure pierced through her pussy. Her body quivered violently as her senses were overloaded with unfamiliar stimuli.
Meeting the queen's gaze, the Duke discerned a shocked yet, aroused look on her face. She was appalled that this man took such liberties with her when she wanted to take her time, but at the same time, she was allured by his vulgar forcefulness.
"How does my cock, feel, my queen?" Oberon said with a smug smile plastered on his lips.
"Nhg... so full..." was all Lyanna could utter as she steadied her sharp breaths. His cock had her entire love canal full, leaving no nerve untouched. His girth stretched her cunt to its limits and his length reached places she never knew existed.
Lyanna's breaths slowed as she adjusted herself to the Duke's endowment. Her mind raced knowing that the deed had commenced, she was cheating on her husband. Oberon bit his lip feeling her tight, wet pussy around him.
"Augh, you are tighter than some virgins I fucked," he murmured, his voice riddled with pure satisfaction. Not knowing how to respond to that, Lyanna just took his vulgar words as a compliment.
"Again with the silver tongue, my lord," she playfully responded, as she leaned forward and planted her hands on his soft chest. "But enough talking, let's get to our negotiating..." she teasingly continued.
"By all means," Oberon happily agreed with a subtle nod.
Erotically licking her perfect white teeth, Lyanna proceeded to slowly ride Oberon's cock. She sensually undulated her perfect ass on his lap, causing the soft mattress to creak rhythmically to her steady movements.
"Oh... ohhhh... Hmmm, yes..." the silver-haired queen purred as her riding intensified with every sinking motion. Oberon's chest heaved as the tightness of her royal pussy ensnared his cock in its warm grasp.
He hungrily watched as his manhood disappeared and reappeared from her smooth, bare cunt. Lyanna's weight bore down on him as the bed creaked, adding to the depraved lust of the atmosphere. "Mmmm, you're so deep, Oberon..." the silver-haired queen mewled, her voice laced with utter euphoria.
The Duke bit his lip and his hands found their way onto her malleable cheeks. The older man squeezed and kneaded her ass, eagerly dragging her down every time she rose from his formidable love pole. Their heavy panting and guttural moans were all that could be heard in the erotically lit bed chamber.
Lyanna's sexual fervor heightened as she continued to ride her secret bed companion. Casting the last of her cordial propriety, the queen proceeded to roll her hips into his pelvis with increased vigor. "Ohh, yes... that's it, Lyanna! Augh... you feel amazing... my queen..." Oberon struggled to get out as the vice embrace of her wet walls strangled his juicy cock.
"Ohhh, ohhh, yessss! Augh, I've always wanted to fuck a queen!" the Duke continued to gasp out as his fingers sunk deep into her soft, serene flesh.
Lyanna's striking violet robs glinting with pleasure and gratification. Making love to Rodrick always felt devoid of any love or passion, and usually concluded with her husband the only one left satisfied. But her taboo coupling with this older, rotund Duke showed her that sex can be much more than what she had with her consort. It can be fulfilling and incredibly entertaining.
"Yeah?" Lyanna moaned, her ass bouncing on him with even more speed and force. "You're such a dirty old man, Oberon... Seducing the Queen of Verdantia into sharing a bed with you? I hope you think it's worth it, my lord, because if anyone finds out... Who knows what will happen to you..." she teasingly said with somewhat of a threatening undertone.
Oberon, however, just grinned with enthusiasm. He knew that what he was doing was akin to a carnal sin; seducing a noble queen in her own manor. It was dangerous. Who knew what would happen if anyone were to discover their adultery? What would her husband do? What would the court think? But that's what made enhanced the pleasure of their depraved fucking. The thrill of the wrongness of their indulgence in each other's intimate company was all too addicting.
"Heh, It's more than worth it, Lyanna..." Oberon grunted, starting to thrust his hips up into her pussy, eliciting a sharp, throaty moan from the queen. "And I don't plan to stop after this." His bold statement caused her eyes to widen with intrigue and desire.
"Oh?" Lyanna responded, her breath slow and heavy.
Oberon, sliding his feet up and planting them onto the bed for more leverage, increased the tempo of his pistoning pelvis. "I plan to visit your delightful kingdom more often to conduct more... negotiations..." he said with a knowing and secretive tone. Lyanna's inner core burned at the naughty prospect of what he implied.
"Hmmm, I believe that is something we can arrange, my lord," she responded with a sinful grin; Lyanna thoroughly enjoyed her experience with Oberon and longed for more potential congregations with the hung man. The Duke gleefully smirked at the promise of her perfect, nude form in his company again.
Then, slowly and deliberately tracing her hands up his hairy chest, Lyanna cupped his plump face, bent down to him, and whispered, "Just so long as you can keep our meetings... discreet..." Her words flowed with tantalizing seduction into his ears.
"Of course, my queen... I wouldn't want to spoil our fun and damage your emanant reputation..." the older man replied with a low and gentle voice.
Lyanna alluringly smiled, satisfied with the Duke's promise. Leaning forward, she intertwined lips with Oberon. Their tongues sexily mingled in an erotic dance as their sexes continued to sleuth together.
The rhythm of their rutting was initially rapid and incoherent. But eventually, their sexual fervor synced. Loud clapping noises rang as Lyanna's descending ass and Oberon's rising hips met in perfect unison. Their nostrils flared as they desperately huffed for air as their fucking grew hotter and more intense.
The sensation of Oberon's cock rapidly penetrating her pussy and stabbing her cervix sent shocks of pleasure through Lyanna's body. She felt something deep within her rising, threatening to burst. Each powerful thrust drew her closer and closer to her impending explosion. She eagerly bounced her ass into him to extract as much pleasure as possible, adding to the euphoric ecstasy for the both of them.
This went on until her body could last no longer. With one final thrust, Oberon's cockhead smashed into the portal of her womb causing a sudden storm surge through her nerves. "MMMHHMMPPHHH!" she squealed into her secret lover's mouth as she succumbed to her orgasm.
Releasing their lips, Lyanna let out a hot, steamy puff of hair from her lips and released a loud, guttural moan. "AHHH! By the gods! FUCCKKKKK!" her words were so vulgar and unbefitting of her stature, but that's what made things hotter for the lecherous lord. Breaking this noble woman into nothing but a needy slut was a grand achievement for him.
The silver-haired queen shuddered violently as her pussy creamed all over Oberon's addicting cock. The older man triumphantly grinned as she orgasmed on him. But he couldn't help but tense his muscles and clench his toes at the potent feeling of her royal walls constricting around him, eagerly attempting to milk him for his seed.
Lyanna's alluring eyes fluttered behind her skull as her pussy pulsed and throbbed heavily, rendering her unable to think properly. This was easily the best orgasm of her life! She never knew that cumming could feel this good!
But after a minute or so of shaking and moaning, Lyanna's climax finally began to subside, allowing her to gather her lust-stricken body. "Ah... That was amazing, Oberon..." was all the queen could say, her voice spent and heavy.
"Hmm, I think it's safe to say that you've never experienced an orgasm that hard before," the Duke smugly responded. Lyanna bobbed her wobbly head.
"Yes... I've never felt an orgasm that strong before in my life..."
"Heh, your husband really hasn't been tending to his marital duties... What a shame," Oberon murmured, his voice mixed with mockery and desire. His hands roamed over Lyanna's smooth, elegant body with possessive familiarity, exploring the curves and contours that her husband seemingly neglected. "But don't worry," he continued, his breath hot against her intimately close face. "I'll make sure you receive the attention you deserve..." His words were a promise, a vow to fulfill her every need in a way that left no doubt about his prowess.
Lyanna's heart pounded in her chest. A mix of anticipation and arousal surged through her as she thoroughly valued the Duke's seductive assurance. "I do like that sound of that, my Duke Oberon," she purred. "Perhaps you can serve as my husband in bed?"
Oberon's eyes shined with satisfaction at her words. "Oh, I plan to do much more than that, my queen," he replied, his tone confident and commanding. "Tonight, I will show you what it truly means to be desired, to be worshipped..."
His big hands continued their exploration, his touch igniting a fire within Lyanna. As he leaned in, their lips met once more in a passionate kiss, sealing the promise of the night ahead.
Their slow, kissing eventually evolved into something more intense as their bodies reared up to continue their nasty fucking. Lyanna gasped as she felt herself suddenly roll onto her back with such strong force with her lover's cock never slipping from her depths.
The queen's violet eyes widened as she met Oberon's gaze as he loomed over her. A wide, excited smile played on her lips as she anticipated their passionate escapade to resume. Knowing what each other wanted, Oberon drew his hips back and slammed himself deep.
"Oh!" Lyanna exclaimed with a loud, lusty moan.
The Duke wasted no time pistoning his hips back and forth. Oberon gave the queen long, deep strokes, striking every weak point with mind-melting precision. Lyanna savored his powerful rutting into her. His hovering presence over her imbued a sense of pure passion and desire over her as her body rippled and heaved with each of his connecting blows.
"Ah ah ah! Uh uh uh! Yes, Oberon! Mmm, keep going! Don't stop!" Lyanna wailed out in rhythm to his pounding cock. Oberon moved his hands into hers, interlocking fingers and pinning them beside her head.
Lyanna looked up in surprised arousal as he sought to dominate, the royal queen. The sensation of their moist palms pressed together deepened their connection. It felt so intimate, so sensual. Her breath hitched at his firm, yet tender touch, conveying a sense of authority and devotion.
The silver-haired queen's violet eyes were glazed with lust and desire for the older man, believing he was the perfect bed companion for her. As he vigorously rolled his hips into her, her long, elegant legs found their way around his wide waist, wrapping themselves around him.
Oberon's cock throbbed heavily feeling that Lyanna longed for a closer connection with him. Each time he pulled his cock from her needy pussy, Lyanna would eagerly drag him back where he belonged. "Augh, you feel amazing, my queen," the Duke murmured in a breathy voice. "What I would do to have a woman like you..." His words hung in the air as Lyanna writhed and mewled beneath him.
"Ah... you have me now..." she finally responded, her tone low and tantalizing. Although Oberon's heart raced with excitement, he desired something more than just physical satisfaction. Aside from his lust for the queen, he also lusted for power and status, and Lyanna was the perfect avenue to achieve his designs.
As the monarch of one of the largest realms of the known world, Lyanna's influence was unparalleled. Her impeccable bloodline descended from the mighty dragonlords of the West, evident in her violet eyes and alluring silver locks, was another added allure for the older man since dragonlords were graced with longer lives and possessed abilities many would consider extraordinary. He would love to have some children with the blood of dragons.
Oberon could not help but marvel at the woman before him. Her power and beauty were intoxicating, but it was her potential to elevate him that truly enticed him. Claiming Lyanna's favor meant not only the fulfillment of his carnal desires but also a substantial rise in his own status and influence. However, there was one thing heeding of the road to success, Rodrick... The Duke would have to find a way to pry that unfit lord from his magnificent queen. He had several nefarious ideas for what to do with her husband, but for now, he needed to focus on more important tasks in mind.
"Yes... that's it... you take it... yeah... mhmmm, take it, Lyanna, take this cock..." Oberon grunted, his voice becoming husky and feral. His heavy rutting into Lyanna caused her tits to sway alluringly, providing a delightful scene for the Duke.
His visions of his rise to power through the silver-haired queen caused his cock to swell ever more as he drew closer to his orgasm. He deviously licked his lips knowing his first step toward his future goals was clear: he needed to impregnate Lyanna with his bastard child. This act would not only secure his bond with the queen but also potentially create the groundwork for his grand scheme. However, if things didn't pan out the way he imagined, it would be a comfort knowing his secret offspring would become the heir to Lyanna's kingdom.
Oberon's grip on her hands tightened as he increased his pace, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "Augh, yes... argh... fuck..." he growled, his voice thick with lust and ambition. Their bodies were slick with sweat from their intense fucking.
"Who owns your royal pussy?!" the Duke grunted. Lyanna's stomach fluttered from the thrill of his brazen question. She was to Queen of Verdantia, not just some whore this Duke could fuck to his heart's content! However, she rather enjoyed his demanding dirty talk. It made her feel tingly and desired.
"You, you own my royal pussy, Oberon!" the silver-haired queen responded, her voice laced with need and carnal desire.
Oberon grinned victoriously hearing her admission to him. "Do I fuck you better than your joke of a husband??" he continued with his suggestive antics. Lyanna's eyes widened with insatiable lust as she compared Oberon's sexual prowess to Rodricks; it wasn't even close.
"You!" she uttered. "You fuck me better than my husband!"
"That's what I like to hear..." Oberon chuckled with an air of beaming pride. "In what ways am I better??" he continued.
Lyanna's body was on fire from his bombardment of salacious questions. But as wrong as it was to admit such private truths, it was liberating to spill her unfiltered thoughts. "Your cock is much bigger than Roderick's! Ah! You last longer than him! Hmmm! You make me feel good! Ah! Fucking everything, Oberon! You're better in every way! Gah! You're making me lose my mind!" she incoherently screamed, her tongue loosened from his cordial nature. The Duke couldn't feel any more prouder hearing the emanant queen stroke his ego in ways no other woman could.
Lyanna, lost in the heat of passion, sensed a deep longing within. Her mind, clouded by desire and the musky scent of their fucking, felt herself surrendering to Oberon. His powerful thrusts drove her closer to another climax, and she was sure that he was getting close too.
"I'm getting close..." Oberon let out a labored grunt, sweat dripping from his brow and onto her pretty face. Lyanna's eyes widened with anticipation. She knew the right thing to do was for him to pull out to avoid the potential consequences of their union. However, she strangely didn't want to. She needed him to finish inside her, be damned the consequences.



"Hmm, okay... Do it, Oberon, cum for me," Lyanna needily moaned, her long legs clamping tighter around his waist. The old Duke grinned with pure excitement and arousal discerning that the queen shared his vision even though he hadn't shared it with her.
Letting go of her hands, Oberon moved his hands onto the curvy hips and rested his sweaty forehead against hers. He proceeded to pound her pussy with feverish hunger as he desperately drew himself closer to orgasm.
"I'm going to give it to you..." the Duke murmured, his voice laced with depraved suggestiveness. Lyanna simply responded with a long, heavy moan, her hot breath brushing against his plush face.
"Ah! Do whatever you want, my lord!" the queen submissively uttered, invigorating Oberon's efforts.
"Yes... I'm going to impregnate you, Lyanna... I'm going to give you my child..." the older man hungrily declared, his thrusting quickening. Lyanna's eyes widened at his admission to his salacious intentions. However, instead of hesitating she just deviously smiled.
"Yes... give me an heir, my Duke... Please... I need it... Do it, Oberon... Plant your child in my womb... I've been long overdue," the silver-haired queen pleaded, her voice jagged and full of carnal desire. Her mind was hazed with lust and her inhibitions eroded. But despite that, this was something she truly desired. Her duty to her family name to extend the bloodline had always been a heavy weight on her shoulders since her attempts with Roderick were fruitless, mostly due to the lack of lovemaking they participated in.
But now, Oberon gave her the perfect opportunity to fulfill her duty. From how endowed and virile the old man was, to his sexual prowess, Lyanna knew that the success of their union was all but certain. He was the man who could fulfill her needs, so he deserved to give her an heir. She didn't give a damn if her future child was a bastard of a lecherous old man.
"Argh... yes... here it comes! Here it comes, my queen!" Oberon's breathing grew sharper. Lyanna's stomach fluttered as she reached up and grabbed at his back. The Duke winced and groaned feeling her feminine nails sinking into his aged skin.
"Yes! Let's cum togehter, Oberon! Hmmm! Yes! Do it! Give me your baby! Fuck a royal heir into me!" the silver-haired queen lustfully exclaimed as she firmly tugged on his hips with her legs, pulling his balls deep inside her fertile royal pussy.
"AARRRRRUUGGHHHHH! GET PREGNANT!" Oberon roared as he finally came. Lyanna's eyes rolled behind her skull as she felt him flood her womb with his thick, virile seed. Rope after heavy rope, his hefty balls contracted, pumping his noble sperm into her depths.
At the same time, Lyanna trembled in her orgasm as well, adding to the piling stimuli of pleasure ripping through her body. Her wet walls wrapped around his pulsating shaft and rung him for every drop of seed he had. It felt thick, hot, and sticky, it was almost a miracle at how virile this old man was! She didn't even have time to moan as Oberon plunged his lips with hers.
The secret lovers slipped away in their intimate embrace as they procreated. Their tongues slowly twirled together and their breathing became ragged. The ecstasy coursing through them caused their eyes to close out of pure relaxation and satisfaction slowly. Locking her ankles, Lyanna ensured that Oberon couldn't pull out. She needed his cock to soak in her pussy and allow his seed to take root.
After some time, the two nobles finally recovered from their mind-melding orgasms. Lumbering his body off of her, Oberon lay beside Lyanna to her left, their hands finding each other and affectionately intertwining.
"Ah... That was amazing, Oberon," Lyanna muttered with an exhausted, yet fulfilled tone.
Oberon clenched her hand tighter and chuckled confidently. "Heh, it certainly was, my queen. I aim to please..." Lyanna turned her head towards the Duke and joined him with a small giggle. Her mind was clouded with so many depraved thoughts and desires. Even with her post-orgasm clarity setting in, she remained steadfast in her commitment to make an heir with Oberon. It was irrational and immoral, but she didn't care. All she cared about was the pleasure this old man could give her.
Rolling onto his side, Oberon met eyes with Lyanna. With his usually smug grin adorning his aristocratic face, he brought her hand to his lips, he bestowed upon it a tender kiss before placing his free hand on her lower abdomen, giving it a gentle and suggestive squeeze.
"Let's hope that I planted my child in ya' on our first try," Oberon brazenly said with a playful undertone. "But just to be safe, let's keep trying until the sun rises. I want to make sure I leave you with a departing gift before I return to Sylvanport."
Lyanna couldn't help but chuckle softly at the Duke's boldness, finding herself both amused and intrigued by his salacious charisma. "Hmm, my duke... You certainly have a way with words," she replied as her eyes involuntarily drew down to his hung, flaccid cock between his legs, remnants of his semen leaked from his slit and onto her satin sheets. "And among other things..." she teasingly added, biting her lip.
Returning her attention to Oberon, Lyanna smiled warmly and flashed an agreeing gleam in her eyes. "But I suppose we can continue our... negotiating until the morning..." Oberon amusingly laughed at their naughty inside joke.
"Good. Let's get to it shall we?" the Duke suggestively said, lumbering his rotund body of his queens once more.
"Oh?! Hmm, Oberon!" Lyanna playfully squealed as they locked lips and resumed their taboo lovemaking. With each passionate embrace, they indulged in the forbidden desires that had ignited between them, knowing that their royal affair would only add to the intrigue of their already complicated lives...
-
It was near noon with the sun as bright as day and sky as blue as the ocean. Lyanna stood at the main gate of her manor bidding farewell to her new secret lover. Her memory was still fresh from their lustful escapade the night before.
"Ah, I had a splendid evening in your fine home, Your Majesty!" Oberon said, bowing his balding held, struggling to contain a knowing grin.
Lyanna quaintly covered her mouth as she chuckled softly. "It's been a pleasure, my lord," she delightfully replied, her tone sincere with a slight hint of secretiveness. "I'm pleased that we have come to a compromising agreement that would benefit both our nations."
Oberon lifted his head and met eyes with his beautiful queen wearing yet another splendid dress similar to what she wore the previous night but now in white. "I am pleased as well, Your Majesty," he happily replied. The two struggled to keep a steady composure in front of all the servants and knights since they were still giddy from their lustful fucking.
"Be sure to remember to write me so we can keep the continuity of our trade agreement consistent, and among other things I rather not say in front of everyone... " Lyanna's violet eyes widened at his boldness. She darted between the Duke and the servants to see if anyone caught his suggestive remark. Luckily, they just casually stood there, assuming that his brazenly charged statement referred to some confidential information about their negotiations.
The silver-haired queen, however, couldn't help but chuckle knowing what he meant. She carefully clutched her abdomen and nodded. "Of course, my lord. I'll remember to write you how things proceed." Oberon smugly grinned, confident that he had given Lyanna his bastard child. It was almost a certainty from how many times he flooded his virile seed inside her royal womb that night.
Gazing at the grand manor behind Lyanna, Oberon smiled to himself as he engrained the night he shared with Lyanna forever in his memory. "Ah, it's a shame I couldn't stay longer. I would have loved for you to give me a tour of the rest of your exquisite home. Maybe even show me around the city and the countryside," the duke said, disappointment tinged in his voice. "Augh, damn my noble duties..." he cheerfully muttered, longing to spend more time with Lyanna.
The silver-haired queen locked eyes and sensed the man's anguish. Like him, she too ached for more of his company. But she found comfort in knowing that as queen, her means of reconnecting with Oberon were plentiful and within her grasp. Despite the illicit nature of their union, she felt a strange sense of control and power over the situation.
"Well, my doors will always be open to you, Oberon," Lyanna said with genuine sincerity, her tone laced with a subtle hint of teasing playfulness.
"Abd I'll gladly walk through them whenever I can, my queen," he replied, his voice deep and resonant with promise.
"I bid you a farewell. Let's hope we see each other again soon, Your Majesty," Oberon cheerfully said, still carrying a knowing undertone to his voice. Gentle taking Lyanna's right hand, she bestowed on it a cordial kiss, however, he allowed his lips to linger on her delicate skin for a little longer, before pulling away.
"Farewell, my Duke Oberon," Lyanna smiled warmly. "I wish you safe travels back home."
Unable to see him off with a mere cordial gesture, Lyanna stepped to the older man and moved her face close to his, planting a tender, yet unassuming kiss on his right cheek before promptly moving away. Oberon was nearly stunned by her affectionate gesture. His eyes hastily checked to see if her servants and knights cast a suspicious glance at them, but to his comfort, they remained unbothered. He savored the soft sensation of her lips on his skin and anticipated when he would feel them upon him once more.
With nothing more to say to Lyanna, Oberon offered a final cordial bow and climbed into his horse carriage before traveling out the gates, leaving his beautiful queen behind until their next clandestine meeting.
Lyanna's heart raced as she saw his carriage off. She swelled with a strange mix of emotions. She was the queen, powerful and untouchable, yet Oberon had awakened a part of her she had long forgotten. The memory of their illicit union lingered in her mind, a secret flame kindling her desires and ambitions.
She sighed deeply as her secret lover's carriage came out of view. The feeling of the weight of her responsibilities bore down on her once more but now with a new sense of determination. The night's events with Oberon had only strengthened her resolve. As she closed her violet eyes, the silver-haired queen knew this was just the beginning of a dangerous, thrilling chapter in her reign...
To be continued...
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Cassandra sat on a bench at the entrance of the airport in a bustling city in India. She was on the phone, eagerly waiting for her fiancé to pick up her call. Her mind raced as she nervously tapped her heel on the ground. She had been a student abroad studying international relations when Covid suddenly struck the country. Cassandra had a good sense of what was going to happen. She had even booked a flight back home to the States before things got too bad. Unfortunately for her, right before she was about to board the plane, the Indian government shut down all flights entering and leaving the country.
Cassandra was effectively stranded in a foreign country all alone. She did have an apartment where she was staying. But she and her roommate had already moved out as part of their attempt to get out of the country, even signing out of their lease. The worst part for Cassandra was that her roommate had just barely managed to get a flight back to her home despite booking a ticket a mere day before she'd left. Ideally, they would have bought tickets together, but the flights were already full, so they had to make do, booking separate flights. Cassandra had thought things would be fine but, boy, had she turned out to be wrong.
Having now missed her flight out of the country, and let go of her apartment, Cassandra simply didn't know what to do. Her fiancé finally picked up her call, so Cassandra quickly sat up. "Hello?? Jason? Are you there?" she urgently said through her AirPods.
"Cassandra?? Are you okay?? What's going on over there? I just got your texts," he replied.
"I'm stuck, Jason," Cassandra stated. "They've locked down the country and I am stranded over here. Augh! I should have booked an earlier flight! Dammit!"
"Hey, now. Calm down, Cassandra. We can figure this out together," Jason said, trying to comfort her.
"Calm down?? Figure this out?! Jason, I barely speak the language, I don't know anyone here, and I have nowhere to stay! It's kind of hard to stay calm. I have no clue what I'm going to do!" Cassandra complained, utterly frustrated with her situation.
Her shouting was catching the attention of some of the people around her. Particularly a group of young Indian men loitering around in front of the airport. Cassandra noticed this out of the corner of her eye but remained outwardly calm as she lowered her voice. But the apparent interest of the young men only added to her current anxiety. She didn't want to have to deal with a bunch of horny pervs while having an existential crisis on her hands.
"Alone? What happened to your roommate, Katie?" Jason queried. Cassandra snarled with envious annoyance.
"She got lucky and got a flight home before they locked down the country," she explained, rubbing her forehead while keeping an eye on the men who were continuing to stare and point at her. "God, this is such a mess..."
"Dammit. Okay, let's just take a step back and look at all your options. I'll do what I can and do some research on my side," Jason suggested. Cassandra sighed and nodded.
She always appreciated her fiancé. They had met during college and immediately clicked. Jason was about 6'0" tall. He had dirty blonde hair, baby-blue eyes, and was lanky.
Cassandra stood at 5'8", a presence of both elegance and allure. Her long, wavy black hair, alluring, serious blue eyes, and nice, full lips paired with her expressive and attractive face. Her body was eye candy of the tastiest kind: she had fair, white skin and carried shapely D-cup breasts, a fit body, long legs, and curves in all the right places. Cassandra was beautiful, and she knew it.
Cassandra's attractive allure was what caught Jason's eye in the first place. When they'd first met, Jason had been certain that Cassandra wouldn't find him attractive. Fortunately for him, however, she had quite quickly taken a liking to him. She was drawn to his kindness and sweetness; she also found it cute that he was a little nerdy as well. Before they knew it, they were happily dating each other. Jason considered himself extremely lucky to have been able to land a girl like Cassandra. So wanting to lock her down for the long run, before she left on her trip abroad, he proposed to her. Of course, Cassandra happily accepted. But they weren't going to get officially eloped for some time. They still had to get their careers established, so this was just piece of mind.
Cassandra appreciated how supportive Jason was. Things could have gotten difficult between them when she decided to study abroad; Jason had wanted her to stay in the States, with him. But Cassandra wanted the broadening experience of studying overseas, so Jason respected her decision and gave her his full support. Being in a long-distance relationship had been a struggle, but they had managed to make it work despite the countless miles between them. Jason was thrilled to learn that Cassandra was finally returning home after a long three months. He couldn't wait to see her. Now, hearing that she had been trapped by this sudden lockdown, was like having a stake driven through his heart. It was frustrating for both of them that their reunification had now been prolonged indefinitely.
After a good twenty minutes of talking on the phone, Jason managed to calm Cassandra down. They spent time going through all of her options. Leaving the country by any means of travel, whether air, ship, or ground transport, was entirely off the books. So they turned to the next most important matter to address: where Cassandra could stay. The kind of apartment she had shared with her roommate was too expensive for her to rent on her own with the limited funds of a traveling student. Likewise for a single bedroom apartment: those were even more expensive than shared accommodations. Staying in a hotel for the foreseeable future was even more economically impractical; they might be shut down soon anyway due to the pandemic. And with Covid, she was sure that the regulations regarding housing were only going to get stricter; the sooner she could find a place she could afford, the better.
Cassandra was left with just one last option. She would have to stay with someone who rented out a room in their home. It was all that she could afford and, besides, she had no idea how long these restrictions were going to last. Cassandra groaned in annoyance. Ideally, she would have preferred to live on her own, but she knew that wasn't a tenable option.
"I don't even know where to start," Cassandra began. "Do I even have time to do that? It's almost evening here and night is going to fall fast. There's no way I can spend the night on the streets here by myself. I'm afraid I might get mugged or..." taking another glance at the group of young men, "...something worse."
As her discreet glance in their direction revealed, the men whom Cassandra had spotted earlier were still lurking nearby. Some of them had even tried to get her attention by snapping their fingers and whistling at her, but she just kept ignoring them, pretending she was unable to hear them with her AirPods on. She had grown used to Indian men catcalling her during her tenure in the country. Sometimes Cassandra felt cursed by her own attractiveness. No matter where she went, masculine eyes were drawn towards her. It was annoying and creepy, but she had been forced to learn to cope with it.
"We can look online. No worries. And I'm sure you can find quick lodging before it gets dark. You'll be fine. Trust me," Jason assured her. Cassandra could hear him typing on his keyboard.
Cassandra also searched for rooms available for rent in the city. Of course, anything she found also needed to be affordable. She saved some money, but she didn't want to be drained dry. Especially when she had no idea how long she'd be stuck here, whether for the short term or for some unknown longer period. There was simply no way to know how long she might be stuck in India or how far her money would need to stretch.
But while she was intently browsing her phone, trying to locate a place to stay, Cassandra's efforts were interrupted by a loud shout in an Indian accent coming right at her. "Hey, sexy lady!" Cassandra's eyes went dead as she ignored the speaker. "Look at the legs on that one!" another man catcalled. "I want to get a taste of the kitty!" The men proceeded to make V's with their fingers and stick their tongues between them.
Cassandra squinted angrily ahead of her as she tried to shut out the noise. These men were pigs! "Uh, Cassandra, what was that I just heard? Are you okay?" Jason asked, sounding very concerned.
"Ugh, it's these Indian men nearby. They are just being pervs, as usual. Ignore them, Jason, and keep searching for a place."
"Are you sure? Can't you just move away from them?"
"If I did, I'm pretty sure they would just follow me. Don't worry about me, they won't do anything. These men are all just talk, I've learned how to deal with it."
"Does this happen often?" Jason questioned urgently. Cassandra pinched the bridge of her nose and sighed. "Do you need to call the police?" His prodding was getting on her nerves. She didn't want to be constantly reminded about the men trying to hit on her, she was handling it on her own.
"Ugh, yes, Jason, this kind of mild harassment is incessant. But, like I told you, I've learned how to deal with it, okay?? Now hurry up and help me with this or else I will be stranded in the streets with more of these kinds of men. You don't want that, do you??" Cassandra said sternly, guilt-tripping Jason a bit.
"Okay, okay. I was just making sure you're okay, jeez," Jason muttered. Cassandra immediately felt bad hearing his aggravated tone.
"Jason, sorry... I didn't mean anything, love. I'm just so stressed right now with everything. I know you're worrying about me, and I appreciate that. But I will be fine. Don't worry about those men. I can handle it on my own. Please understand," Cassandra assured him, doing her best to maintain a calm voice.
Jason sighed. "Yes, Cassandra, I understand. I'm just worried, that's all. But enough of that now. Let me hurry up and help you out so you can get off of those streets."
"Aw, my hero," Cassandra chuckled.
Scrolling through one page and website after another, Jason and Cassandra kept assiduously searching for whatever lodging might be available. Some listings were too expensive, while the cheaper ones were sketchy as hell. But even as they continued to investigate her options, more distant catcalls came blaring at her.
"Come on, hot stuff! Look over here! I know you can hear us! Just blow us a kiss! Or show us your tits!" One of the men pulled his shirt up and showed off his hairy chest to get her to do the same. Cassandra clenched her fist as she continued to ignore them. Experience had taught her that ignoring pervy catcallers was the best method of avoiding a confrontation. Responding to them only tended to rile them up.
However, Jason could still overhear the kinds of things those men were saying to his lovely girlfriend. It was frustrating, not being able to do anything from where he was. He had no choice but to trust Cassandra's conviction that she could fend for herself.
Quickening his efforts, Jason eventually found a listing that fell within Cassandra's budget. But he might have rushed his selection due to his desire to get Cassandra away from those men as soon as possible.
"Hey, Cassandra! I think I found you a good place to stay," Jason urgently informed her.
"It better not be some rundown building in some sketchy part of town." Cassandra sighed heavily. This whole ordeal was wearing on her nerves. She just wanted to be up and out of there already.
"Well, yes and no," Jason replied. Cassandra's facial expression went dead. "For what you can afford, it isn't luxury, but it's certainly better than any other place we've found so far. It says here that the room is pretty spacious. There's electricity, of course, and even a shower!"
"So, the bare minimum is what you're saying," Cassandra rolled her eyes.
"Hey, from what I'm seeing, this is light years ahead, in terms of what you want to pay. And, guess what, it even says that there's wifi! So, whoop whoop!" Jason happily cheered. Cassandra chuckled. "God, he's such a geek."
"Here, let me send you the link."
Cassandra received the link and opened it. She saw several pictures of the apartment. She cautiously raised her brow as she saw that the place looked somewhat old and a little dilapidated. But at least it had a roof and walls, unlike most of the other "rooms" that were listed, which too often were just mattresses crammed into a room with some other function and no privacy. The apartment looked a little cramped, but there was enough room for a kitchen, living room, a single bathroom, and two bedrooms. By comparison with some of the other bedrooms for rent that they had seen, Cassandra was pleased that the room looked a bit more spacious than the others. There was a comfortable-looking bed and a desk where she could do some work. It was also certainly more private since the room had an actual door. Some of the places were basically all one room, with no walls between the kitchen, living area, and 'bedroom.'
"Huh... This isn't all that bad," Cassandra muttered quietly while she scrolled through some additional information. Based on what she could tell, nothing looked too sketchy. No extra payments were required for power and water. Everything was combined into a single monthly payment. There was an up-front payment for the first month's rent, which was standard, and everything else seemed in order, with no suspicious strings attached.
Taking another scan of the pictures, her only gripes with the apartment were its appearance and space. It looked old and a little cramped for her liking. But that was by comparison to the nice modern place she had been used to for the past several months. Nonetheless, this place at least appeared to be livable.
"Okay, I think this is the one, Jason," Cassandra declared. "So how do I go forward with this?"
"Well, it says here you have to call the number on the page."
"Do I have to pay in cash, or..."
"Well, it says that cash is preferred. But you can wire the money if needed."
"Hm, okay. I guess that's not too bad. Okay, I'm gonna hurry up and call the number now. I need to leave this place as soon as possible. These men are really getting on my nerves. Wish me luck," Cassandra informed.
"Okay! Just text me with any updates and make sure to call me back if anything happens. Be safe. I Love you, bye," Jason said happily.
"Alright, bye-bye. Kisses," Cassandra said into the phone, before hanging up. "Thank god for Jason. I don't know what I would do without him," she thought.
The name of the apartment's owner was 'Raj Vatel'. Cassandra cautiously tilted her head to the side. Ideally, she would have wanted to rent a room from a woman. But Cassandra was fresh out of choices. Cheap and off the streets were the main objectives here, so she couldn't be picky.
Dialing the number into her phone, she anxiously waited for her call to be picked up. As the phone rang, Cassandra scanned her surroundings. She stuck out like a sore thumb. She was completely different from them with her caucasian features and fair skin. Even from how she dressed and presented herself, there could be no doubt that Cassandra was a foreigner. She was growing increasingly paranoid about all the stares that she was attracting, especially from the group of vulgar men nearby.
As the phone finally picked up, Cassandra sprang to her feet. "Hello?" a male voice said in a thick Indian accent. Cassandra froze for a second, not knowing what to say. "Hello??" he said again.
"Hi, uh-, hello!" Cassandra uttered.
"Hm? Who is this? Why are you calling this number?" he responded, sounding a bit annoyed.
"Oh! Sorry for intruding on you, but I was interested in renting out the room you posted online," Cassandra quickly explained. There was a brief silence from the man on the other end of the call.
"Ah! So you are interested in the room, yes? That's great! How soon can you come by here to see for yourself??" the man eagerly asked, his voice was rough and aged. Cassandra noted his sudden change in tone.
"Well, preferably as soon as possible. Like today, before it gets dark," Cassandra answered.
"Sure, sure! Today can work. I'm just returning from the bazaar. I should be there soon! So I would say make your way here right away," he instructed. Cassandra was taken aback by how fast things were moving.
"Wait, uh, do we have to discuss payment or anything?" she asked.
"Ah, it will be fine. We will just talk about it when we see each other, yes?" Cassandra sighed and nodded to herself.
"Okay... I'll meet you there, then."
"Just follow the directions I've put on the page. I will see you then, goodbye!" Before Cassandra could say anything further, the call ended. The man's gruff-sounding voice and heavy accent had made it a little hard to understand what he was saying, but at least he spoke English.
Checking the address on the page, she stood up and called for a taxi. But even as she did so, her catcallers began to shout more things at her. "Awww, where are you going, sexy lady? Just stay here a little longer. We want to keep seeing your sexy body, hehe!"
Dismissively shaking her head, Cassandra urgently waited for a taxi to come and swoop her out of this place. She'd had enough of these men already. After what felt like ages, a taxi finally pulled up to her. Gathering her belongings, she stuffed them into the trunk and climbed into the car.
"Show us your boobs before you leave, hot stuff!" one of the men said, trying to get in one last word. "Hey! Don't go! I want to see you naked!" Cassandra's eyes widened in pure disgust, they were just unbelievably obscene, so vulgar. She wanted to castrate every single one of them.
"See you never you filthy animals," Cassandra mused to herself as she glanced at her perverted assailants one last time before slamming the taxi door shut.
"Hello, ma'am, where would you like to go?" the taxi driver inquired with an Indian accent.
"Uh, take me here," Cassandra sighed, showing him the address to the apartment. He nodded and drove off from the airport and its intrusive groups of rude men.
Crossing her legs, Cassandra brought up her phone, texting Jason that she was safe in a taxi and otherwise updating her progress. Putting her phone down, Cassandra exhaled heavily and gazed out the window. She was relieved that it was finally over. She didn't know how much more she could have taken before she broke down or otherwise lost her cool. But now, all that was water under the bridge. Cassandra wouldn't gain anything by dwelling on it.
She watched the bustling city go past as the car proceeded toward her destination. Cassandra was always amazed at how densely populated this place was. Children were playing on the streets, rows of small food stands, and shops around almost every corner. She even saw some cows wandering around. However, the police were already taking to the streets to enforce the lockdown.
"Things are only going to get worse from here..." Cassandra concluded.
Turning her attention away from the side window, she looked ahead to the front of the taxi. The driver hadn't made any effort to make small talk with her, but she noticed that he was constantly glancing at her through the rearview mirror. As she caught his eyes, he quickly focused on the road ahead. Cassandra cocked her brow. "Oh, brother... Is this guy checking me out too??" she annoyingly wondered. A shiver went down her spine at being gawked at by yet another foreign man. But she had to just let it go, she lacked the energy to care anymore.



Arriving at her destination, Cassandra paid the taxi driver and exited the car onto a somewhat busy street lined with gloomy-looking buildings. Reclaiming her belongings from the trunk, Cassandra deposited them on the sidewalk. As she stood there, she surveyed the urban apartment complex before her. She hadn't expected anything lavish from her temporary new home, but it reminded her of the projects back in the States. However uncomfortable she might feel staying in a place like this, she was out of other choices.
As she approached the entrance to the building, Cassandra noticed the other residents sizing her up and staring at her with curiosity. Not knowing what to do, she just awkwardly smiled and entered the building. "Fourth floor..." Cassandra muttered, reminding herself about where her apartment was located. Approaching the nearby elevator, she groaned at the sign she saw plastered on it. She had no idea what it said, but she surmised that it meant the elevator was out of service.
"Stairs it is, then," Cassandra sighed in annoyance. Lugging her heavy suitcases, she struggled to get up the dimly lit stairs. As she climbed the narrow, creaking steps, she couldn't help but notice the overwhelming smell of mustiness and decay wafting around her. The odor increased her sense of uneasiness. But after some hard climbing, she finally labored her way to the fourth floor.
Wiping the sweat off her brow, Cassandra leaned over with her hands on her knees as she stood, gasping for breath. Grabbing the collar of her shirt, she fanned herself. "God, it's so hot out here," she uttered in a breathy voice. Cassandra's body was hot and sticky from this country's searing atmosphere. Thank god this place had a shower, she was really going to need one once she got settled in.
Finally catching her breath, Cassandra checked the room number on her phone. "Okay, room 437." She also checked if Jason had texted her back, but still saw nothing new from him. Putting her phone away, Cassandra again grabbed her luggage and trudged along. As she walked along the balcony walkway, she carefully checked each room number until she finally found room 437.
Putting her things down, she just stared at the front door for a few moments. She took a deep breath and composed herself. She felt uncertain knowing that this would be her temporary home for god knows how long. With her fiancé halfway across the world and her new landlord an unknown quantity, Cassandra couldn't help but wonder what this man would even look like. Well, she thought, "He's not exactly the landlord, he doesn't own the whole apartment complex. But he's still kind of like my landlord because he's the guy I'll be paying for my room. Plus, he's also going to be like my roommate, because I have to live in the same apartment as him. Okay, maybe not roommate, exactly, because they would each have their own bedroom: housemate?"
"Enough delaying," Cassandra chided herself: the terminology doesn't matter, what matters is what kind of guy he is. Raising her balled-up hand to the door, she carefully knocked on it. Immediately, she heard rustling from within, then footsteps approaching the door. The insulation couldn't be all that great, since she could easily hear his feet dragging across the floor. The locks clicked and the door swung open. Cassandra's fetching blue eyes widened as she took in the sight of her new landlord and roommate.
He was an older man. He looked like he was in his mid-fifties, maybe early sixties. His skin was dark, way darker than hers, and possessed a balding head of graying hair with a notable receding hairline. His face was wrinkly and had a light rough stubble of white hairs. As Cassandra looked down at his body, his form was somewhat unappealing and gave off very creepy vibes. He was a bit skinny with a noticeable beer belly that formed a bulge in his stained white tank top and was shorter than her with his eye line right around her chin. Cassandra was also taken aback by how hairy he was. She could see some curly graying chest hair puffing out from the neck of his shirt, and his arms were also veiled with aged hair.
Cassandra felt her stomach sink. "This is the guy I will be staying with?! He looks gross!" she screamed to herself. Her luck with men today had gone from bad to worse! But at least his older appearance made him look harmless, like Ghandi.
Her scrutiny of him was interrupted by a boisterous greeting. "Ah! You must be the one who wants to rent my spare room! Is that right?" he merrily said. His Indian accent was more apparent than ever.
"Uh- yeah... You must be Mr. Vatel. Nice to meet you," Cassandra greeted him cautiously.
"Ah, yes. You are correct! But you can just call me Raj." Then his dark eyes took their turn at scanning up and down the attractive woman before him. He liked what he saw. Cassandra's mind was racing too fast to notice his leering eyes. She was more focused on the fact that she was going to have to live with this old man! But however unattractive she found him, he at least seemed friendly and welcoming.
"I uh- think I'm just gonna stick with Mr. Vatel for now, thanks... Since we just met and all," she insisted firmly while trying to lighten her tone to avoid sounding rude.
Raj gave an understanding nod. "Of course, of course! No worries! Whatever you feel more comfortable with. But may I ask the name of a pretty lady such as yourself?" he grinned. Cassandra's eyes widened in surprise. She wasn't sure if he was trying to flirt with her, or just being nice. But, being honest with herself, most people had been very hospitable to her during her stay in this country. Apart from the rude groups of shiftless young men, like those she had run into earlier outside the airport. So for now she would just assume that he was being nice.
"My name? Uh, Cassandra... Cassandra Weston, nice to meet you," she answered tensely. Raj gave a welcoming smile and held his wrinkly hand out for a friendly shake.
"Ah, it's a pleasure to meet you, Cassandra. You don't mind if I call you that, do you?" Cassandra hesitated but, again, not wanting to appear impolite, she reached out and shook his hand.
"No. That's okay," she replied with a resigned tone.
As their hands conjoined, she couldn't help but shudder at how rough and sweaty Raj felt. Their handshake seemed to linger for longer than she might like but, soon enough, he released her delicate hand from his tight grip.
"Let me get your luggage for you. Come on inside!" he insisted, as he stepped out of the apartment to help gather up her belongings. Cassandra cautiously nodded and she entered her new residence. As she went past Raj, the older man couldn't help but sneak a glance at Cassandra's curvaceous ass wearing a nicely fitting pair of cargo shorts. He licked his lips before following her inside and closing the door behind them.
The air in the somewhat cramped apartment felt thick and smelled musty. But not as bad as the air in the stairwell had. Cassandra observed the main room. As expected, it looked pretty much the same as in the pictures, but with a slight tinge of decay, as if some time had passed since the photos had been taken.
Feeling a bump on her shoulder, Cassandra jerked her head to see Raj moving past her with her luggage. "Oh, my apologies," he said. "Please take a seat over on the couch while I get your things into your room. Then I'll get some Chai for you and we can get better acquainted with each other."
Cassandra just nodded and plopped her tense and tired self down on the dusty-looking brown couch. As she sank back against the cushions, Cassandra exhaled heavily. Her mind was still trying to catch up with the situation she found herself in. Here she was, far from home and living with an unpleasant-looking old man. She debated whether to just back out now before she got herself even deeper into this. But it was almost sundown, Cassandra had absolutely nowhere else to go, and she certainly didn't want to spend the night in the streets of a foreign city. Especially with the likes of those feral packs of young men out there, just waiting to harass an attractive and lone American woman. Everything was already pretty sketchy as it was; she simply couldn't afford to make things worse for herself.
Cassandra took out her phone so that she could check in with Jason. But her screen stayed black, even after she had clicked the power button multiple times: her battery was flat-out dead. "Great, just great. I need to get this thing charged as soon as possible. Jason must be worried," Cassandra muttered to herself.
As Raj returned from her room, which she still hadn't seen, Cassandra was able to unobtrusively examine his unappealing form. He didn't look any better from this perspective: he was wearing some baggy sports shorts along with that stained tank top; he had a pair of cheap flip-flops on his dusty-looking feet.
Picking up a metal teapot from the stove, Raj grabbed two ceramic cups and brought them over to Cassandra. Placing the cups on the small wooden coffee table in front of her, he carefully poured the Chai into them. "Well, at least he seems to have polite manners..." Cassandra thought with some measure of relief.
Taking one of the cups, he politely handed it to Cassandra. "Uh, thank you very much," she said kindly.
"Of course," Raj replied, picking up his cup and sitting down on the couch closely next to her. Cassandra's eyes widened as the couch cushions sank next to her and her body tilted over against his. She shuddered as his hairy arm brushed against hers.
Quickly scooting away from him, she skittishly sipped her tea. "So! You are an American, yes?" Raj declared. Cassandra cocked her brow.
"Yes, I am. Why? Is it that obvious?" Cassandra replied. Raj chuckled bobbing his head from side to side.
"Hah! I apologize, but yes. Everything about you, how you dress and how you look, makes it obvious," Raj roared with good humor as he sipped his cup. Cassandra just rolled her eyes. "And your accent is a big giveaway, too."
"Hm, I see" she mumbled, drinking more tea.
Setting his cup down, Raj laid his arm along the top of the backrest of the sofa. Cassandra felt goosebumps as his arm came into minimal contact with her shoulders. "A bit too comfortable, are we??" she exclaimed to herself.
"So, what brings a pretty American woman such as yourself to rent a room from me?" Raj asked. Cassandra gave him a small side glance. He was complimenting her looks again. But at least he'd had the decency to call her something respectable rather than something vulgar. That, she could tolerate.
"I'm a student abroad. I was supposed to be heading back home, but I got caught out during the sudden lockdown here. So, not wanting to be stranded in the streets, I found your post about a room for rent."
"Ah, yes. The lockdown is unfortunate. I'm sorry for you. But at least you chose the right place to live! I thank you. This really helps, and if I have to spend my days in quarantine here in this apartment, it's certainly better to do so with a fetching woman such as yourself, hah!"
Cassandra gave Raj an apprehensive look. Now he was becoming too blatant with his compliments. She was sure that he was hitting on her now. "Great, I'll be living with a perv, too," she concluded.
"Ah, don't look at me like that. I'm only joking!" Raj humorously said, fully placing his old arm around her shoulders and playfully shaking her around. Cassandra didn't know what to think. She'd caught him openly flirting with her, and now he had his arm around her shoulder! Who did he think he was? But with that hospital attitude that he projected, she just couldn't tell if he was seriously joking around or not. So she just let it go for now.
They continued to spend time getting to know each other better for the next half hour. Cassandra learned that Raj owned a market nearby and a few food stands, while Cassandra awkwardly told him more about her stay in India. But during this, his arm remained around her shoulder as they continued talking and she was convinced that he was subtly pulling her closer to him ever so slightly. Cassandra just sat there tensely, increasingly bothered at how touchy this man was. She had a fiancé for Christ's sake! She had it up to here with men today!
Then, as Cassandra leaned forward to put down her cup, she felt his hand drift from her shoulder down her back, inching towards her waist. She immediately jolted up from the couch sensing this. "Is it okay if I check out my room for myself??" she urgently asked, trying to create space between the old man and herself. Raj tilted his balding head, unable to disguise his slight disappointment.
"Sure, sure! Go right ahead, Cassandra. I'll prep some dinner for the two of us. You must be exhausted from the day you've had. Oh, and why don't you go ahead and use the shower as well? The bathroom is down at the end of the hall," Raj happily urged her as he picked up the cups and teapot, putting on a warm smile.
Cassandra's stomach grumbled as if in response to his words, and a shower did sound pretty good right now. Her body was moist and sticky from climbing all those stairs. Let alone the omnipresent heat, simmering away outside.
As Cassandra headed into her room, she closed the door behind her. But when she tried to lock it, she was annoyed to find that there wasn't one. Shaking her head, she scanned the room. It looked pretty much the same as it had in the pictures online: the foot of the bed was directly in front of her against the wall, a small desk was to her right, and there was a closet adjacent to that. Next to the head of the bed, there was even a window that provided a view of the apartment's walkway. Cassandra wasn't sure how she felt about that; she was concerned that someone could watch her as she slept. Luckily there was a curtain. And, to her delight, she saw that there was even an AC unit fastened to the ceiling.
Cassandra quickly scurried around the room looking for the remote. She found it lying on the desk and immediately turned the AC on to full blast. "Ahhhhh," she sighed in relief as a stream of cool air filled the room.
Retrieving her charger from her luggage, Cassandra located an outlet near her desk and plugged her phone in. She laid the phone on the desktop to allow it to charge. She was eager to inform Jason that things were looking up over here in India. Plopping herself onto the bed, she wiggled her butt into the mattress to see how it felt. The thin and lumpy mattress wasn't all that comfortable, but it wasn't horrible either. She hadn't been expecting much anyway.
Falling onto her back, Cassandra gazed up at the ceiling. She thought about the way Raj had complimented and touched her. Her mind went in circles. She felt sure that he was flirting with her but, at the same time, he also seemed genuinely polite. Was it just a cultural thing: were nice Indian men of a certain age just naturally a little more touchy-feely? Questions and concerns came pouring into her mind. Should she be alarmed by his actions? Would he try anything else once she got settled? Perhaps she was just super uptight from her previous encounter with the layabouts earlier today. The best solution Cassandra could come up with for now was to try to keep some distance between her and Raj. At least until she could get a better measure of him. But she was inclined to give him the benefit of the doubt that he was just a very hospitable person.
"Ugh..." Cassandra groaned, running her hands down her face.
Feeling her clothes sticking to her body, Cassandra decided to go ahead and take Raj up on his offer of a shower. Stripping off her clothes and leaving them on top of the bed, Cassandra went to her suitcase and retrieved some towels and slippers. She also got her toiletry bag. Wrapping the towel tightly around her body, Cassandra went to the door and cautiously opened it. Peeking out, she could hear Raj rattling around in the kitchen. She didn't want him to see her current state but, luckily, the kitchen was just out of view from the small hallway that led to the bathroom.
Closing the door behind her, she dashed left to the end of the short hall. As she entered the bathroom, she saw that it was lit up by a flickering lightbulb overhead. She was a little creeped out, but Cassandra was thankful that at least there was a lock on this door. She slowly turned in place, taking in her surroundings. The bathroom wasn't too big, but it was suitable. There was a toilet, sink, and mirror. The shower enclosure was made of blue ceramic mosaic tiles and gave off an aged kind of look, like a bathroom that might be found in an older American home that had never been updated.
Placing her toiletry bag down, Cassandra examined the old-looking sliding shower door with blurred glass. The door shrieked as she slid it to the side, causing her to shudder. Looking up, she saw that there was a showerhead. But what drew her attention was this sizable bucket almost as tall as her waist filled to the brim with water with a handled dipper to scoop the water floating in it.
Cassandra curiously cocked her brow but shrugged. Removing her towel and slipping off her slippers, she placed her towel on a nearby rack and stepped into the shower. Reaching to the lever, she turned it. To her dismay, no water flowed through the shower head.
"What the hell?" Cassandra muttered. She tried to turn the lever in different ways until she concluded that the showerhead didn't work. Sighing, she quickly deduced what the large bucket filled with water was for.
"Is this what you call a shower??" Cassandra exclaimed, pinching the bridge of her nose. "Tsk, whatever..." Grabbing her toiletries she slid the sliding door shut and made do.
Meanwhile, as Raj prepped supper, he couldn't help but feel giddy that his new roommate was a very attractive young woman and an American to top things off. The second that he heard her voice, he knew that she was going to be a looker. And now that he'd seen her in the flesh, he felt like the luckiest man on earth! When Raj had first heard about the lockdown, he'd dreaded having to be cooped up in his apartment alone. But now, he had a fetching American woman to keep him company. Her perfect fair skin, her wavy black hair, her long legs, and her inviting curves: everything about her made his cock swell under his shorts. He had to find a way to get some of that sweet American ass for himself.
When he was finished making supper, Raj plated up the food and placed it on the kitchen table. Before heading to Cassandra's room, he checked to see if she was still in the bathroom. She wasn't. Just as he reached her door and was about to knock, the door swung open to reveal the pretty American. Raj's eyes widened at the sight of her. Even dressed informally in some cotton shorts and a tank top, she looked stunning.
"Oh! Uh, what's up, Mr. Vatel?" Cassandra asked, drying her hair with a towel. Raj tried to avert his eyes from the slight cleavage revealed by the motions of her arms.
Raj shifted in his shorts as he tried to conceal his growing erection. "Dinner is ready. Hungry?" Nodding, Cassandra moved past him toward the kitchen. Raj couldn't help but angle his hungry eyes down to her ass. Her hind cheeks looked so supple and round. He couldn't wait to get his wrinkly hands on those.
He followed her to the kitchen and they both sat down. "Wow, Mr. Vatel. This looks great," Cassandra said in awe as she stared at the food. Raj smirked with pride. The ability to Impress a woman with your cooking was just one step along a man's journey.
"Ah, you flatter me, Cassandra. This is just something that my family has been making for years. Now go ahead, eat! You must be famished."
Cassandra glanced up at him, rewarding him with a thankful smile. Raj was transfixed at how pretty she was. As she was about to dig in, she paused. "Wait, don't you think we need to discuss payment and house rules?"



Raj shook his head. "We can discuss that boring stuff later. For now, let's just enjoy this meal. And in the meantime, maybe I can learn a little more about you. How does that sound?" Cassandra skeptically squinted her alluring blue eyes at him. But discerning his unfeigned expression, she showed a small smirk and just nodded.
As they ate, they discussed where Cassandra was from, her life goals, and other things about her. While they talked, Raj was hypnotized by her alluring smile and lovely personality. At first, Cassandra seemed very tense around him. But as they talked he could tell that she was getting more and more comfortable with him. Raj pulled all the stops to try and impress this woman. He even fetched some good laughs from her, which further boosted his confidence.
Cassandra's skepticism about Raj was quickly fading away. The skinny old man was turning out to be quite charismatic and funny. She knew that it was a cliche, but looks could be deceiving. The more she conversed with him, the more he reminded her of her late grandpa: whom she was very close with. The more Raj reminded her of her gramps, the more comfortable she felt about sharing her new home with him.
"Woah, that's a very interesting story, Mr. Vatel. Things like that don't happen back in the States," Cassandra said, taking a sip of water. But just as she was going to say something further, her phone rumbled in her pocket. Raj cocked his brow in curious annoyance at having their delightful conversation seemingly interrupted by the alert from her phone.
"What is it?" Raj question. Cassandra checked her screen and stood up.
"Oh, sorry, Mr. Vatel. I have to take this real quick. It's my fiancé. I need to tell him that I'm okay," the pretty American replied. Raj squinted his eyes. He knew that it had been too good to be true for her to be unattached. He should have known that a woman as pretty as Cassandra would already be taken. As deflated as he felt, though, Raj wasn't about to give up so easily.
Stepping back into her room, Cassandra answered the phone. "Hello? Jason, are you there?"
"Hello? Yeah, I'm here. How is everything going so far? Did things go through?" Jason questioned.
"Yeah, things did go through. I've gotten settled into my room and just had a great dinner. Mr. Vatel really knows how to cook." There was a slight pause from Jason.
"Mr. Vatel?" he asked.
"Oh, sorry. That's my new roommate, I guess. Did you not see his name on the page?"
"Huh, I think I may have glossed over that detail... Are you sure that you're okay with rooming with a guy for the time being? It may be a while, nobody really knows how long this quarantine will last," Jason said, cautiously expressing his concerns.
Cassandra paused for a moment. She was still a little skeptical about the old man. But hospitable grandpa vibes during their nice dinner together made her lower her guard. "Mr. Vatel? Jason, he's fine. He's an older Indian guy. He's like in his mid-fifties or early sixties. Somewhere around there. He kinda reminds me of my gramps. You remember my grandpa, right? I should be fine for the long run."
"Hm, well, if you say so, Cassandra. I'm just glad that you managed to avoid staying on the streets tonight." Cassandra smiled happily.
"So, Jason, do you miss me?" Cassandra asked in a low seductive voice.
"Miss you? Of course, I do! I haven't seen you in months!"
"Yeah? And how does that make you feel?" Cassandra prodded, all too aware that she hadn't had any form of sexual contact for months. Now that she'd had some time to relax, she was feeling in the mood.
"Well, you know... It's hard being alone like this, with just my hand and all." As much as Cassandra adored Jason, romantic charm was not exactly his most well-practiced skill.
"Your hand? Jason, you have to be a bit more subtle," Cassandra chuckled, giving him a little break, since she had just been thinking in terms of taking care of her own needs.
"Augh, sorry. It's just been frustrating. I miss you, Cassandra."
"Aww, you poor thing. Well, I miss you too. I'm sorry that I couldn't come home. This whole pandemic shit is a total mess. Ugh... But when all this is over, I promise to make it up to you," Cassandra said in a reassuring voice to which she added a tone that was also alluring.
"That sounds nice..." Jason replied. "Ah, crap... Something just came up. I need to go now. Dammit! I'll text or call you later, okay?" he suddenly said in a hurry.
"Yeah, that sounds good," Cassandra answered, sounding a bit concerned. She was a little disappointed that their call was being cut short.
"Alright, bye, love you!"
"Bye, kisses," Cassandra said, before hanging up the phone.
Putting her phone down, Cassandra took a deep breath to compose herself. She had to mentally prepare herself for the perilous future ahead. Still, things could easily have worked out worse. But rather than sulk about her situation, she was determined to make the most out of the circumstances she found herself in.
Cassandra returned from her room to the kitchen to find that Raj was cleaning up. "Mr. Vatel, let me help you with that," Cassandra said, quickly collecting the remaining dirty dishes from the table.
"No worries, Cassandra. I can handle this on my own," Raj insisted. "You just get settled in your room." Cassandra shook her head and took the dishes to the sink.
"If I am to be your guest, it is required for me to help around the apartment. It's only fair," she explained as she washed the dishes. Raj cocked his bushy brow at her but, enjoying the sight of her nice ass while she was bent over the sink, he just grinned. Plus, he wouldn't mind the help. It would be a good change of pace around here.
"If you insist. Thank you, Cassandra," Raj accepted, shrugging his shoulders.
"You're welcome, Mr. Vatel," Cassandra replied happily.
As they cleaned up, Raj couldn't keep his eyes off her but tried not to let Cassandra see how thoroughly he was checking her out. The way her shorts perfectly enveloped her curvy butt cheeks was a veritable godsend. He quickly averted his gaze every time she turned to glance his way. But as soon as she looked away again, his eyes snapped right back to her sexy form, his vision eating her up. Raj adjusted his shorts as his cock stiffened up once again: he had to be careful about that; if he reached his full size, his arousal would become impossible to hide from Cassandra.
But he had to pause his watchful gaze once more as Cassandra brought up the subject of her payment. They discussed how the transaction would go. Raj ensured that things proceeded as easily as possible, which in turn helped soothe Cassandra's remaining worries. For her part, Cassandra agreed that she would help Raj out around the apartment as best she could. Although he told her that the extra help wasn't really necessary, she insisted emphatically. Of course, Raj then graciously accepted. Having an attractive girl cleaning around his little home was quite appealing and tantalizing.
Cassandra was humming to herself as she finished up the last of the dishes when suddenly she felt someone pressing up against her back. "What the- Mr. Vatel?!" she gasped, gripping onto the edge of the sink.
"Oh, so sorry, I'm just trying to get these dishes into the cabinet, it will only take me a second," he smoothly replied. Cassandra writhed against the sink as Raj reached into the cabinet over her head. His crotch pressed against her. As he took his time stacking and positioning the dishes in the cabinet, he wiggled his crotch deeper into her ass.
"Hey! Be careful, augh..." Cassandra groaned.
"Almost done! So sorry! Almost..."
Feeling something hard and long between her cheeks, Cassandra gasped. But before she could fully realize what was happening, Raj pulled away. "Ah, dammit... Mr. Vatel... Warn me that you are going to put the dishes away next time. I would have happily moved out of your way," Cassandra complained, squinting her eyes at the old man.
"My apologies. I didn't want to interrupt what you were doing. I will tell you next time. I'm sorry." Again, Cassandra wasn't sure how suspicious she should be of his actions. But the way he calmly played things off like nothing serious had taken place left her unsure of what to think. Was he really just a perv? Or had their interplay just been an innocent tussle, wholly harmless in intent?
But Raj didn't give her any time to process her doubtful thoughts as he quickly turned the discussion to the topic of her fiancé. Her concerns naturally shifted to her supportive lover. As they conversed about Jason, her most recent disturbing interaction with Raj quickly dropped out of the forefront of her consciousness. She was very willing to talk about how supportive and caring her fiancé was. She even showed him the engagement ring Jason proposed to her with on her left hand. It wasn't anything fancy and expensive, it was just a silver ring with their initials engraved on it. It wasn't like Cassandra was expecting much anyway, it was the thought that counted.
"So, where is your fiancé right now?" Raj probed. Cassandra looked visibly frustrated and distressed as she formulated her response.
"He's back in the States..." Cassandra revealed. Raj paused for a moment, indulging himself in a small smirk.
"Is that right?" he said, as nonchalantly as he could.
"Yeah. I was supposed to be back home with him after being here for three months. But instead, I'm still here and he's still there..." Cassandra continued.
"Ah, don't be so down on yourself. This pandemic is just a mere hiccup in everyone's lives. Things will go back to normal in no time!" Raj assured her. But now that Cassandra would be sharing the lockdown with him, he never wanted it to end. He wanted Cassandra to stay here with him as long as possible.
Cassandra lifted a smile. "Hm, thanks, Mr. Vatel. Let's hope you're right," she uttered.
"Hah! I know I'm right!" he cheered, hiding his true intentions.
By the time they'd finished cleaning up the kitchen, it had grown dark out and Cassandra was pooped from the long day she had. She bid a goodnight to Raj and proceeded into the bathroom to brush her teeth. Once back in her room, Cassandra shut the lights off and hopped into bed.
As she lay there, she felt her body melting from exhaustion. Today had been a lot to deal with. She had never been in a situation like this in her life. Cassandra had no idea what was in store for her. What would she do to pass the time? Would she even be allowed out of the apartment? How long would this lockdown last? She had so many questions circling her mind. Hopefully, this would prove just as temporary as Raj had suggested and she would be on a flight back home to her fiancé in no time. As Cassandra clung hopefully to this optimistic thought, slumber engulfed her and she fell soundly into sleep's embrace.
-
Days turned into weeks and it seemed that the end of the lockdown was always just out of sight. Cassandra kept close tabs on the news but, to her dread, things around the world just kept deteriorating. It appeared she was going to be stuck here for the long run.
Cassandra was able to keep in pretty close touch with her parents back home. Of course, they were worried sick about her being stranded in India. Her father even offered to come and get her as soon as he could. But as much as she appreciated their concern, Cassandra refused to expose them to any risk of catching the coronavirus. There was a lot still unknown about COVID-19. If her parents fell ill while trying to help her, Cassandra would never be able to forgive herself. Instead, she assured them that she was fine. But, needless to say, they still worried.
Of course, Jason also remained steadfastly supportive. She Facetimed him as frequently as possible, but the wifi was pretty spotty at times. So they mostly resorted to calling and texting, which Cassandra at times found somewhat dejecting. She needed to be with him, she not only needed some form of love and affection but, most importantly, she needed to be touched, to have actual physical contact.
Jason was frustrated as well, but the way he expressed his longing for her every time they spoke didn't help Cassandra feel any better. Although he never came right out and said it, she couldn't help but read some implied messages into his frustration. What she 'heard' from him was that this was her fault and that if she hadn't been so determined to study abroad, or if she had been more proactive as the pandemic first took hold, none of this would have ever happened. Rationally, she realized that her feelings of guilt were playing a part in all this but some feelings of resentment were growing inside her.
They tried to remedy their sexual frustrations by sexting each other. Cassandra would text Jason a few lewd photos of herself, and he would do the same for her. However, this didn't work as effectively as she would have liked. Jason was always eager to receive nudes from her, which helped him satiate his needs on his end. But the dick pics he was sending to Cassandra just weren't working for her. His penis was fine and all, but it didn't have as much of an impact on her libido, especially reduced to a small 2D image on the screen of her phone. If she couldn't touch it, taste it, or feel it inside of her, it just didn't do all that much for her. They even tried to have phone sex a few times. But, as with their other attempts to keep their intimacy going, it wasn't as fulfilling for Cassandra as she needed it to be. She couldn't help it if she just needed the real thing. And it wasn't just Jason; her own fingers and the small vibrator she'd brought with her were also of limited efficacy.
Cassandra had always been an intimate person. She thrived off being close to those she loved. As admirable as their efforts were to cope with what they couldn't have, every attempt just left Cassandra feeling even more frustrated. Even more detached and disconnected from that human contact that she craved. It felt like she was being teased rather than relieved. So Cassandra decided to ease back on the sexting with Jason. He was disappointed at first, but he tried to be as understanding of her perspective as he could. It pained her to reduce their virtual interaction, especially when it seemed to work better for him than for her. But she was entitled to prioritize her feelings and not just suppress them out of a misguided emphasis on pleasing him. She needed to take this step for her own sake. If she kept having to confront her inability to please her needs, Cassandra felt like she was going to lose her mind!
What worked best to take her mind off things was focusing on her schooling, completing some online work she'd picked up, and working out her body to stay fit and healthy. It seemed like a cliche, but keeping busy was an effective distraction from her lack of physical and emotional affection. But no matter how many distractions she engaged in, there simply wasn't all that much to do in this cramped apartment. Going outside was still restricted as hell and the only times they were allowed to leave the apartment was to get supplies. And even for that limited function, Raj was the only one who was able to leave the apartment. Mostly because he knew his way around and was a citizen. According to him, the police just weren't comfortable with foreigners wandering about the streets of the city during these trying times.
Cassandra had to admit that Raj had proved to be a saving grace. She had grown used to having him around. When they had first met, Cassandra worried that he was just like all the other perverted men she had come across. But he was different. Yes, he would compliment her looks from time to time. Cassandra was flattered by his kind regard, but she mostly thought of it as being playfully polite rather than flirting in the strict sense.
Raj was also very resourceful. Cassandra was very thankful when he managed to bring back some women's products for her whenever he went out. He even did her laundry for her since their cramped apartment lacked a washing machine. Cassandra felt a little bad that he went out of his way to do all these things for her. But, given her current situation, she was in no position to do anything beyond staying inside. The only way she had to repay him was to help him out around the apartment.
Cassandra thought that she had developed a good relationship with Raj. They usually passed the time doing chores, talking about life, or listening to stories of Raj's humorously eventful life. Cassandra even cemented him as a good friend or an adoptive grandpa. There was nothing more to their relationship than that, right?
One day, Cassandra was lying flat on a mat in her room, doing her daily yoga to keep in shape. Using her hands, she lifted herself and arched her torso forward. She was in mid-stretch when she suddenly heard a knock at the door.
"Cassandra?" Raj called out from the other side.
Cassandra let out a steady exhale trying to keep her composure as she finished off her stretch. "Come in," she informed him. As Raj slowly opened the door, he was met with a delightful scene. Cassandra was lying down, facing away from him. She wore a black sports bra and gray tight-fitting yoga pants. His old eyes shot open and hungrily stared at her ass. The fabric of her pants perfectly enveloped her cheeks and accentuated her curves and legs.
"What is it, Mr. Vatel," Cassandra queried, closing her eyes, as she continued to regulate her breathing. Raj snapped out of his gaze.
"Oh, were you planning to use the bathroom anytime soon?" he asked.
Before answering, Cassandra slowly arched her ass up into a downward-facing dog pose. Raj's throat went dry as her perfect ass was pointed right at him. His crotch quickly swelled. "No, you go ahead. I'm still doing my yoga, as you can see," Cassandra politely responded, completely unaware of how hungrily Raj was eating up the view of her accentuated ass.
"Okay! Don't mind me. Keep doing what you're doing," Raj said before slowly exiting her room. But, before closing the door behind him, he made sure to take in as much of the delightful view she was giving him as humanly possible.
Raj had been subtly working on his new roommate ever since she had moved in. He had been extra polite and courteous to encourage her to let her guard down. The things he did for her, such as tracking down all the little products she asked for whenever he went out were painfully tedious. With the pandemic still dominating all aspects of life, it was often a struggle to find what she needed. But he made the effort nonetheless, in the hope that all his little efforts on her behalf would be rewarded. Thoroughly rewarded, deeply and passionately. Raj could barely wait.
But today was the day he was going to take more drastic action to lure in his prey. It had been a struggle this past week to hold back his primal urges. Raj had been fiending for Cassandra. It had been so long since he'd last been with a woman. Having this beautiful young woman dropped down from heaven right into his hands was the opportunity of a lifetime. Was god truly looking after him? Or was the old man just extremely lucky? Either way, that didn't matter. What mattered to him was that he needed to get Cassandra on his bed and fuck her brains out until his old heart gave out.
As sexually pent-up Raj was, he knew that Cassandra was as well. He could tell based on her underlying frustrated demeanor, the way she fidgeted around in response to the slightest touch, and how she responded to his increasingly daring compliments. He knew it because of the apartment's thin walls; he had overheard her trying to have phone sex with her fiancé quite a few times and how poorly those sessions all seemed to end. Raj tested Cassandra's sensitivity to touch by placing a hand on her knee or hip from time to time. Of course, he took every precaution to make sure that she wasn't alerted to his longer-term designs.



Cassandra was in dire need of something. And Raj knew what that something was. All that was left to do now was to make sure she knew it was there...
After spending a few more minutes in her yoga workout, Cassandra stood up and sighed in relief. "Whoo... That felt good!" she happily cheered. Checking her phone, she saw that she had received a text from Jason.
"Hey, what are you doing?" It read.
Cassandra smiled and responded, "Just got done with some yoga? How about you?"
Jason replied in a matter of seconds. "I'm lying in bed... I'm having trouble sleeping. I just keep thinking about you... " Their time zones were so different that Jason was usually going to bed by the time he could call or message her. Cassandra rolled her eyes and smirked, immediately catching onto where this was going.
"Yeah? What about me are you thinking about?" she replied. Three dots floated in the chat.
"You know... Your body and stuff... I miss you." Cassandra smirked, but as much as she enjoyed the idea that Jason was horny for her, she didn't want to get herself riled up since she couldn't properly satisfy herself.
"Aw, you poor thing. But Jason, remember what I told you. I just can't... Sorry. Please understand," she texted sincerely. For several moments, there was no response from Jason. Cassandra started to feel bad that she wasn't able to do more to help him with his frustration. But she knew that the more that she tried to help with his frustration, the more it increased her own. She wished she could be there with him; hell, she wished he could be here with her. But what they wanted simply wasn't possible and it seemed like there was no mutually satisfying solution to their dilemma.
"Yeah... It's okay... I get it," Jason finally replied. Cassandra could sense the disappointment in his message.
For the next few minutes, Cassandra tried to change the subject to something less suggestive for Jason's sake, and her own. They tried to talk about what was going on back home in the States. But 'tried' was the key word. Even as they conversed, Cassandra could sense Jason's frustration building up as an undertone to his texts. His messages were very brief and conveyed his dejection. He clearly wanted something from her that she just didn't seem able to give him.
Sighing, Cassandra went ahead and pointed out his demeanor. "Ugh, what is it, Jason? Are you that frustrated right now??" she typed bluntly.
"What do you mean? I'm fine. Like you said, we can't do such things. So I will just bear with my suffering." Cassandra's eyes widened in disbelief.
"Did he really just say that?!" she muttered in shock. Was he trying to guilt-trip her? Snarling, Cassandra typed back quickly. "Jason, don't you dare do that! Do you think I want to put you through this?? And how about me? I'm suffering just as much as you!"
"Cassandra. You haven't been sending me pictures for a little while. It's been a little hard. I'm not trying to ask for much."
"Spoiled, are we??" Cassandra was flabbergasted. "And the photos I sent to you before aren't enough?" she angrily sent a text. As much as she loved Jason, he was really getting on her nerves now.
"I mean... Those were from a while ago. I need something... new and different, you know?" he explained. Cassandra's eyes went dead as she stared at her screen. "Unbelievable..." she muttered to herself.
"Is that it? You just want more pictures of me?" Cassandra questioned. Jason took a moment to respond.
"I mean... Yeah? Of course, if you don't want to..." Cassandra rolled her eyes. Taking her phone, she lifted it up for a selfie. She snapped a quick pic showing some cleavage.
Sending him the picture, she added, "There. You're making me mad, so that's all you're going to get. Goodnight."
Cassandra put her phone down on the desk, not even bothering to check to see if he'd replied further. Letting out a heavy sigh, she rubbed her forehead frustratedly. Her temper had been particularly short as of late. Could be because of her pent-up sexual frustration, being homesick, or the lack of freedom beyond this small apartment? Perhaps all of them combined.
Feeling her clothes sticking to her sweaty skin, Cassandra decided that it was time to take a shower. Well, use that big bucket full of water to bathe. Stripping out of her clothing, she wrapped her towel around her nude curves and headed to the bathroom. She figured that Raj was probably done by now.
As she exited her room, she saw that the door to Raj's room was left slightly open. Usually, when he wasn't inside, the door would always be cracked. "Hm? Is he still in the bathroom?" Cassandra curiously thought It had been a bit since he announced his intentions. As she went down the small hallway, she saw that the bathroom door was slightly cracked as well.
"Strange..." Cassandra carefully listened if he was in the main room of the apartment, but she heard nothing. "Did he go out?"
Shrugging she calmly strolled to the bathroom. But as she got closer, she began to hear faint sounds coming from inside. "What the hell?" Cassandra muttered in confusion. She inched closer to the slightly cracked door.
Getting right up to the opening, Cassandra was met with an eerie silence, however, she could make out some dripping and weird squelching sounds coming from within the shower.
Swiveling her head back to his bedroom door, she tried to figure out what was happening. "Is Mr. Vatel still in the bathroom? No, no... That can't be right. He never leaves the door open when he bathes," Cassandra thought. She debated going over and knocking on his room to make sure where he was but it was apparent that there was someone already in the bathroom. Puzzled with her predicament, Cassandra subconsciously took a calculated leap of faith, trying to clear things up for herself.
Taking a deep breath, she further peeked inside. As soon as she got a full view of the bathroom, Cassandra's stroking blue eyes widened in shock; Raj's unmistakable old skinny form was somewhat obscured behind the blurred-out glass. However, the glass door was not fully slid shut. Through the gap in the partly closed door, Cassandra's eyes were immediately drawn to this strange pole-like appendage sticking right out in the open for her to see. Raj had his right hand around it and was slowly moving it up and down its length.
Cassandra was frozen by the sheer amount of embarrassment for having walked in on someone bathing. She should have dashed right out of there but she wasn't thinking straight. Her eyes kept tracking back to whatever it was that he was holding.
As Cassandra struggled to gather herself, her eyes were absorbed in what Raj was holding. She audibly gasped having realized what her elderly roommate processed in his hand.
"What the hell?!" Cassandra quietly screamed.
Quickly covering her mouth, she gazed in shock discovering the old man's cock. It was big and long: it had to be around eight inches, maybe more! His cock head was big and bulbous and his dark shaft was salaciously thick, with fat veins wrapping all around it.
Cassandra was bewildered that such a scrawny older man could even pack a cock like that. "How is that even possible?!" she exclaimed to herself.
Then, noting his stroking hand, Cassandra grasped that the old man was pleasuring himself! Her inhibitions told her to leave that very instant, but for some reason, her feet were anchored to the floor.
She was almost hypnotized seeing something so big... so monstrous... so virile... yet so strangely attractive... Yes, Jason had a fine penis. But Raj's was on a whole different level! What Raj had was a proper cock! But as she gazed at the lewd scene of her older roommate masturbating in the shower, Cassandra accidentally leaned on the door too hard causing a loud creaking noise to echo through the bathroom.
"Eh? Hello?!" Raj curiously called out, stopping his stroking hand. Cassandra gasped and quickly backed away from the bathroom, hastily returning the door to its original position.
Slamming her bedroom door behind her, Cassandra leaned her back against the door frame and restlessly gripped her towel. Her chest heaved as she hyperventilated. The image of Raj's cock was seared into her brain. She couldn't get over how big it was! Her mind raced, repeatedly going over every single detail of his male appendage like a broken record.
Cassandra felt embarrassed at what she witnessed. Any normal person would have left without a word. But for some unknown reason, she just had to stay and satiate her curiosity. Weird feelings stirred inside her. Her face burned with sheer embarrassment, but strangely, she also felt flustered.
Her body slowly heated up and her loins squeezed together thinking about Raj's well-endowed member. "Why, why, why, why!" she kept repeating to herself, slowly sinking onto the floor. "Agh! I can't believe I saw that!"
Try as she might, Cassandra just couldn't get that vivid image out of her head. The first cock she'd seen in the flesh for months and, of all the cocks in the world, it had to be Raj's monster! But after a few minutes, Cassandra managed to calm down somewhat and gather herself.
"What am I doing?" Cassandra asked herself. "I have a fiancé! I can't be thinking about another man's coc- penis! Okay... Calm down, Cassandra. Let's just pretend this never happened. Mr. Vatel probably just forgot to close the door this time. Hopefully, he didn't catch me peeking at his... god... why does it have to be so big?!" Cassandra sounded like a crazy person talking to herself.
For the next thirty minutes, Cassandra nervously paced back and forth around her room. She was too embarrassed to go outside and see Raj. She couldn't bear to think about what she would do if he confronted her about peeking at him naked, not to mention pleasuring himself too! Instead, she carefully listened for Raj to go back to his room so she could dash into the bathroom. Hearing footsteps in the hallway, Cassandra's ears perked up. Then, Raj's door creaked open and closed shut.
Taking the opportunity, Cassandra opened her door as slowly as possible, trying not to make a sound before making a run for the bathroom. Closing the door behind her, she locked it and then let out a sigh of relief. She needed to clean herself, literally as well as metaphorically. Perhaps a splash of cold water would help ease her fluttering emotions.
Removing her towel, Cassandra stepped into the shower closure. As she stood there, her mind returned to thoughts of Raj. He had been pleasuring himself, right here, exactly where she now stood. Not more than half an hour ago... The idea of that caused her to shudder. But then, as she happened to glance forward, Cassandra's eyes widened at seeing this thick white substance splattered on the shower wall.
"Oh my god!" Cassandra gasped, covering her mouth. She didn't need to take a second look to know what it was. Her eyes were riveted on the lewd evidence left behind by her older roommate. She was baffled at how thick and sticky it looked as it slowly dripped down. And there was so much of it. Cassandra wondered how an old man like Raj could remain so virile at his age.
Could this day get any more absurd? Within a short span, Cassandra's world felt like it had been flipped upside down. How she saw Raj was changing drastically. At first, she had just seen him as a cheerful older man. But now, well, apparently he was just a cheerful old man who was hung like a horse!
Being in the mere presence of his virile load while she was completely nude felt wrong and depraved somehow. Not wanting to remain in its presence, she grabbed the dipper and splashed water on the cum splatter. To her shock, it took several splashes of water before she could even rinse it off the wall. Cassandra felt grossed out but at the same time, weirdly fascinated. Staring at the sludgy swirls as they disappeared slowly down the drain, she found herself still awed at how much there was, how thick, and potent it appeared. The texture was obscene, yet tantalizing.
Cassandra slapped her cheeks hard. "Augh! I need to put this all behind me. All of this was just a bad coincidence. Mr. Vatel has his needs. Surely he was just being sloppy with his work. Wait, why am I thinking about his personal business, augh!"
Shaking her head back into focus, Cassandra scooped up some water and splashed herself. She needed to bathe away this mess.
Meanwhile, Raj grinned deviously as he pulled some particularly small shorts up his skinny hairy legs. His plan had worked, so far. He ran the risk of possibly offending her and jeopardizing his relationship with Cassandra but, as best he could tell, she seemed more baffled than disgusted. She hadn't burst from the bathroom offended, loudly accusing him of any improprieties. Which was good news for him. And it wasn't like she could pack up and move out, she had nowhere else to go and no way to find any better place to stay. She was effectively in the palm of his hand. All he had to do now was to toy with her patiently until she broke.
Later that same evening, Raj was cooking up some dinner. The small size of his shorts required him to constantly adjust himself. But doing so was all part of his plan to draw Cassandra into his salacious grasp.
Carefully stepping out of her room, Cassandra cautiously entered the main space of the apartment. She saw Raj cooking up supper. Upon seeing her roommate, flashes of him stroking his big cock and his huge load on the shower wall flooded her mind. Her ears got white hot and her stomach churned.
She couldn't bear to look at Raj right now. She was simply too embarrassed. But before she could retreat to her room, the old man called out to her. "Cassandra! You've been cooped up in your room all day. Come on now. You must eat something. Supper is almost ready!"
As he approached her, Cassandra's eyes were drawn to his crotch. She noticed that his shorts were particularly undersized than his usual ones and she could make out a big sausage-like imprint underneath. Her heart pounded from her chest. Even when he was soft he was huge!
"I think I'm okay, Mr. Vatel! I'm not very hungry right now. I'm just gonna-," she tried to say, urgently waving her hands at him, but Raj quickly reached his arm around her torso and held onto her hip.
Cassandra gasped and blushed at the feel of his bony hand holding her so firmly. She wondered why he was acting like this. Sure, he always acted this assertive, but now it seemed different. The strength of his grip sent a new message through Cassandra's body in addition to his usual jovial familiarity. Given his appearance, the old man had a surprisingly strong grip. She could sense how he could easily he could control her into doing what he pleased if he took it into his mind to do so. The realization was disconcerting, but somehow... No, she couldn't let her imagination carry her away.
"Come now. Take a seat. You need to eat," Raj continued to insist as that wrinkly hand guided her to the table. He pulled out a chair for her and Cassandra reluctantly sat down.
Her tension was relieved a little bit by Raj's commonplace act of presenting their nightly dinner. It was part of their routine as housemates. And the savory sights and smells helped to distract her from that monster cock of his. Still, as they ate, an awkward silence stretched between them. Beads of sweat dotted Cassandra's fair skin, more than could be explained by the outside temperature or the spicy food. She was certain that, at any moment, Raj was going to confront her about peeping on him while he was in the shower. But he seemed relaxed and content, as he ate his food, as if raising any uncomfortable topic was the last thing on his mind.
Of course, Raj could sense Cassandra's apprehension. He had secretly grinned to himself when he saw how her eyes had immediately been drawn to his crotch when he had insisted that she come to eat. Her eyes had been quick to dart away, but not quick enough. Her unspoken desires had grown to the point that they could no longer be suppressed. And now she knew that he had exactly what she needed.
Once they had finished eating, they cleaned up in their routine fashion. Cassandra washed the dishes as she normally would, while Raj cleaned off the table and put any leftovers away in the fridge.
Cassandra hummed to herself as she washed the dishes. This helped keep her mind occupied so she wouldn't think about the abnormally endowed phallus Raj kept tucked away under his shorts. But then, feeling a heavy force pushing up behind her, Cassandra gasped.
"Gah! What??" Cassandra turned to see Raj pushing up behind her.
"Whoops, sorry! Let me just put these dishes away for you," he urgently explained. Cassandra's heart pounded from her chest as he pushed himself harder into her. She could feel his crotch shoving into her ass. Then, feeling something thick and long pressed against her cheeks, she recalled the time that this exact same thing had happened the first evening they had met. It was his cock!
Cassandra groaned and writhed under the pressure from Raj's body and manhood as he seemed to take forever to reach over her to put the dishes away. She could feel his protruding beer belly against her back and, in even greater detail, his well-endowed member trying to separate her supple cheeks like a hotdog between buns. As he took his sweet time stacking the plates in the cabinet, Cassandra began to wonder if he was doing this on purpose.
She wanted to say something, but her words stuck in her throat as she focused on the big sausage against her ass. "Ah... Raj..." was all she could say in a slightly moany voice. A part of her brain was demanding that she object, that she say anything! But she remained restlessly quiet as her older roommate pressed up and ground against her. Raj's eyes widened and he grinned deviously when he heard Cassandra finally say his first name. And the way she sounded when she said it was so arousing. He was tempted to just take her right where she stood.
Soon, her body was heating up without her conscious awareness. It had been so long since she had been touched so intimately. This felt so wrong, so naughty, but also, so sinfully good... Cassandra's body had been craving human touch for so long that it had started eating away at her inhibitions.
Finally, Raj stepped away from behind her. Cassandra exhaled in relief as she leaned against the sink. "Ra- Mr. Vatel... What the hell?" she complained in a low breathy voice. The old man grinned evilly behind her.
"So sorry! I was just trying to be helpful," he replied, trying to sound as sincerely apologetic as possible.
"Augh... I told you... If you need me to move, just tell me..." Cassandra reminded him, trying to keep a composed voice. She could feel her chest fluttering and her ears burning.
"Hm, my apologies. I must have forgotten you told me that. Argh, this old brain of mine, he he," he answered humorously. Cassandra turned her head just enough to see his aged face. Immediately, from the corner of her eye, she saw that Raj was bricked up under those small shorts of his. She swiftly averted her face back toward the sink, hoping he hadn't noticed her checking out his package again.
"Hm, I think I'm going to go ahead and get some sleep," Raj announced. "Make sure you turn off the lights on your way out."
Hearing his footsteps disappear in the distance, Cassandra began to immediately hyperventilate as she supported herself against the front of the sink. Her mind raced as she tried to process what had just happened. Now instead of having the mere image of his cock firmly lodged in her brain she now knew exactly how it felt against her. And she was sure that she had seen that he was erect as well.



Cassandra was at a loss for words. This day had flipped her world upside down. Everything she knew about Raj was changing, seemingly right before her very eyes. "Did he do that on purpose?? Ugh... why is he so big..." Cassandra anxiously muttered to herself. Then, remembering her fiancé, Jason, she quickly shook her head.
"I can't be thinking of this! What am I doing?! This is wrong! So wrong!" she screamed in her head.
Finishing up with the dishes, Cassandra turned the kitchen and living room lights off as she got ready for bed. Plopping herself down on her mattress, she just stared at the ceiling. The darkness of the room engulfed her vision but did nothing to dispel the imagery in her brain. Cassandra just lay there, trapped with only her thoughts for company. Everything that had happened today just kept playing out, over and over again, on repeat in her mind. She couldn't understand why she kept thinking about Raj's cock. Yes, she had certainly known that some men were just bigger than others but, for some reason, she could not stop thinking about how imposing this particular male appendage looked and felt.
Such thoughts were wrong and depraved. Inexcusable! Cassandra had a fiancé so, in some way, her obsessive thoughts also made her feel as if she was cheating. But she hadn't seen or touched or enjoyed a man's penis in such a long time! Jason was so far away! Hugging her pillow, Cassandra shut her eyes and tried to get some sleep. She hoped that this was just some sort of lucid dream and that, by the time she woke up, this would be long forgotten.
But as she lay there, her body began to heat up again and her loins involuntarily clenched. She writhed and squirmed in bed as she struggled to forget. But the more she tried to forget, the more she remembered. Every detail of Raj's cock dominated her mind. His length, thickness, and the lewd details that had impressed themselves into her succulent cheeks all caused her to unknowingly bite her lip in the darkness. Her need for a good solid fucking dominated her consciousness more than ever. Unbeknownst to her, her panties became saturated with moisture from her leaking pussy.
Throughout the entire night, Cassandra struggled to get any sleep. She thrashed and turned in bed. She sweated profusely, making it even harder to sleep. And, making things even worse, was the persistent itch formed deep inside that pestered her relentlessly.
While all this was happening, over on her desk, her phone was pinging with some built-up notifications from Jason...
-
By the time morning finally dawned, Cassandra's eyes were bloodshot red. She lay on her bed well into the afternoon, hoping to evade Raj. But avoiding him physically was futile. She couldn't even elude her own thoughts. Every time her thoughts turned to her older roommate, they ran straight ahead, envisioning the heavy package he carried in excruciating detail. She felt disgusted with herself, and she was incapable of bringing herself to encountering him in person.
As her sleep-deprived delirium wore on without letup, the wetness in Cassandra's crotch slowly began to impinge on consciousness. Reaching under her shorts, her eyes widened as she realized that her panties were absolutely soaked. "Augh, what the hell?!" she exclaimed to herself. "No no no... This can't be... Shit... No!" Cassandra was in disbelief. Had she gotten wet just from thinking about that old man's cock? She wanted to deny it, but the evidence was right there, stretching stickily between her fingers.
Soon, she was forced to come to terms with why her body had felt so strange throughout the night. "God, I'm such a perv... Did I really get horny from all of this? Ugh, Mr. Vatel... Why do you have to be so hung..." she thought, disappointed with herself.
Finally mustering some resolve, Cassandra dragged her exhausted body out of bed. She figured that a shower could only help. She felt gross and sticky, and the cold water would certainly jolt her awake. But before she went to the bathroom, she checked her phone.
As soon as she did, she saw that there were several texts from Jason: telling her that he was sorry, and asking if she was okay. The shame of thinking about another man's penis while she was engaged weighed heavy on her shoulders. Too ashamed to tell him the truth, her reply was simple, and true as far as it went: "I'm fine, love. Just been a bit stressed lately, sorry if I took it out on you." He was probably sleeping already, so she didn't expect a response any time soon.
Stipping out of her clothes, Cassandra tossed them into her laundry basket and grabbed her towel. Slowly opening the door, she poked her head out and scanned her surroundings. Seeing that it was safe to leave, she exited her room and went down the hall to the bathroom, where it all began... But just as she was about to reach for the knob, she heard a voice call out to her.
"Cassandra! Where have you been all day? Are you okay?" Raj greeted, poking his head around the corner of the hall. Cassandra gasped and quickly turned to face him. Grabbing at her towel, she tried to hide her body from him, but it was no use.
"Woah, show some modesty, Cassandra. You're going to make a man go wild, hah!" Raj said humorously. Cassandra felt her cheeks get hot from his flirtatious joke. She was used to this, but hearing him say that after everything that had happened made her feel things.
"Mr. Vatel! I'm fine... I just had a hard time sleeping last night... That's all..." she stammered. Raj smirked.
"Well, I made lunch without you. It's on the table for you whenever you're ready," Raj informed her. Cassandra nodded and reached for the knob. But to her dismay, it wouldn't turn.
"What the hell?" Cassandra urgently muttered. She jerked the knob around in several ways to try and open it, but it was all futile. Sensing Raj still watching her from around the corner, she redoubled her efforts. After a few more tries, she heard his footsteps coming up behind her.
A shock of adrenaline shot through Cassandra's body as his two bony hands grabbed her towel-covered waist. "Eep!" she squealed, swiveling her head to face Raj. "Excuse me??"
"Just trying to help you. Here let me..." Raj said, 'trying' to move her body out of the way. The hallway was narrow though, so the space was too cramped for the two of them. Feeling his hands tightening around her waist, Cassandra let out a small moan and involuntarily grabbed onto his wrists.
But since she no longer was gripping her towel, she felt it begin to slip down her body. Cassandra's heart raced. Without thinking, she jerked her body forward, pinning the towel against the door in front of her. However, the towel unwrapped from around her back, leaving her behind completely exposed for the world to see. And what was worse was that her desperate move had yanked Raj along with her leaving his body skinny old body pressed up against her.
She gasped to feel that memorable sausage against her naked ass. There was a brief silence between the two as Cassandra panted heavily. She could feel Raj's breath blowing against her neck. Soon, an ember of arousal sparked from within her. Even though Raj wasn't the most attractive man, the need to be touched by one overwhelmed her.
"Augh, what are you doing, Cassandra??" Raj feigned, trying to hide an amused voice. He was certainly enjoying this.
"Gah, my god... What are you doing?!" Cassandra groaned in return, still holding onto Raj's wrists, unknowingly sticking her naked ass deeper into his crotch.
They struggled and squirmed against each other for a few more moments. The feeling of Raj's cock pressing up against her cheeks was switching Cassandra's brain into horny mode.
"Ohh, Cassandra..." Raj groaned, slowly pushing himself into her. She could now feel that his cock was engorged. Cassandra's mind was lost in the moment. She had no idea what was going on, what Raj's intentions were, or what she was doing.
"Augh... Raj..." Cassandra moaned quietly, subconsciously grinding her ass into his crotch. Raj grinned victoriously.
Spinning their bodies around, Raj released Cassandra and went for the knob. Unsheathing a key, he secretly unlocked the door before she even noticed. "I can definitely tell you got no sleep. Did you forget how to open a door?" Raj teased.
Cassandra blinked a few times and then shook her head back into focus. Realizing her towel was still down, leaving all the curves of her pulchritude exposed, she quickly wrapped it around her body again. "Wh- I could have sworn-," she tried to say. Her mind was a jumbled mess from their seemingly salacious close encounter.
Then, shuffling past her in the hallway, he reached over and gave Cassandra's ass a playful squeeze. "Thanks for showing your appreciation," he quietly muttered, before disappearing down to the hall.
Cassandra's blue eyes widened and her throat was choked up: she had no idea what to think. "Did that really just happen??" she wondered, baffled. Her brain was ravaged by sleep deprivation and being touched like that had made her body feel things she hadn't felt in so long. Way too long. Trying to rationalize their confusing encounter, Cassandra slipped further and further into denial.
Cassandra attempted to force her thoughts back into some kind of focus, she concluded that it had all been merely an accident and that him grabbing her ass was merely a lighthearted, right? Raj was just a jolly old man whose playful flirting was harmless, right? The door must have gotten stuck from the heat and humidity, right? The old man was just trying to help her with the door, nothing more... right?
Her thoughts still whirling, Cassandra entered the bathroom, slamming the door behind her, as if doing so could shut out the way that huge cock had felt against her naked and sensitive ass from her mind. She was in desperate need of a splash of cold water to cleanse her senses.
-
Ever since that day, Cassandra's close encounters with her elderly roommate had only ramped up. As the days seemed to flash past in a daze of lustful thoughts and tormented dreams, similarly confusing incidents with Raj seemed to happen more and more often. Raj wore smaller shorts as the hot Indian summer dragged on, showing off his meaty package at increasingly frequent intervals. Every time they encountered each other, Cassandra's attention was immediately drawn to his crotch. At times, she was certain that he was just toying with her. But there was always a halfway plausible interpretation of events. And that jolly unfazed attitude of his always kept her second-guessing. Most confusing of all, Raj never seemed to take advantage of these flirtatious episodes, if that's even what they were. Cassandra was going crazy with horniness and the continuing ambiguity of what exactly was going on...
But that didn't stop his flirtatious advances from getting bolder. At first, he would just give her cute little compliments, like saying that she was 'pretty' or a 'fine woman'. But now, well, he was certainly getting a little too comfortable with comments that were borderline sexually charged.
But strangely, Cassandra wasn't focused on Raj's advances, but more on her newfound libido. She was as insatiable as ever. Ever since she had called off sexting with Jason, she had held off masturbating since she couldn't properly satisfy herself. But now, she was jilling herself almost religiously. Usually once in the shower, and once at night. And if she felt extra frisky, she would sneak one in the middle of the day. This helped Cassandra satiate her feverish behavior about Raj's cock and was able to return to a somewhat normal state with him. But still, she felt this underlying buzz almost every time she interacted with him.
Her newfound vigor was, however, fueled by her roommate's large cock. Although she wouldn't explicitly think about Raj, she very definitely imagined using that big meat stick of his. She felt ashamed and guilty with herself for thinking about another man's cock, but it was a necessity to satiate herself. Although her self-pleasure helped relieve some of her tension, she was left feeling like she still needed something more...
As horny as she was now, Cassandra mostly managed to keep all this hidden from Jason. She didn't want to restart their sexting since she knew that she would be thinking about Raj's cock, rather than her fiancé's if they did. She felt like that wasn't fair to Jason, and of course, she felt guilty as well. But to satiate him and ease her guilt, she did increase the number of lewd selfies she sent him.
Meanwhile, Raj cackled to himself in bed every night at his success in steadily breaking Cassandra down. He knew what she wanted. And she knew he had it. He caught her looking at his crotch first thing every time they ran into each other. The way he touched and flirted with her was very calculated. And he was convinced that Cassandra liked it. But as much as her attitude towards him was changing right before his very eyes, he also felt like he was seeing less and less of her. She seemed to spend more time in her room now, rather than hanging out with him.
Raj had a pretty good idea why she was secluding herself. From time to time, he eavesdropped on her, listening to her masturbatory mewling through her door. This was both a blessing and a curse. Raj was happy that his work was having such an effect on her. But this knowledge also made him unbearably horny for her. He was tired of being patient; he just wanted to hurry up and fuck her brains to the moon. So after some deliberation, Raj decided he needed to take more drastic measures to get what he wanted.
So one day, while Cassandra was in the bathroom, Raj sneaked into her room. Once inside, he observed his surroundings. Everything in the room looked neatly organized, other than the messy bed with a notable wet mark on it. And her room bore the pervasive aroma of her scent. A deep breath of it left him dazed like he could stay there forever. Raj grinned deviously at this direct evidence of his handiwork. But turning his attention to the real objective, he looked up at the ceiling where her AC unit was attached.
Getting a stool, he stood on it to quickly remove a panel. Reaching into the wiring, Raj did some fiddling, all the while listening carefully for any indication that Cassandra had completed her shower. After a few minutes, he wiped the thick sweat from his forehead after finishing up what he needed to do. Carefully returning the panel to its original position, he stepped down from the stool and surveyed the room, to make sure no sign of his intrusion was left behind.
It was then that the wet mark on her bed caught his attention again. He was half tempted to take a small sniff to tide himself over, but shaking his head, he figured he would be getting much more of that soon enough. And directly from the source. So he tiptoed on out, quietly closing the door behind him.
As Cassandra sat at her desk doing some computer work, she felt like the air in the room was stuffy; she was definitely getting hot. Grabbing the AC control, she tried to switch it on, but it was no use. "Augh, puta madre..." she frustratedly muttered, even as she kept trying to turn it on.
After a few more futile tries, Cassandra snarled in annoyance and put the remote down. Perhaps there was a slight technical difficulty that would sort itself out later. She wasn't too keen on mechanical work. She just decided to power through her work, doing her best to ignore the increasing mugginess in her room.
But that day was a particularly hot one, and her room felt more and more like the inside of an oven. Fanning her tank top, Cassandra wiped the sweat off her forehead. "Damn... It's so damn hot in here," she complained. After a few more minutes of trying to endure the heat as she worked, Cassandra had finally had enough. Grabbing her laptop, she abandoned her boiler of a room for the living room.
There was no AC out there, but the more open space provided a slightly cooler atmosphere. Any slightest improvement was preferable to staying in her room. She saw Raj sitting on the couch with his legs splayed out watching one of his Indian television programs. He wore his usual white tank top that clung to his beer belly and the small shorts which displayed the form of his massive cock. Her eyes routinely went to his crotch, then up to his old face. It was so hot, she could kind of understand why Raj had switched to wearing the smaller shorts.
"Ah! Cassandra!" Raj called out. His eyes roved hungrily up and down her sexy form; her shorts were proportionally just as small as his and she had paired them with a crop-top tank top. Her casual, loose bun only topped off her alluring appearance. Cassandra knew her apparel was on the revealing side, but she wore it anyway. She rationalized her clothing choice based on the warm weather. But subconsciously other reasons might well have been at play...
"My beautiful roommate! Finally, you come out of your room! What brings you out here?" Raj continued with a wide grin.
"I think there's something wrong with my AC. It's boiling in there. So you won't mind if I do my work out here, will you?" Cassandra asked, trying to keep a composed voice.
"Of course not! Oh my! You look drenched! Why don't you just get out of those sexy clothes of yours? I'm sure you will feel much better then, hah!" he flirtatiously taunted.
Cassandra's eyes went dead and she gave a dismissive smirk. "Mr. Vatel. Didn't I tell you that you can't say such things to me? I have a fiancé, remember?" she replied with a hint of amusement.
"Hah! You know I'm just teasing. But the offer still stands. You wouldn't mind making an old man's day, would you? Hah!" Cassandra rolled her pretty blue eyes.
"How charming, Mr. Vatel," she replied sarcastically.
"Heh, you know you like it," Raj insisted. "I can look at your AC later tonight. For now, why don't we just enjoy each other's company? I got some ice-cold rice beer for us to enjoy. I'm sure that will help cool you down."
Going over to the couch and sitting down, Cassandra opened her laptop. "Huh, that doesn't sound too bad. I've never had rice beer before." She always enjoyed the occasional drink, and she hadn't drunk anything alcoholic in quite a while, not since the lockdown, so she didn't mind indulging in some recreational drinking.
"Such a shame! Trust me, you will like it a lot!" Raj exclaimed. Getting up from the couch, he went over to the fridge and grabbed several glass bottles of rice beer. Popping the caps of a couple of bottles, he handed one to his attractive American roommate.
"Thank you," Cassandra said, keeping her eyes on the screen of her laptop. Raj nodded and plopped himself down closely next to her on the couch, causing her to sink into him.
As Cassandra worked, she casually took sips from her bottle. She liked how it tasted and how smooth it felt going down her throat. "Hm, not bad," she muttered, taking another swig.
"Hah! I told you that you would like it!" Raj replied, hiding a devious grin on his face. "Go on, keep drinking, enjoy!" Cassandra shrugged and took yet another swig. The ice-cold liquid flowed effortlessly into her body, cooling her down.
As time went on, Cassandra subconsciously kept drinking as she worked on her computer. One bottle became two, then three. Raj made sure he kept the alcohol flowing to get her all nice and relaxed. Starting to feel a heavy buzz, Cassandra rubbed her forehead. "Oh, wow, I think I'm having a little too much to drink, Mr. Vatel. I can't focus on my work," she uttered. Raj grinned deviously and wrapped his hairy left arm around her shoulder.
"Ah, you've been working all evening! Why don't you just put that computer down and we'll just keep enjoying the rest of our evening together?" he hollered, pulling her into his skinny old body.



"I don't know, Mr. Vatel..." Cassandra said, haltingly.
"Gah! Don't give me that. Come on, let's just keep drinking and relaxing together, yes? Don't you think you have earned a break?" Raj continued to prod. Cassandra cocked her brow. She had been working pretty hard lately. Perhaps she did deserve a little break. And it was getting pretty late in the evening too, so she might as well wrap her work up anyway.
"I-, okay. I could have just one or two more drinks, I suppose," Cassandra agreed. Raj's grin grew from ear to ear. Reaching over with his free hand, he carefully closed her laptop and placed it on the coffee table in front of them.
As the evening went on, rice beer continued to flow. Cassandra was now crossing the boundary into tipsiness but was still coherent enough to be aware of her actions; due to her family's ancestry, she could handle her drink somewhat better than most people.
As they conversed, Cassandra and Raj began to reveal more personal things about each other. They talked more about his eventful life, then eventually his love life. Raj revealed a few stories about his vigor in his early years. He even went so far as to describe it in great detail. Under normal circumstances, Cassandra would be thoroughly disturbed by his vulgar stories. But since she was under the influence, and still pent up with her underlying sexual frustration, Cassandra's reaction was of intrigue and arousal.
"Mr. Vatel! Stop that! You are being so foul," Cassandra playfully exclaimed, playfully slapping him on the shoulder after hearing one of his suggestive stories.
"Gah! It's a true story! I swear! I really gave it to her in that shed! Her father nearly caught us, hah!" Raj laughed, tugging her closer to him. "Heh, but enough about me. What about you? It's your turn to share some stories about your past love life!" Cassandra blushed, contemplating telling this virile older man anything about her romantic history.
"Hm, well, I've had a few boyfriends. One in grade school, another in high school, and of course now I'm with my fiancé. I met him in college... Hmm, my fiancé... I still can't believe that I'm going to marry him. Jason is such a wonderful man," Cassandra answered, sounding more than a little tipsy even as she took another swig from her latest bottle. Raj squinted a bit as she told how enamored she was of her lover. He was going to change that soon enough.
"Congratulations once again. But you seem a little too young to be getting married so soon. Don't you think?" Raj suggested. Cassandra tilted her head to the side and tapped her chin with the top rim of the bottle.
"Hmm, I don't think so, Mr. Vatel. I'm 24 years old, after all."
"Gah, see, you're still so young. You haven't had the chance to experience life on your own!" Raj insisted, as one of his hands dropped firmly onto Cassandra's thigh as if somehow emphasizing his point. Cassandra's eyes were immediately drawn to this new sensation, but her attention was quickly drawn back to Raj as he continued to elaborate his thesis.
Raj went on about how young people nowadays were always rushing things, meeting life's next chapter before properly enjoying the one they were already in. He opined that women of Cassandra's limited age and experience should avoid tying themselves down to anyone man too soon. Cassandra could feel her face warming up as Raj's words, not to mention his firm hand massaging her thigh sent signals to her brain that drew aroused responses from her body. At first, she resisted the progress of his hand up her thigh by gripping it in her own hand, but as they continued to share intimacies, her defenses weakened. Soon Raj's hand was back in control of her thigh, irresistibly rubbing her smooth soft flesh.
"Well, what about you? Have you ever been married, Mr. Vatel?" Cassandra asked. None of the furnishings or keepsakes in his home suggested that he was in any sort of current committed relationship, but she asked anyway wanting to break the sexual tension between them.
"No, I never had the proper chance. I had, heh, several lovers when I was younger, but could never seem to find the right woman. And, by the time I was ready, everyone seemed to have forgotten about me. Gah, it's the curse of getting old," Raj responded, shaking his head indignantly.
"Aw, Mr. Vatel, that's terrible..." Cassandra consoled, rubbing his shoulder. Raj could hardly contain his chortles of devious excitement as she fell for his line of self-pity.
"Eh, it's okay. I don't mind! Truly. It's just water under the bridge now... But I still get lonely at times," he explained, his hand slowly creeping toward her inner thigh. The movement seemed absentminded rather than intentional, but Cassandra certainly noticed. The heat of his hand on the exposed flesh of her inner thigh was swiftly spreading to other parts of her body. Her face wasn't the only part of her that was flushing with warmth.
"Erh... your hand is getting a bit too close... heh," Cassandra warned, uneasily chuckling a bit. She placed her hand back on top of his. Her feminine hand wasn't convicted enough to discourage him from groping, but it was at least impeding its progress closer to where her legs came together. Raj eased up a bit. Cassandra wasn't finding the contact as unwelcome as she should've been. She wasn't entirely sure how she should be feeling about his hand on her thigh, his arm around her shoulder, his intimate presence right up against her on the couch. She had no idea how potent the rice beer actually was, but the more she consumed, the weaker her inhibitions were getting.
"Oh, I'm sorry, I don't know what came over me! The alcohol must be getting to me," Raj chuckled, acting like he was trying to pull himself together. He had drunk very little and his words were only intended to offer a plausible excuse for Cassandra's increasing impairment. "It's just that you're such an attractive woman and I really enjoy having you here with me."
Cassandra smiled. "Thanks. It's nice to be appreciated," she replied. "But, please, let's not let things get too far. I still have a fiancé, remember?"
"Gah, I know!" Raj growled. "What a lucky guy, I must say. I mean look at you. You are one of the most, no, the most attractive women I have ever come across. Gah, it just makes me feel lonely again. Where were you thirty years ago?!"
Cassandra wasn't sure whether she should be flattered by his compliments or perved out instead. His encroaching hand, meanwhile, had returned to its persistent antics. "Ah, well, those are very kind words, Mr. Vatel. I am a very lucky woman to have Jason," she said, trying to keep her composure.
"But do you mind if you keep your hands a bit more to yourself? You shouldn't be touching a woman who is already spoken for." Although she was amused by the playful touching like before, now it was getting too dangerous. The machinations of Raj's hand lessened again for a moment, but it still maintained its placement, dangerously high and deep in her thigh.
"Gah, apologies again!" Raj replied, trying his best to sound sincere. "It's so easy to forget when you are so damn alluring. Augh! Why do you have to live with me?! Hah!" Cassandra awkwardly smiled at his suggestive words.
"Heh... Mr. Vatel... I know you find me attractive... But maybe you could tone things down just a bit?" Cassandra tried to suggest. Raj chuckled and shook his head.
"What? You don't like being called an attractive woman? Because I don't like to lie."
"It's not that, Mr. Vatel. It's just..." Cassandra tried to explain but was again interrupted by his creeping hand.
"Cassandra... I just can't get you out of my mind," Raj said in a low voice. "You are just so beautiful, so sexy, so irresistible..." His hand now drew deeper into her thigh more aggressively as he turned toward her. Under cover of the movement of his body, his trespassing hand rotated inward, his fingers now working their way deeper between her hot, smooth, naked things.
Cassandra's eyes widened at his more forthright words; she again tried to arrest the depredations of his invasive touch, but her efforts were ineffectual. "Mr. Vatel! I appreciate your kind words, but you really need to stop now. You shouldn't be doing this..." she said, trying to state her limits more firmly.
"Gah, those words weren't just meant to be kind. I know you like it when I say such things to you. Don't lie," Raj declared. His arm around her shoulder slid down to her hip, pulling her into him more closely. Cassandra struggled to stay focused, but the amount of alcohol she had consumed was making it more difficult to justify her resistance to the hormones circulating through her horny body.
"I- I don't know what you are talking about, Mr. Vatel. I just let you say those things because you are an old man," Cassandra groaned, as she writhed at the feel of his lurching fingers encroaching upon her feminine area. "Please, could you just let go of me? We can forget this ever happened. You are drunk, so I can forgive you."
"Come on, Cassandra. Why not just let an old man such as myself have a little bit of fun? As I said, I'm feeling pretty lonely again, thanks to you," Raj continued his advances. Cassandra groaned and halfheartedly tried to push him away. "I'm not as drunk as you think, Cassandra. And neither are you. You seem alert enough to know what's happening here. I mean, look at you. You seem pretty okay with how I'm touching you now. Don't you?"
Cassandra was taken aback by his comments. She was drunk. That's the only reason she hadn't protested his suggestive advances more vigorously, right? "What? Mr. Vatel... Ah... I have a fiancé..." Cassandra continued to groan at his touchy hands.
"Hmm, yes. I know. But where is he now?" Raj slipped in the sly comment. Cassandra shut her eyes; the powerful fingers of his old hand were practically wriggling their way into her crotch now. It had been so long since she had been touched like that by another person.
"Augh... Mr. Vatel... That's not fair... Move your hand away..." she said in a breathy voice which was less convincing than it might have been.
"Hm, you seem to like my hand feeling my hand in here, deep between your soft, sweet thighs. You might not be saying it right out loud, but your body is talking for you," Raj grinned. He could feel her inner heat with his fingertips; he could almost sense the slippery moistness he knew was gathering.
"Mr. Vatel..." Cassandra groaned again, her grip on his hand tightening but then loosening, over and over. It was more like she was massaging his hand, encouraging it, rather than pushing it away.
"Listen, you have needs, I have needs. Why don't we just indulge ourselves? There's nothing wrong with a little bit of fun. What do you think?" Raj said suggestively, bringing his face closer to Cassandra's ear.
"Wha- what are you implying? Ugh... Your hand, Mr. Vatel... We shouldn't be doing this..." Cassandra groaned and writhed to his touch. A part of her mind concluded that Raj was just like the other men here. That all along he just wanted to get into her pants. But her horny frustrations and tipsiness wanted this lecherous old man to keep going.
"Let's say we just have some fun together. We've been cooped up in her for quite some time. And I can tell you've been needing a little something..." Raj spoke. Then leaning forward, he planted his lips on her neck and began to litter her with slow sensual kisses.
Cassandra gasped and groaned feeling Raj kissing her like this. She couldn't believe that she even allowed him to get this far. But her body's needs were dictating her inhibitions. "Mr. Vatel... Oh my... Ah. You should really stop... My fiancé..." Cassandra tried to object.
"Who's halfway across the world, I know. He doesn't have to find out about this. Whatever he doesn't know won't hurt him, right?" Raj said in between his progressively more aggressive kissing.
"That, augh... Doesn't matter. He's still my fiancé. This is wrong..." Cassandra groaned, subconsciously opening her neck up so Raj could have easier access.
"It certainly doesn't feel wrong," Raj grunted, pressing his fingers deeper into Cassandra's moistening crotch. "I'm not asking you to leave him, I'm just asking if you could simply relieve yourself with me. You know and I know that we need this. We're only human."
"Ah, Jesus... Mr. Vatel... no..." Cassandra weakly hissed. But his pressing fingers caused a moan to slip from her lips. "Mhmm, I knew it... You are just a dirty old man..." Raj just smirked while kissing and sucking her neck.
"Come on, Cassandra. Let's just have a little bit of fun. No one will ever know. So what's the harm in it?" Raj prodded on.
"Ah, oh my god..." Cassandra winced feeling Raj's tongue and fingers salaciously soiling her perfectly fair skin. Raj smirked feeling her wetness seeping through her shorts. Her mind was in total discourse. She kept trying to about Jason, but her horned-up brain kept drawing her attention to Raj's naughty touching and kissing. The fact that she let him go this far was taboo in itself!
Then, letting go of her hip, Raj reached up to her chin and pointed her face towards his. Before she knew it, he planted his lips with hers. Cassandra's eyes immediately shot open and attempted to push him off of her, but she was too weak from the alcohol and sex hormones rampant in her body.
"Mhhhmmfff!" she groaned into his mouth. But feeling his lecherous tongue slip past her lips, her eyes involuntarily rolled a little bit back. As his tongue danced with hers, his fingers continued to press and knead into her aching pussy.
Releasing their lips, Cassandra jerked her head back. "Raj! Augh! How could you?! This is wrong! I can't be kissing another man like this!" Raj smirked hearing her drop her formalities.
"Hm, you like it, didn't you?" Raj sneered.
"Wha- I would never! Augh let go you-," she tried to say before getting cut off by his lips. "Mhhmmphhhfff!" she squealed as he began to kiss her more aggressively this time. Her blue eyes glared at him as he indulged himself in her sweet lips. She couldn't believe that this old man was kissing her like this. His tongue skillfully played with hers as he tugged and groped her delectable body.
"Mhhm, you are so sexy... A woman like you should be worshipped, in every way..." Raj said in between kisses. Cassandra wanted to be repulsed, but her body felt flattered instead. Her resistance slowly waned as she fell deeper into the hole of depravity Raj was dragging her into.
This was wrong, she was kissing someone who wasn't her fiancé! But at the same time, Cassandra was amazed at how good of a kisser Raj was. She didn't want to admit it, but, given all her experiences with Jason, this old man kissed her way better than he ever could!
Soon, her glaring eyes shifted into a look of lust and desire. Seeing this, Raj took his chances and moved his hand up her shorts and slipped into them and under her panties. Cassandra gasped feeling his wrinkly fingers make their way towards her wet slit.
Raj smirked between their lips feeling that Cassandra was clean-shaven; she always preferred to keep it nice and clean down there even though she wasn't expecting visitors, until now...
"Mhhppmm," Cassandra managed to push her lips away from his. "Raj! Ah, my god. You take your hand out of there you pervert..." she halfheartedly protested in a breathy voice.
"Hmm, no," Raj simply replied. "You are so wet. I can feel that you've been really pent up. Here let me help you." Then, feeling two of his bony fingers pressing against her wet lips she writhed and involuntarily grabbed onto Raj's shirt.
"Ah! Raj, be careful!" she moaned. Raj grinned seeing that her objections were slowly fading into acceptance.
"Hehe, don't worry. I know my way around a woman," he cackled, before promptly slipping his digits deep between her folds. Cassandra gasped and moaned feeling something that hadn't been her own fingers go up her snatch in months. Gripping his stained tank top, she stuffed her face into his chest as his aged fingers explored her soaking insides.
His fingers felt so bony, yet, so strong. The pleasure made her eyes roll behind her skull. Meanwhile, Raj was enjoying feeling how tight and wet she was. He knew that when once he got his cock inside of her, this was going to be the best fuck he had in his life. But for now, he needed to warm Cassandra up. He could still sense a small part of her resisting his advances.
Raj dug his fingers deep into Cassandra's soaking love canal, hitting every pleasurable nerve possible. Cassandra's resistance further deteriorated causing her to relax more. Sensing this, Raj took her hand and guided it onto his raging hard-on. Feeling her hand on his throbbing cock under his shorts, Cassandra's eyes shot open and immediately looked where her hand was.
"Mhhmpph! Raj!" Cassandra gasped, pulling her lips away from the old man. "You're making me touch... touch your..."
"My cock, yes, I know," Raj finished her sentence. Cassandra froze. She could feel how thick and big he was. He throbbed in her hand, hypnotizing her.
"...I uh... Raj! You pervert!" she momentarily snapped out of her daze. Her eyes were still locked on her hand holding his imprint. "Oh my god... It's so big..." she quietly mumbled. Raj grinned victoriously.
"Hm, it is," he sneered. "But you already knew that didn't you?" His little remark caused Cassandra's face to blush heavily. She wondered what he meant by that. But in the back of her mind, she already knew.
"Wha- what are you talking about?!" she exclaimed, still gripping his shaft.
Raj smirked and chuckled deviously. "I see you always checking out my crotch whenever we see each other. It's the first thing to do before looking up to my face. I can sense I have something you want," Raj explained, wiggling his fingers inside Cassandra's aching snatch.
"Ah!" she moaned. "...No, you're... you're making that up. I wasn't..." she struggled to finish her sentence. Cassandra knew he was right. She just didn't want to admit to this old bastard. "You have nothing I want!" Shaking his head, Raj released his grip from Cassandra's wrist. To his delight, she still held onto his cock before finally noticing and quickly jerking her hand away.
Tugging his shorts down with his underwear to his ankles, he kicked them away. Cassandra's eyes widened in shock seeing his cock in the flesh once again. It throbbed as it stood straight up into the air. It was just as she had remembered. Other than the small patch of pubic hair she found a little distasteful neatly perched above his manhood, she was still allured by magnificent size. Her mouth began to subconsciously salivate as she blankly stared at his erect dark shaded penis.
"This is what you want. Isn't it?" Raj playfully queried. Cassandra was in a daze. Her eyes were firmly locked on the old man's cock. Then, grabbing her wrist, he guided her hand onto his meaty shaft. Cassandra showed little to no resistance.
"Feel it in her hand. It's hard just for you, Cassandra... Listen to what your body wants. Your body wants this big cock. Just give in and accept that," Raj said in a low voice. Cassandra's hormones were ravaging her inhibitions. He could feel her wet walls clenched around his fingers after hearing him say that.
"Oh my god... So... big..." Cassandra mewled, slowly beginning to stroke him. "But... what about my fiancé?" she cautiously questioned. Raj evilly laughed to himself seeing her give in to his spell.
"He doesn't have to find out. Nor will he ever as long as you keep this our little secret. There are no rules in this apartment. Just you and me. Whatever we do here, will stay here forever..." Raj continued his seduction. The repulsed look in Cassandra's eyes slowly faded away into acceptance the longer she held his big cock.



Letting go of her wrist again, Raj cupped the attractive American's face. "Just you and me. Let us take care of our needs. No one will ever know... We're only human," he repeated. He could see the internal battle in Cassandra's eyes. But he was confident that the devil on her shoulder was winning.
"...This stays between us, okay?" Cassandra capitulated, asking for assurance. She had made up her mind... Raj offered an unassuming grin and nodded.
There was a brief silence between the two as their breathing got slow and heavy. Then, making the first move, Raj pulled Cassandra's face into his and began to sloppily make out with her again. He was happy to feel that she was returning his kisses with full consent.
As their lips smacked and their tongues hungrily twirled with each other in the dim living room lit only by the light of the TV, the two began to pleasure each other with their hands.
"Mhhmm, hmmm, hmm," Cassandra moaned with pleasure as she got fingered and stroked her older roommate's cock. She couldn't believe that she was allowing herself to be taken by this dirty old man. But his cock felt so big in her hand. Jason wasn't even this big! And the way he maneuvered his fingers around her needy pussy drove her further into their depraved entanglement.
The feeling of his fingers curling up into her G-spot caused Cassandra to gasp into Raj's mouth. Electric shocks of pleasure rippled through her body. He prodded and pressed over and over again, driving Cassandra to the brink of insanity. Her stroking ceased due to not being able to focus due to the sheer amount of pleasure she was experiencing.
Eventually, the pleasure was simply too much to bear. With one more skillful prod, Cassandra squealed into Raj's mouth, succumbing to her orgasm. Raj groaned, feeling Cassandra grasping his shaft with a vice grip as she tensed up from her orgasm. He felt her tight wet walls contract around his bony fingers, and her sweet nectar flowed freely into his palm.
With her orgasm finally subsiding, Cassandra pulled away from Raj and gasped desperately for air. She couldn't believe that this old man could be so good with his fingers. It felt so wrong to allow this pervert to finger her, but at the same time, the taboo nature of it subconsciously further delved her into her naughty desires.
Slipping his fingers out from her sopping slit, Raj brought them up to his mouth and eagerly lapped off her slather digits. "Hmmm," he hummed with satisfaction. Her sweetness was delectable.
Glancing over at his sexy American roommate, she was slouched on the couch, still recovering from her mind-numbing orgasm. Feeling his cock twitch, Raj wanted her to continue to reciprocate the pleasure. "Come over here and wrap those pretty lips around my cock," he commanded, his accent thick and full of lecherous desire.
Cassandra just groaned in response, her mind was too mushy and lust-stricken to object. Slowly sliding off the couch, she crawled over to Raj and got between his skinny hairy legs. Her blue eyes dilated and adjusted on his formidable Indian hog. It was just so big and juicy, way more impressive than Jason's...
"Take off that top of yours. Let me see those magnificent tits of yours," Raj instructed. In her drunken state, Cassandra obeyed his command, slipping her shirt over her head and tossing it aside. Raj's eyes widened seeing her perky yet supple breasts in full display.
Without thinking, he reached down and got a handful of her malleable tits. Cassandra gasped and moaned feeling him salaciously knead and grope her. Her cute, pink nipples grew erect from his touch, increasing her arousal. Having his fill, Raj sat back, he had a victorious grin on his face.
"Hah! I love how soft your tits are, beautiful," Raj licked his lips. Cassandra felt flush from his vulgar comments about her body. It should have felt demeaning, but instead, she reveled in the attention of her luscious body.
"Thanks..." Cassandra quietly muttered, abashedly averting her eyes to the floor.
"Hm, you're welcome," Raj replied. "Now, I think you should start reciprocating the pleasure..." he alluded, grabbing the base of his cock and tilting his cockhead down, pointing directly at her lush lips.
Cassandra kneeled hypnotized at how virile and impressive it looked. It was just as she remembered when she saw him jerking off in the bathroom, maybe even better: his precum leaked profusely from his cavernous slit, his cock eager to be stimulated.
She found herself leaning forward on her own, approaching a cock that wasn't her fiancé's. At that moment, Cassandra didn't think about her outside life, she was solely focused on the now, and the monster cock she was about to suck.
Parting her mouth, Cassandra wrapped her lips around Raj's cockhead, eliciting a groan from the old man. The taste of his salty precum invaded her taste receptors. Looking up, she locked eyes with Raj. The sight of his uncannily round belly attached to his skinny old body and aged face was somewhat unpleasant, but it was his cock that had her attention.
"Oh! Yeah! Keep going, Cassandra!" Raj let out a groan of relief. Taking him deeper, his cock delved further into the warm depths of her mouth. She could feel his girth stretch her jaw open and his thick veins against her tongue. The old man moaned, feeling himself bottom out in Cassandra's throat. Thanks to not having a gag reflex, she was able to take his entire length down without a problem. However, this was the first time having a cock as big as Raj's. His manhood was buried deep into her throat, causing her chest burning not being able to breathe.
As Cassandra was about to pull back, she let out a gasp for air. "Ah... Raj, you're so damn big..." she quietly muttered, as she placed her right hand on his wet shaft, beginning to slowly stroke him. Raj grinned triumphantly.
"Bigger than your fiancé?" he retorted. Cassandra gave him a death stare.
"Hmm, I don't want to talk about him when I'm doing this... It will make me feel more guilty than I already am," Cassandra replied. But as she felt Raj throb in her hand, she continued, "But yes... You are bigger than him. But that changes nothing. I'm doing this because I need to. I still love Jason." She remained adamant in her relationship. This explicit entanglement was a momentary lapse in her chaste in this difficult time.
"Hm, of course, of course," Raj groaned with pleasure. He grinned pridefully knowing that his member was bigger than her significant others. He was going to make her fall in love with his cock soon enough. "Put it back in, Cassandra. Your mouth feels so good.
Rolling her eyes, she guided Raj into her mouth again and began to bob her head up and down. The taste of his salty precum made Cassandra all hot and riled up. The feeling of Raj throbbing in her mouth made her pussy wet.
She was slow at first, but as she sucked him off more, she began to bob her head even fast, adding circular motions and moans. Cassandra had put her doubts behind her and was fully focused on sucking this beefy Indian cock.
Raj assisted Cassandra in her sucking by grabbing her long black hair. "Mhmm, hmmm, hmm," Cassandra moaned with his cock in her mouth, adding to the pleasure. A mixture of her saliva and his precum slathered her chin and dripped on her thighs below.
Cassandra was sucking Raj's soul from his body. His toes curled and his balding head fell back. He groaned and moaned, gripping her hair and forcing her deeper. Pulling her head away, Cassandra coughed and panted heavily as she stroked his saliva-covered cock.
"Ah... I've never sucked a cock as big as yours. God, I can't believe an old man like you is so hung..." she uttered, wiping her chin with her arm. Raj smirked pridefully sensing she was leaning into their infidelity more. Her pussy ached as she stared at his throbbing manhood. She had a mile-long stare at his low-hanging balls. They were just so big and virile.
Sexily licking her lips and teeth, she involuntarily leaned forward and wrapped her lips around one of his balls. Raj let out a loud groan feeling her tongue wrap and twirl around precious pearl. "Gah! Cassandra! Augh... that feels wonderful! Keep going! Keep going" the old man moaned. Cassandra just hummed mischievously, reveling in the pleasure she was giving this old bastard, before switching over to his other ball.
At the same time, she began to stroke Raj's big wet cock. The sound of sucking, slurping, and moist squelching filled the dim living room. Raj couldn't believe his eyes, this sexy American was on her knees, sucking his cock like a wanton slut. "Some loyal slut fiancé you are," he deviously thought.
"Tell me," Raj began in a breathy voice. "Do you do this for your fiancé? Because you seem too good at this to not be." Cassandra popped her mouth from his balls. To his delight, she shook her head no. "Hah! Then where did you learn how to do this??"
Ashamed, Cassandra replied, "Porn..." Raj chuckled. Cassandra never usually watched porn often, but due to this quarantine, that had certainly changed as of late.
"Poor guy, your fiancé is really missing out on this!" Raj taunted.
"Tsk, could you please stop talking about him and let me suck your cock? It's already disrespectful as is that I'm doing this," Cassandra sternly chided. Raj nodded in agreement, he didn't want to soil this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. But at least she was more enthusiastic about their ordeal.
Tilting his cock back down, Cassandra resumed blowing Raj. She skillfully made circular motions with her head and used her tongue to tickle the top of his ball sack. Cassandra's panties were hopelessly wet. What she was doing was so arousing, and the taboo nature of it all only fueled her libido.
Cassandra was a totally different person now. Instead of a loving and loyal fiancé, she had become this cock thirsty slut. Weirdly enough, she didn't feel guilty at the moment at all, all she could properly think about was sucking Raj's big cock and making him cum.
After a few minutes of intense deepthroating, Raj was finally at his limit. "Ah! Cassandra, I'm getting close! I'm gonna cum!" he announced, his voice husky and labored. Cassandra unsheathed his juicy cock from her throat and began to rapidly jerk him with her delicate right hand. "Yeah? Hurry up and cum you, dirty old man. Cum on for me," she instructed in a needy voice as she directed his cocked toward her pretty face and stroked him faster. "Cum for me Raj, shoot your load in my pretty face," she said again. She was really leaning into it now!
"Ugh... here it comes, Cassandra! AUUUGHHH! YESSSS!" Raj roared. With a few final pumps, Raj unleashed his load. Cassandra flinched feeling his hot and sticky cum land on her face. Rope after rope, the old man kept cumming. This was easily the best orgasm of his life.
His hungry eyes watched as he painted Cassandra's pretty face with his thick white seed. Cassandra kept stroking him, making sure he properly emptied those big balls of his. She wasn't really surprised at the volume of his load since she had witnessed it in the shower not too long ago.
His cum covered almost every part of her face, landing near her left eye, causing her to look up at him with one eye open, and slathering her lush lips. The scene before him was like one of a porno.
"Oh my lord, Raj, you came so much!" Cassandra uttered amusingly, pumping the last few loads from his cock.
"Gah, hah, hah, that was amazing, Cassandra... wow..." Raj sighed in relief, slouching back and sinking deeper into the couch. Cassandra let out a proud chuckle. It was so wrong that she sucked this old man's cock and allowed him to cum on her face, but at the same time, it felt so sinfully right...
With her left hand, she began to wipe away his sticky cum from her face. Raj watched eagerly as she cleaned herself off. As much as he came, none of his sperm actually went into her alluring orifice. "Why don't you give me a taste?" Raj asked teasingly. Cassandra cocked her brow, she never liked the taste of cum. From what she had experienced, it always tasted like battery acid.
"I don't know, Raj, I never really liked the taste," Cassandra replied.
"Trust me, you'll like it, I guarantee," he confidently urged.
"Is that so? Hmmm." Cassandra took his offer rather seriously for some reason. Perhaps sex-filled air made her more easygoing.
"Come on, Cassandra, just give it a small taste. That's all I'm asking," he repeated. Cassandra had a good sense that Raj wasn't going to quit prodding her.
"Fine, okay! Just a little..." she conceded. Raj smirked with delight.
Inching her tongue out, she carefully lapped the sperm that glazed her lips. To her surprise, the taste wasn't as bad as she thought. It was salty and bitter but in a good way. She began to eagerly lick more and more up.
"Heh, told you so. Why don't you just lick yourself clean," Raj spoke. Cassandra flicked her eyes at him and began to gather his cum with her fingers and lick it up. She felt so depraved for eating up this old man's cum. It was so taboo and naughty that she was enjoying it too! Her horny-stricken mind made her do things she couldn't imagine doing before.
Cassandra thoroughly scooped his white seed, inserted it onto her tongue, and swallowed it. She didn't know why, but the more she consumed his seed, the hornier she got. Perhaps it was the natural pheromones in the air emitting from his cock. Or the alcohol in her system, perhaps both.
"Raj, you're just full of surprises, aren't you?" Cassandra teasingly said, sucking off the last of his cum on her index finger.
"Heh, glad I can amuse you," Raj said back. "Now, tell me, did you enjoy sucking this old man's big cock?" Cassandra chuckled.
"Hmm, I did," she naughtily purred.
Glancing at her left hand, her eyes widened seeing the ring Jason had given her was wet and sticky from Raj's seed. She just stared at it blankly. Cassandra's brain tried to process what she had done. She had just betrayed Jason, her loving fiancé. A sudden wave of guilt came crashing down on her.
Panic began to set in. "Hm, ready for more?" Raj inquired suggestively. Cassandra's eyelids fluttered into focus.
"Wha- what??" she replied, confused.
"Heh, are you ready to fuck?" Raj reiterated his point. Cassandra's mouth fell agape. She didn't know why she was shocked by his salacious suggestion, from everything they had done, it was only natural for things to lead to that.
Her attention immediately locked on his cock hardening again. Thoughts about Jason and her raging horniness clashed. An itch deep in her core nagged at her. Begging her to be filled. Cassandra was at a loss for words. Her fixation on his throbbing cock caused her to push Jason to the back of her mind.
Raj began to slowly stroke his cock. He tauntedly waved it in the air, beckoning Cassandra to agree to his offer to fuck. "Come on, Cassandra, don't you want to know what it will feel like inside? I know a young woman such as yourself is begging to get fucked after so long of being alone," he prodded. Cassandra clenched her fists. She had her needs, but she loved Jason.
However, the brain has a twisted way of distorting one's moral consciousness. Cassandra began to rationalize that this was just to satisfy her needs. It was nothing personal. It was just sex. And as long Jason doesn't know, it won't hurt him.
Raj could observe Cassandra on the brink of giving the green light to fuck. But as she was about to say something, her laptop suddenly began to jingle with a tune. Cassandra quickly swiveled her head around and opened the laptop to see it was Jason.
The scales had suddenly turned against Raj's favor as Cassandra began to frantically gather her clothes. "Ugh, shit! What am I doing?!" Cassandra exclaimed to herself in disgust as she took her laptop and began to retreat into her room.
"Where are you going??" Raj urgently inquired. Cassandra stopped and pinched the bridge of her nose.
"I'm sorry, Raj. What we did was wrong. I was drunk, no, I was stupid to allow this to happen. This should've never happened," she answered back. "This isn't your fault, Raj, it's just that... dammit... It's best that we don't ever talk about what we did."
Seeing his opportunity slipping away, Raj quickly stood up and approached Cassandra. "Hey, let's just reconsider this," he desperately protested, grasping her arm. "There's nothing wrong with what we are doing. We're just two humans with needs, that's all. It's just sex. No strings attached."
"Raj, no... I-," Cassandra struggled to string words her words together.
"Don't you want this? I know your body is aching for some sex. I'll make you feel really good, I promise." Then guiding her hand, he placed it on his erect cock. Cassandra's eyes tilted down to his throbbing pole. She could feel him throbbing just for her.
Unknowingly biting her lip, the scales began to tip back toward Raj's favor. "Hmm, Raj... You are persistent, aren't you?" Cassandra muttered; she could at least admire the old man's tenacity. Raj grinned sensing she was finally about to give in.
"But I'm sorry... This can't happen. It's wrong..." Cassandra stood firm. The old man felt his heart drop hearing that.
Releasing her hand from his cock, Cassandra turned and strode to her room. As she was about to close the door behind her, she saw Raj standing in the middle of the living room nearly butt naked, and his cock standing straight up in the air. She felt guilty for leaving him high and dry, but this was for the best.
But as Cassandra was about to close the door behind her, she heard Raj call out to her one last time. "My offer still stands! Just come knock on my door if you change her mind!" Cassandra sighed and rolled her eyes. As wrong as things were, it was oddly left on a rather high note.
"Goodnight, Raj," she said in a rather playful tone before closing the door shut.
Swiftly slipping on new clothes and adjusting her appearance from her messy blowjob, she got her laptop and quickly called back Jason. The conversation they had was more than awkward for Cassandra. But she did an adequate job masking her uneasiness. She felt ashamed that she had essentially cheated on Jason with her elderly roommate mere moments ago. To her relief, Jason seemed none the wiser.
During their entire conversation, Cassandra struggled to keep focus. All she could think about was Raj's big cock, and his offer to fuck. She had no reason to doubt that he wouldn't be able to make her feel good.
"You okay, Cassandra? You seem a little out of it," Jason inquired with concern.
Cassandra's eyelids fluttered into focus. "What? Oh... uh, yeah. I'm fine. I just think I had a little too much to drink. The rice beer Raj gave me is a bit strong," she casually replied, concealing her depraved actions.
"My Cassandra feeling a bit tipsy? Hah, that's a new one. Those drinks must be strong if they can get you drunk," Jason laughed.
"I'm not drunk! Just a little tipsy... that's all..." she abashedly muttered. Fanning her shirt from the unusual heat in her room, Cassandra curiously glanced over to the AC. "Augh, fuck..." she mumbled with annoyance.
"What's wrong?" Jason asked. Cassandra remained silent as she attempted to use the remote to turn on the AC. She pressed the on button with progressive frustration.
"Tsk, I guess my AC just broke. So my room feels like an oven right now," she said with apparent strain in her voice.
"Isn't it nighttime over there?" her fiancé continued.
"Yeah, but it's in the middle of summer, and well, it's India. It's always hot here."
Jason tried to talk to Cassandra some more, but she became more and more dejected from their conversation. Her mind was still under discourse from what she did with Raj, and the vexatious heat of her room was certainly making things worse.



"Ugh, I think I should try and get some sleep right now. I don't feel very well," Cassandra groaned, wiping sweat from her forehead.
"Oh, yeah, you should get some sleep. Don't let me keep you up," Jason replied with a rather disappointed tone. "Call me when you wake up?"
"Yeah, I'll call. Okay, Jason, kisses."
"Love you, bye."
Hanging up her phone, Cassandra fell on her back on the bed. She stared at the AC as the heat of her cook box of a room caused her body to feel sticky and gross. There was no way she would get any kind of sleep in this heat. She wanted to have Raj fix it, but after what occurred, she wanted some space from him for now.
But thinking about Raj's offer had her body heating up with depraved arousal. The memory of his big cock was firmly lodged in her brain. It was all she could think about. She imagined what it would feel like inside of her. There was no doubt in her mind that he would make her feel good. But it was so wrong... so taboo... so naughty...
Sighing, Cassandra decided that she would a nice cold wash would hopefully refresh her enough so she could get some sleep. Plus, it would also help quell her arousal.
Stripping out of her clothing, she grabbed her towel and headed to the bathroom. Cassandra momentarily halted and stared at Raj's door. His offer replayed in her mind. The feeling of cold air flowing through the crack at the bottom of his door caused her to let out a sigh of temporary relief. It was so nice against her bare feet. It felt so pleasant and enticing, she longed for the privilege of cold air.
But shaking her head, Cassandra composed herself and proceeded back to the bathroom.
Once done, she felt refreshed and her mind was properly cleared. But as soon as she opened the bathroom door, she was blasted by the hot air in the hallway. Groaning, Cassandra figured that there was no way she was getting any form of comfort tonight.
Going to her room, she felt the cold air from Raj's AC graze her her feet again. She winced knowing that she would have to go the night without this amenity. But she figured that Raj would just fix it tomorrow. All she had to do was just survive the night, somehow...
In the darkness of her room, Cassandra tossed and turned wearing nothing but her panties trying to get any sense of relief from the hotness of her room. She tried to open her window, but that didn't help at all, the urban outside air was just as hot, and the fear of a deranged stranger just climbing into her room caused her to just keep it closed.
Cassandra was trapped with her thoughts. She was plagued by her lustful escapade with Raj. She was filled with guilt and arousal ran rampant throughout her body. Her body was sticky once again, and she could feel her pussy moistening as well.
Raj's offer replayed over and over again in her mind. His working AC enticed her to accept, however, as she pondered about his cock more, the sexual relief she would get would be all too appealing. But she was more focused on the heat more than anything.
Her mind began to rationalize reasons why she should go over to Raj's room. But going to him would mean accepting his offer. Cassandra's mind raced. She couldn't go any further with that old man. She had already done enough. "I'll just go for the cold air... yeah... the AC... Just for that, nothing more," Cassandra mumbled, convincing herself to go to her roommate's room. She was adamant about not having sex with Raj. At the same time, she wasn't totally opposed to it. Cassandra knew the risks, and she was taking them anyway.
Slipping on a shirt, Cassandra rolled out of bed and exited her room. Standing in front of Raj's door, she raised her balled fist to it. Hesitated, she took a deep breath. "Just for the cold air..." she rationalized. Knocking, her heart raced with anticipation. What she was doing was so risky... so... naughty...
The door swung open soon after, and a gust of cold air came washing over Cassandra's overheated body. She let out an audible sigh of relief, basking in the comfort of the brisk atmosphere. "Cassandra! So you finally decided to take me up on that offer?" Raj spoke, victoriously bracing his hands on his thin waist.
Cassandra felt her stomach flutter. "Uh, sorry, but no. the AC in my room is broken, and I can't sleep with the heat. I was wondering if I could just spend the night here," she explained, trying to remain casual. Raj squinted with mixed emotions. He was elated that his sabotage of her AC had corralled her to him, but she wasn't here for sex, and she seemed adamant about that. However, Raj just grinned warmly knowing he could break her down easily again, all it would take would be just a little more encouragement.
"Ah, that's a shame, I understand... But no worries! You can spend the night here. I'll take a look at your AC tomorrow," the old Indian man assured. Cassandra let out a small sigh of relief that Raj wasn't prodding her anymore about his offer. "Come, come, let's get you settled." He ushered her into his room.
Closing the door behind them, Raj locked it, sealing Cassandra's fate. "Em, so do you have extra cushions so I can sleep on the floor or something?" Cassandra cautiously inquired seeing that the only realistic option for where she could sleep was the old man's bed since the room wasn't very spacious.
"Ah, never mind that. Just sleep in bed with me," Raj replied, licking his lips as he stared at Cassandra's fine ass from behind.
"What? Uh, no, that's fine. I'm totally okay with sleeping on the floor," Cassandra tried to say.
Raj shook his head and placed his hands on her shoulders. "No, no. you are my guest here. It would be unfair for a lady to sleep on the floor. Come, we're just sharing a bed. No harm in that, right?" the old man assured. Cassandra was skeptical about his intentions. But his polite manners made it hard for her to see past his motives again.
Before she could say anything, Raj ushered her to bed. "Ladies first. Sorry, I prefer to sleep on the edge of the bed." Cassandra sighed in acceptance and crawled into bed.
Soon after, she felt the mattress sink as Raj laid down next to her. She felt trapped since her side of the bed was next to the wall and Raj blocked the only way out of bed. "Comfy?" he chuckled.
"Erh, yeah..." Cassandra awkwardly replied. She couldn't believe that she was sharing a bed with a man other than her fiancé.
With a smirk, Raj moved to discard himself of his clothing. Cassandra's eyes widened and her heart went into a panic. "Raj! I said that we're not having sex! Why are you getting naked?!" she urgently exclaimed, scooting away from the pudgy old man.
"Gah! No worries. I'm still wearing my underwear. And this is how I always sleep," he explained causally. Cassandra felt uncomfortable, but it was his bed, she couldn't object.
Once settled, Raj rested his hands behind his head balding head. "Heh, it's been a while since I shared a bed with a pretty woman like yourself," he teasingly said. Cassandra attempted to lay as far away from him as humanly possible.
"Raj... I told you, you shouldn't be saying such things... I'm engaged, remember?" she chided.
"Heh, that didn't seem to matter earlier!" the old man remarked. Cassandra's stomach sank.
"Dammit, I told you, that was a mistake, ugh," she hissed.
"It didn't feel like it."
Rolling her eyes, Cassandra rolled over with her back facing him. "Goodnight, Raj," she stated sternly.
"I'm just teasing, Cassandra," Raj tried to assure, but not really. Cassandra just snarled. "Hm, goodnight then," he continued, not wanting to provoke his sexy roommate.
Cassandra was certainly in a more fiery mood. Raj could tell that the alcohol had worn off of her. But grinning evilly to himself, he knew that she was happily bouncing on his cock before the sun would rise.
Cassandra hadn't realized how tiring being hot could be. She quickly found herself sound asleep in the comfort of the cool atmosphere.
After some time, Cassandra was suddenly awakened by a warm presence behind her. Slowly opening her eyes, she also felt that her breasts were being held as well. "What the..." she groaned in post-wake-up delirium.
Gathering her bearings, she evaluated what was happening. Tilting back, she saw Raj's old face stuffed into her neck. Her heart raced as she glanced over to see him firmly spooning her. She felt his skinny old body neatly tucked into her backside. Trying to say something, her words were caught in her throat feeling her supple boobs being squeezed and groped.
But it appeared that he was sound asleep. Cassandra was torn about what she should do. The right thing would be for her just to wake him up. But at the same time, she felt paralyzed, his warm presence and groping hands had her stunned with a mix of embarrassment and growing arousal.
Cassandra let out a gasp feeling his stiff cock pressing up against her ass. "Oh, Cassandra..." he mumbled in his sleep. Her eyes widened in shock. "Is he dreaming about me??" she screamed to herself. She was creeped out, but at the same time a little aroused.
More moans escaped her lips feeling him begin to dry hump her. Her pussy moistened with every thrust and grope. Immediate regret coursed through Cassandra. She knew that something like this would happen but she did it anyway out of the necessity of bodily comfort.
Cassandra struggled with her involuntary moans, desperately trying to resist her body's depraved arousal, however, Raj's vigorous grinding only made her even hornier.
Her eyes widened feeling his rough hand shift down her hip, tracing under her panties. Cassandra gasped in a panic, trying to catch his hand before he went any deeper, however, it was too late. Feeling his bony fingers slip into her moist folds, she let out a loud moan.
Quickly silencing herself with her hands, she desperately tried to roll away from Raj, but he held her firmly close to him. His old fingers began to sleuth in and out of her increasingly wet slit, causing her to moan and writhe with pleasure.
Cassandra wanted to scream, but Raj felt so good with his fingers. She was melting away from his touch, eroding her inhibitions. "Gah, Raj... Ah... ohhh..." Biting her lip, she unknowingly stuck her ass further into the old man's humping crotch. The sensation of his hard cock against her ass made her pussy grow even more wet.
"Fuck... yes..." she involuntarily uttered. Cassandra just lay there in moaning silence, secretly enjoying Raj fingering her wet slit. It was wrong to take such pleasure from another man, but her sexual needs overrode her train of thought.
Then, out of nowhere, Raj suddenly spoke into her ear. "You naughty girl. You're enjoying this, aren't you?" Cassandra gasped and spun her head around to him.
But before she could say anything, he quickly intertwined lips with her. "Mmmphhh!" Cassandra attempted to struggle but the reminder of how good of a kisser Raj was further melted her away.
"Mmmph... Raj, you need to stop this instant!" Cassandra tried to say, but a moan escaped her lips feeling a heavy prod into her special spot.
"No..." the old man simply stated. Cassandra's eyes widened. "You want this... You want me to fuck you. That's why you came to my room, no?"
"Wha- no! That's not why! It's because my room is hot!
Raj shook his head. "Then why did you come in here wearing nothing but a shirt and panties?" Cassandra's breath got slow and heavy as she continued to sleuth his fingers in and out of her. "Come on, let's just fuck, Cassandra. You know deep down that you want this as much as I do. We were so close to doing it earlier. Doesn't that bother you? Aren't you itching to have my big cock deep inside of you?"
Raj kept prodding at her from behind, his throbbing cock pressed against her ass even more. Her mind raced as she struggled against her carnal needs. Here she was getting fingers in bed by another man who wasn't her fiancé, it was wrong, but oddly arousing.
Removing his hand from her crotch, Raj forced Cassandra to roll over and face him. She gasped as their faces were mere inches from each other. Their breaths were hot and heavy, raising the temperature around them. "Just admit it, you want to have sex with me," the old man reiterated.
Cassandra felt his erect cock pressed against her stomach now. That itch she had deep in her core was on fire now, begging to be scratched. With her inhibitions thoroughly eroded, she made the mistake of entertaining his offer.
"B-but I'm engaged..." she mewled. Reaching for her left hand, Raj carefully took the engagement ring on her finger and slowly slid it off.
"Out there, you are engaged. Here you are a single woman, free to do whatever. No one knows, only us. You need this, I need this. Let us relieve each other..." His words made her mind run in circles. Cassandra should have got up and left the room, but she remained in place. As much as it was wrong to cheat on her fiancé, the old man was right. She needed him and he needed her. This precarious lockdown had taken a toll on their bodies.
"What he doesn't know won't hurt him..." Cassandra rationalized to herself
Cassandra offered no resistance as the old man fully removed the ring from her finger, cementing her decision. Placing on the bedside table, Raj reached over and grabbed a handful of her soft ass.
"Dammit... fuck... This stays between us, got it?" Cassandra resigned to her depraved desires. The old man grinned from ear to ear.
"Of course, of course! Let's get to it shall we?"
With a slight nod, Cassandra and Raj hastily moved to strip themselves of their limited clothing. Raj was the first to be nude since he only wore underwear while Cassandra took a little longer.
"Yes, yes... Get naked, get naked," the old lecher eagerly repeated as he watched his sexy American roommate, lift her shirt over her head, revealing her attractive boobs.
Too excited to wait for her, Raj got up and crawled in front of Cassandra. Mounting her long legs alongside his chest, he pulled her panties up and threw them across the room. "Oh?! Raj! Oh my!" she gasped with a hint of playfulness. She couldn't help but enjoy the thrill of her adulterous behavior.
Grabbing under her knees, he splayed her legs out and rested his hard Indian cock across her abdomen. Cassandra bit her lip as she witnessed the sight of her elderly roommate preparing to fuck her.
Cassandra couldn't believe it. She was about to cheat with a skinny old foreign man, well, she was technically the foreigner in this situation. Raj was old enough to be her grandpa, it was so depraved, so taboo! But secretly, that's what made her excited the most. She wondered how good this hung old man could fuck her, she would find out soon enough.
Drawing his skinny hips back, Raj guided his cockhead against Cassandra's folds eliciting a long moan lips. Her heart pounded in her chest as she stared at the old man's cock lurching forward, pushing past her pussy lips ever so slightly.
As much as Cassandra's rationale urged her to stop Raj, her sexual needs kept her anchored where she lay. She didn't even stop to ask if he had a condom since she hadn't been on a pill for some time since the lockdown began. Cassandra needed her sexual strain released. Thoughts about her fiancé, Jason were shoved into the farthest corner of her mind as she sought to give into her depraved lustful desires.
"It's just sex, nothing more..." Cassandra said to herself, rationalizing her decision to cheat; she needed this for the sake of her sanity. Jason didn't need to understand. Cassandra was putting her needs at the forefront of her responsibilities.
"Oh my... Augh... Raj..." Cassandra moaned, dropping her head back as her folds fully enveloped his cockhead.
"Argh, you feel so wet and tight, Cassandra," Raj grunted with a smug grin. "I'm gonna fuck this pussy all night long..." His salacious words caused Cassandra's stomach to flutter; Jason never talked to her like that. It made her feel so naughty, so aroused...
"Just put it in already, Raj," Cassandra abashedly urged. The old man couldn't stand teasing either, this had been the moment he'd been waiting for ever since she moved in.
Licking his lips, Raj drove his skinny hips forward, delving his cock deep into her welcoming pussy. "Ohhhhhhh," the two moaned in unison and their sexes combined into one.
Cassandra's breath trembled as she watched the skinny old man between her long legs seal the deal. His impressive girth and length stretched her walls to its limit; never had she had a man this big! Inch by inch, Raj's cock dipped deeper into her depths, knicking every pleasurable nerve she had, and some she never knew she had!
"Holy shit... Raj... You're going so fucking deep... Oh my god..." Cassandra purred as her eyes fluttered from the sheer amount of pleasure coursing through her sex.
Her elderly roommate just let out a grunt as he focused all his effort on bottoming himself out into her American pussy. A sudden jolt struck Cassandra's nerves as Raj's cockhead finally made contact with her cervix. Her toes curled and she reflexively gripped the sheets feeling this foreign sensation buzzing through her body. Jason, nor any toy she possessed ever reached that far deep.
"So tight! My, my! I can tell you've been needing this..." Raj said, casting a lustful gaze upon his newly acquired lover.
"You have no idea how much I've missed having sex," Cassandra replied, her voice jagged and heavy. "God, your cock is so fucking big..."
Cassandra's pussy welcomed Raj's foreign cock as he proceeded to piston himself in and out of her. Her blue eyes lolled behind her skull as the old man thrust into her with such skill and precision. Raj grinned, filled with satisfaction that he was finally fucking this sexy American woman.
Releasing her legs, Raj leaned his skinny old body against Cassandra's younger, more voluptuous one. Cassandra writhed and trembled from the old man's vigorous fucking. Sharp tingles of pleasure would buzz through her nerves every time he dragged his massive Indian cock from her depths before an explosion of ecstasy would crash over her as he dove back in.
"Ohhh, ah ah ah, uh uh uh, Raj... Fuck... keep fucking me like that..." the American woman moaned. Her Indian lover's cock felt so snug inside of her, filling her way better than Jason ever could. Each thrust sent Cassandra to pleasurable heights she never knew existed!
The sounds of their heavy breathing and slapping flesh reverberated in the room. Cassandra gazed up at the old man she willingly allowed herself to fuck. His old, skinny body and dark-tanned skin contrasted with her fair, more shapely body. It was so vile, so depraved, but strangely enough, tantalizing.
Raj wheezed heavily as he rhythmically thrust his hips into Cassandra's pelvis, eliciting long, throaty moans from the American woman. The bed's metal frame creaked heavily in response to their intense rutting.
"Augh, argh, yes... that's it. Ohhh, augh, you like how I'm fucking you??" Raj grunted, wiping the sweat formed on his forehead.
Cassandra's striking blue orbs met the old man's aged eyes and eagerly responded, "Yes! I like how you are fucking me! God, you're so deep, I can feel you in my fucking stomach!"
With a victorious smile dancing on his lips, Raj leaned further down onto Cassandra's body, resting himself on her. With their faces now inches from one another, the old man reveled in her feminine presence: her sweet scent, warm, sweaty body, and soft tits smushed against his old chest made Raj feel like he was in heaven.
Tracing his bony hands onto the curves of his roommate's hips, he sunk his fingers into her soft flesh and began to pound her betrothed pussy. "Ah! Raj!" Cassandra squealed at his sudden energy. Her long, sexy legs reflexively wrapped around his waist, desperately tugging him deeper into her love canal.



Cupping his wrinkled face with her delicate hands, Cassandra pulled him down to her and forced his lips with hers. The two moaned in mind-melting delight as their tongues intermingled in an erotic dance, sloppily trading their saliva while their sexes squelched together.
Cassandra's right hand drifted toward Raj's back, seductively caressing his skin while her left hand rose behind his balding head, forcing his mouth deeper into hers. Cassandra couldn't help but savor the moment as her eyes rolled back. Never had she had sex this good with her fiancé. Jason was never this vigorous, this passionate. Her perception of Raj was changing with every thrust. He wasn't just some pervy old man, he was a pervy, hung, old man that could fuck better than any man she had encountered. It was surreal how good Raj was making her feel.
Interlocking her ankles, Cassandra feverishly assisted Raj's fucking. Each time he would draw his hips back, she would forcefully yank him back down where he belonged. His long, deep strokes caused her body to shudder with pleasure as his cock left no space empty inside her sopping pussy.
Releasing lips, they left long webs of their mixed spit between their mouths. Raj admired Cassandra's beautiful face and devilishly smirked that he knew this woman was now his. Even though she was engaged, the old man was confident that he would sway her his way given time, and more nasty fucking she had been so eagerly craving.
"Raj, keep going... go deeper... fuck me deeper, please... I need it..." Cassandra needily moaned, biting her lip. Although Raj was already reaching her cervix, he happily obliged his horny partner's request and delved his cock even deeper.
"Ah! Raj!" Cassandra screamed as his cockhead nearly pierced the portal of her womb. Her legs clamped down hard around his hips in an attempt to keep her body from violently trembling.
Despite her firm hold around him, the old man managed to pull himself back, before resuming his vigorous thrusting into her. Cassandra's blue eyes rolled back as she was struck with overwhelming waves of pleasure. Removing her left hand from his balding head, she slid it down to his back, joining her other hand as she began to sink her feminine nails into his wrinkly back, leaving red scratch marks in their wake.
Raj's cockhead repeatedly pressed against her cervix as he skillfully rolled his hips into Cassandra's pelvis as if he were a young man. His heavy sack swung with each connected thrust, slapping onto her ass with erotic force.
Raj loved the feeling of Cassandra's pussy gripping his cock and trapping him with her long legs, eagerly trying to keep him inside. She was becoming addicted to his Indian hog. "Augh! Have you ever been fucked like this before??" the old man devilishly inquired as he railed her throbbing pussy.
Cassandra waved her head from side to side in drunken lust. "No! I've never been fucked this good before," the American panted. Raj grinned seeing that she was thoroughly worn down from their rutting to continue his dirty talk.
"Do I fuck you better than your fiancé?" the old man then asked.
Cassandra hesitated, but feeling his cock knick a nerve inside her love canal, she gasped and involuntarily replied, "YES! You fuck me better than my fiancé!" Her unfiltered truth was like music to Raj's ears.
Cassandra couldn't believe she just admitted. It was wrong for her to say such things to the man she was supposed to marry. The least she could do was not bring Jason into the already depraved activity she was willingly participating in. But strangely, the wrongness of it sent a dose of thrill through her body.
"Tell me, Cassandra! In what ways do I do better than your fiancé?" the dirty old man continued, his breath heavy as he slid his hands under her, wrapping his skinny arms around her torso.
Cassandra winced, struggling to hold her tongue, but her naughty desire thought otherwise. "Your cock is so much bigger and you last wayyy longer than him!" Her hopelessly horny mind and body were causing her to spit her unfiltered truths.
This invigorated Raj as he proceeded to pound Cassandra even harder, causing her toes to curl as she desperately braced herself from the old man's heavy thrusting. Cassandra's jagged, throaty moans left her lips as she felt her orgasm rising within her core.
She engulfed the Raj's smaller body with her arms and legs, holding the old man intimately close to her. A part of her nagged at her to stop humiliating Jason, but another pushed her to keep stroking the old man's ego and reap the rewards.
"Keep going! Keep telling me what I want to hear!" Raj incited, causing Cassandra's inner voice of reason to be buried by her lust.
"You are better than my fiancé in every way, Raj!" Cassandra screamed, feeling her orgasm swelling within, threatening to burst at any given thrust.
"Does his little penis not satisfy you like I do?" Raj prodded, sensing he could get away with another diss toward her fiancé.
"FUCK! YES! His little baby dick doesn't satisfy me like your big - juicy - cock can!" Cassandra subconsciously blurted.
Raj's cock twitched inside of her warm depths hearing her admit that. Her tight pussy of sultry words of raw desire was sending him to the edge as well as he felt his balls begin to contract in preparation to inject his genetic material into her fertile depths.
"Augh! I'm gonna cum! Let's do it together!" Raj announced, hugging his American lover's body tiger.
"AH! Okay! Do it, Raj! Cum for me! FUCK!" Cassandra didn't even hesitate to respond. Grabbing his old face she dove her lush lips against his as he proceeded to piston his skinny hips with rapid fervor. The two were dancing on the knife's edge of their impending orgasms, their sexes eagerly awaiting their release.
Giving her a couple of last thrusts, Raj dove balls deep inside of Cassandra's awaiting pussy and unleashed his virile load. The feeling of hot, thick seed filling her womb ushered her orgasm as well. Gasping, she firmly leg-locked Raj, ensuring he couldn't pull out, not like he was going to anyway.
"MMHHHPPHHHHH!" the two moaned into each other's mouths as they hungrily clung to each other as their orgasm ripped through their bodies.
Raj's old eyes rolled back as he felt his cock dump his seed into this goddess of a woman. The old man winced and groaned feeling his new lover's wet walls constrict around him, milking his cock for every ounce of sperm he had.
At the same time, Cassandra's vision darkened as a sudden shock of pure, raw pleasure overwhelmed her nerves. Her toes clenched hard and her arms tangled around her Indian lover's neck as she gushed her sweet cream all over his foreign endowment.
Cassandra was amazed at how much the old lecher could cum. His loads were too thick and heavy. She could feel his spewing ropes of cum hit the back of her womb. She couldn't help but compare him to her much younger fiancé. Even on his best days, Jason didn't cum this much.
Raj was delighted that he had officially claimed this American as his. The feeling of shooting his seed deep inside her was fulfilling and amazing. He didn't give the slightest care if she was on a pill or not. Hell, he would be happy to knock this white woman up with his Indian baby.
Letting go of his lips, Cassandra pulled away and let out a long, satisfied breath of relief. "Oh my god... ah... that... was... ah... amazing..." she panted heavily, keeping her legs tightly wrapped around the old man's waist.
"Whew, you are such an amazing woman..." Raj groaned and he rested his face on her soft mammaries, giving them gentle kisses. Cassandra felt tingly and hot inside having experienced the best sex she had ever had in her life.
As a result of their lustful fucking, the two were slick with sweat and their sticky skin erotically stuck together as they embraced. Oddly, Cassandra felt no guilt on her shoulders having just cheated on Jason. "I needed this..." she repeated to herself. After not having any sexual contact for god knows how long during this whole lockdown, this was a necessary break of her chaste for the sake of her sanity.
Angling her eyes to Raj, she observed him tenderly clinging to her body. It was still weird that she just fucked a skinny old man. But his age did not matter in Cassandra's eyes, it was the cock between his legs that was. However, deep in her mind, she loved that this elderly man could fuck her in ways that no one could ever do. It added to the taboo thrill she was getting hooked on.
The warmth and intimacy of another person was also something Cassandra was comforted by. Although it wasn't her significant other, it was still someone. She had nearly forgotten what it was like to be held so closely.
"Heh, didn't I tell you I would make you feel good?" Raj stated with a confident grin as he raised his head to face his attractive American roommate. Cassandra sighed and let out an affirming chuckle.
"Yes, you did..." she responded with a smile. "I mean I don't think I ever doubted you consider how big your cock is..."
Raj was beaming with triumph seeing how immersed Cassandra into their intimacy. Now that she had a taste of his Indian hog, he was sure that she would never get enough of it. The old man smirked deviously imagining himself fucking her everywhere in his apartment, all day, every day.
Finally releasing her legs from his waist, she allowed Raj to slowly pull out of her quivering pussy, making an audible popping sound as his seed poured from her slit like a waterfall.
It barely even occurred to Cassandra that this virile old man just came inside her unprotected pussy. Her horny mind and body were still drunk with lust, focused on the pleasure rather than the potential consequences of their depraved coupling.
Cassandra cast her gaze upon Raj's cock as he rested it on top of her lower abdomen. Her striking blue eyes were tantalizingly focused on some remnants of his cum leaking from his cavernous slit and onto her skin, pooling into her belly button.
"You know, I've been dreaming of fucking you the day we met," Raj admitted as he carefully traced his hands across Cassandra's thighs.
"Raj!" Cassandra gasped. She was both appalled and flattered at his vulgar remark. Her mind winded back to the many close encounters they shared and realized he was trying to seduce her from the start. But instead of being disgusted, Cassandra was aroused at the idea of her elderly roommate harboring such naughty desires for her. It was hot knowing that this old pervert was trying to get into her pants, and even hotter knowing that he could fuck like a bull.
"Hmm, you're such a naughty old pervert," Cassandra sinfully giggled, cupping Raj's wrinkly cheek with her right hand. "Perhaps you should have tried and seduced me earlier. It would have saved me from so much unneeded stress."
"Augh, that's what I've been trying to do, woman!" the old man laughed.
"Well, better late than never," Cassandra mused, playfully shaking her head. Tugging his face toward hers, she planted lips with her Indian roommate and began to make out with him.
Their lips tenderly smacked as they slowly got more into their kissing. Soon they found themselves pulling on each other, hungrily trying to shove their mouths closer than they already were.
Feeling his somewhat deflated cock on her slowly grow hard again, Cassandra pulled away and licked her lips at his manhood. "You ready to go for another round, Raj?" she said in a low, seductive voice. She had since concluded that this little infidelity would confined within the walls of this room, with no one except for herself and Raj knowing about it, so she might as well lean into it more.
The balding old man flashed an eager grin. "Of course, I am. I did say I'm going to fuck you all night, no?"
Cassandra couldn't help but contain an excited smile. "You did... Now come here." The two hastily lunged at each other and continued to their second round of naughty fucking.
-
"Ohhhh, Cassandra... Cassandra..." Raj secretly moaned as Cassandra bounced on his cock. He gripped her plush ass with his old fingers, and assisted her in her skillful riding.
A devious and amused smile formed on her lush lips as she rolled her curvy hips into his pelvis. She savored how his cock stretched her insides, stimulating every pleasurable nerve she had as her pussy rose and sunk on the entirety of his length.
"Hmm, yes... That feels so good... ohhh, mhmm, fuck yes..." Cassandra mewled as she reached behind her head, undoing her bun, allowing her long elegant, wavy black hair to fall past her shoulders, giving her a tousled look as some of her silky strands obscured her beautiful face.
Raj was left in awe at her emanating beauty. Wanting more intimacy, Cassandra took the old man's hands from her ass and interlocked fingers with him. Biting her lip, she cast her lustful gaze with her alluring blue eyes onto his.
"You feel so good inside of me, Raj," Cassandra moaned, rhythmically bouncing on his cock, causing the mattress to reverberate.
Raj grunted and began to meet her with his own thrust, driving his hips into her every time she sunk onto his cock. "Keep talking to me like that, augh... Keep going."
"You are the biggest man I've ever been with... I can feel you in my fucking stomach, Raj. Fuck, you're rearranging my guts..." Cassandra continued, her voice breathy and labored. Raj loved hearing her dirty talk. During his long life in India, he had never heard anyone speak to him like that. He figured that it was an American thing. Women from the States were always more sexually creative when it came to their dirty talk.
"Yes, Cassandra! More! More! Keep telling me more!" the old Indian lecher pleaded, gripping her delicate hands tighter as she bounced on his lap.
A naughty glint shined in Cassandra's eyes as she savored Raj's begging. During her times with Jason, they never got to a point as sexually exciting as this since he never lasted long.
Gliding her tongue across her upper, perfect white teeth, she thought of doing something she had never done for her fiancé. Tilting her body down, she rested herself on Raj and went to his ear, whispering, "You love it when I talk dirty to you, Daddy?"
Raj's eyes nearly sprang from his sockets hearing her say that. It felt so taboo doing something she never had with Jason but all too arousing; Raj was worthy of such graces since he was able to fuck her like no other.
The term 'daddy' has never been used in such a way for the old man. It felt so foreign to use a paternal moniker in such a provocative manner; he loved it!
The old man responded with a loud grunt as she broke free from Cassandra's hands and placed them back onto her soft cheeks. "Oh! Hmm, do you like how I call you, Daddy?" Cassandra cooed as she reached forward, grabbing the bed frame for leverage.
"Augh! Yes, Cassandra! Ohhh, argh!" Raj moaned as she heaved onto his cock. His old eyes hungrily followed her tantalizing tits swaying before him. Lifting his head, the old man eagerly attempted to latch onto her soft mounds.
Finally, grabbing a hold of one of her boobs, Raj sucked and slobbered on it like a ravenous baby. He flicked and tickled her erect, pink nipple with his tongue, eliciting an amused moan from Cassandra.
The American hung her head low as she continued to ride her new lover skillfully. Her undulated hips moved in a way so that Raj's cock could stretch and stimulate her love canal. "Fuck... ah ah ah! Uh!" Cassandra let out loud, throat moans of pleasure.
Forming a sexual rhythm, their sexes sleuthed together in perfect unison. The force of Cassandra's ass descending and Raj's pelvis ascending amplified the pleasure as his cockhead repeatably slammed against her pleasure button at the back of her wet depths.
Cassandra's orgasm was quickly swelling from within as Raj erotically stabbed at her cervix. "Oh shit! Raj! You're about to make me fucking cum! FUCK! Make me cum, Daddy, please!" she announced.
Raj surged with energy and proceeded to piston his hips upwards even faster. The sounds of the rapid clapping of wet skin rang in the dark room illuminated by only a small night light on the wall.
The old man grinned deviously discerning Cassandra's deliriously horny state. "Has your fiancé ever fucked you like this??" Raj grunted, releasing his lips from her tit, taking advantage of her vulnerable state.
Cassandra bit her lips and immediately responded, " NO! He's never fucked me like this!"
"Who fucks you better?" Raj incited, adjusting his legs to plant his feet against the mattress for more leverage.
"You, Daddy! You fuck me better than him! Harder! Fuck me harder!" she needily begged. Cassandra had no clue what had gotten into her. Jason did nothing to deserve this, but she was too drunk with lust to care.
Their sexes made one, unifying connection, creating a loud smack of their flesh as Cassandra succumbed to her climax. Trembling violently, she desperately held onto the bedframe as her pussy gushed her sweet juices all over Raj's cock.
"AHHH! FUCKKKKKK!" Cassandra screamed as she swung her head back in mind-shattering pleasure.
"Auh! Augh! Cassandra!" Raj moaned, feeling his shaft being milked by her constricting walls. The old man clenched his toes as her fluids cascaded from her quivering slit and down his sack, sending tingles down his spine.
Raj ground his teeth and clenched his toes as he withstood Cassadnra's death grip. Her wet, warm walls slurped on his cock, eagerly trying to milk him for his virile seed. The old lecher didn't want to cum just yet, but Try as he might, she was too much for him to handle, and his orgasm preemptively surged.
"Nhg! Argh! EEYAAAAHH!" Raj let out a decrepit moan as he spews his Indian sperm deep inside his lover's American pussy. The skinny old man held Cassandra's cheeks with a vice grip as his heavy balls heavily pulsed, administering his genetics into her fertile depths.
"Ohhhhh, hmmmm, cum for me, Raj..." Cassandra purred as she felt her insides being filled with his warmth again. She didn't care that they weren't using protection, she was too immersed in her primal release.
Bending down, Cassandra intertwined lips and sloppily twirled tongues with her hung, Indian fuck buddy. The elderly man savored every moment with this goddess of a woman; her alluring scent, sweet saliva, and milking pussy were a godsend.
But as he unloaded the last of his seed into her, Raj couldn't help but wonder if his seed had already taken root inside her womb; he imagined his genes mixing with hers to conceive a baby. The old man would officially make her his, he didn't care if she had a fiancé, the man was halfway across the world.
"Fuck... that was good, Raj..." Cassandra uttered, pulling her lips away from him.
Raj desperately gasped for air. "Yes, yes... That was wonderful, augh..." he replied, his voice husky. "Why don't we get a short water break before continuing?" he suggested. Although the old man was confident in his stamina, Cassandra was simply out of this world, draining him faster than he predicted.
"Hmm, sounds good," Cassandra agreed, giving a quick peck to his lips before rolling off his lap.
-
"Mhhhmmm! Hmmmm! Ah!" Cassandra squealed into the damp, salty sheets as Raj railed her from behind with her face down and ass up for the hung old man as he had her wrists, pulling her arms toward him.
"Ohhh, yes... take this cock, take it," Raj grunted, tugging on her arms harder. "Who owns this pussy?" he continued.
"You do, Daddy!" Cassandra moaned.
The devious old man had been taking more and more liberties with their dirty talk as the night went on. He wanted to engrain himself into Cassandra's mind so that she couldn't get enough of him.
"Argh! That's right! Within these walls, you are mine and mine alone!" Raj declared, vigorously pistoning his hips into her plush ass, giving her long, deep strokes.



"Yes! I'm fucking yours, Raj! I'm yours!" Cassandra wailed as her eyes lolled into her eyelids.
Raj grinned victoriously as he admired her perfect figure from behind. His old eyes trailed from her rounded ass up to her flawless, toned arched back slick with sweat.
"Are you addicted to my cock??" the elderly man roared with authority.
"YES! I fucking love your cock, Daddy!" Cassandra screamed.
"Say my name, Cassandra! Say it!" Raj commanded, pounding her used pussy with intense fervor.
"I love your cock, Raj! I love it! Ohhh! Deeper, Raj! Deeper!"
Raj's heavy sack heaved back and forth, slapping against her clit, heightening her pleasure. The consistent pace of slapping skin and heavy breathing permeated the room as their nasty rutting went on without end.
Cassandra lost track of how many orgasms she had. Her brain was running on the instinct to fuck at that point. Meanwhile, Raj was sweating beads, focusing all his efforts on fucking this fine piece of ass; this might be the hardest he worked his body in his long life!
Raj's skinny hips heaved with fluid, powerful movements as he drove his cock in and out of Cassandra's tight cunt. Her soft ass cheeks rippled with each connecting blow, providing an erotic scene for the man railing her from behind.
Thoughts of Jason were cast from Cassandra's mind at this point. She may be his fiancé out there, but in here, in Raj's apartment, Raj's room, she was his: her sweet American pussy was his, her perfect body was his, everything... It seemed like an unlikely match given their age difference and vastly differing cultural backgrounds, but one thing was certain, they were perfectly sexually compatible.
"I'm about to cum again, Cassandra! Augh!" Raj suddenly announced as he felt his cock and heavy baby-makers tense in preparation for his orgasm.
"Do it! Fucking cum!" Cassandra begged, swiveling her head around to face her hung lover.
"Where do you want it??" Raj deviously asked; in reality, he wasn't giving much choice, the old bastard was going to cum inside of her anyway, this was more of a test to see if Cassandra was too hooked to care about the potential consequences of their taboo coupling.
"Cum inside, Daddy! I fucking need it! Claim me! Make me yours! Cum!" Cassandra eagerly pleaded as she held onto Raj's wrists. Her alluring blue eyes gazed at him with carnal need and were glazed with pure lust and desire.
Making eye contact with his goddess was more than enough to push Raj over the edge. Giving Cassandra's awaiting pussy a few more heavy pumps, he dipped himself balls deep inside and unleashed his virile seed inside of her.
"EEEYYYYAHHHHH!" the old man roared as he inseminated his black-haired lover.
"Ohhhh my777 goddddd! Yesssssss!" Cassandra uttered in pure satisfaction as he pumped her full once again.
As Raj's cock pulsed and throbbed between her pussy lips, a mixture of their bodily fluids began to leak from their junction, viciously leaking onto the sheets below.
Shooting his last ropes, Raj released Cassandra's wrists, allowing her arms to limply fall to her sides as he collapsed onto her back. "Ah ah ah... ah ah..." the two heavily breathed as they reeled in from their fuck session.
"Raj... you really know how to treat a girl..." Cassandra quietly spoke with a satisfied grin on her lips.
"Heh, it's my pleasure..." Raj groaned, tenderly tracing his hands on the sides of her torso.
Cassandra and Raj would continue mindlessly fucking well into the late hours of the night as if their lives depended on it. The muffled sounds of the bed creaking and their throaty moans echoed throughout the empty apartment; hopefully, they didn't disturb neighbors.
Having spent the last of their sexual energy, the two lovers found each other in an intimate embrace, holding each other in their arms with their faces amorously close together.
As Cassandra peacefully slept before him, Raj couldn't help but wonder where this might lead. After all the passionate fucking they did, the old man was more than certain that he wanted her as his woman. Not under the sheets, but officially. However, he needed to find a way to pry her from that annoying fiancé across the world. But grinning with confidence, Raj was certain that his sexual gifts were more than enought to sway the American his way. And surely if he managed to get her knocked up it would only make his conquest easier...
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Albert basked in the sunlight on his usual chair on his front porch. The old man was living his best life. Everything that he had fantasized about had become a reality. The old bastard had seduced his neighbor's smoking hot wife into having an affair with him and now, he managed to get her knocked up with his baby. Sometimes Albert had to pinch himself throughout the day to make sure he wasn't living in some sort of lucid dream.
Leisurely rocking in his chair, Albert enjoyed a bottle of ice-cold beer, casually sipping it as he reveled in his triumph. Per usual, his attention was caught by Alex, pulling out from his garage, and preparing to leave for his job he seemingly was so obsessed with.
"Hey, Albert! How are you doing?" the husband called out from his rolled-down window offering a friendly wave and wide smile.
Albert returned with a wide smile and raised his bottle to him. "Doing great my friend! You heading to work?" the old man made conversation.
"Yeah, you know how it is! Gotta get on that grind!" the husband cheerfully said with a corny arm gesture.
"Get on that grind you should..." Albert deviously thought. "Ah, that's good to hear. I'm glad you take your job so seriously! I envy your youthful tenacity!" Although he complimented Alex, it was for all the wrong reasons.
"Augh, pshh! You don't have to flatter me, Albert. But I appreciate that praise!" Alex responded, his voice gratified.
"Heh! You deserve it!" Albert let out a feigned cackle. Then, smirking he asked, "So, how's that wife doing?"
"Ah, she's doing great! She's four months now!" Alex answered, happily rubbing the back of his neck. Albert slowly nodded in acknowledgment, struggling to contain an insidious smile.
The old veteran reveled at how clueless Alex was. When Albert learned of the news of the pregnancy for the 'first' time, it came from Alex himself with Sarah by his side. His neighbor was elated, flaunting how proud he was about the pregnancy, fully believing the baby was his. But in reality, the fruit that bore in Sarah's womb was really from Albert's seed.
It was a struggle for Albert to keep a straight face during that entire conversation. It took almost every fiber of his being to maintain a feigned expression as if this was a total surprise and how happy he was for them. Sarah also didn't make it any easier for him. Standing directly behind Alex, she flashed Albert naughty looks and knowing smiles, making his cock stiff under his pants. It was awkward, yet arousing.
"Ah, shoot! I'm gonna be running late. I'll see you around, Albert!" Alex said, pulling away from the driveway before Albert could get a word out.
Seeing Alex drive off into the distance had become his cue to sneak over and see his baby momma. Not long after, he received a text from Sarah. Checking it, his faded blue eyes widened seeing an image of her beautiful nude body in full display on a mirror. Her right arm was neatly tucked under her swelling breasts and her left hand was gracefully cupping her growing baby bump. "The hubby just left. You know what that means, Daddy... Meet me in my basement," a message followed.
Albert's cock nearly ejected from his shorts. As much as he loved Sarah's tight body, seeing her body changing to accommodate his baby growing inside of her was so alluring.
Waiting a few more minutes to ensure Alex didn't make an abrupt return, Albert carefully lifted himself off his chair and casually strode over to Alex and Sarah's house. Tip-toeing into their backyard, he entered the house through the back door which Sarah kept unlocked specifically for him.
Inside, Albert navigated his neighbor's house until he spotted the basement door. It was slightly parted open, seemingly gesturing him to come inside. With a wide grin, he closed the door behind him, locking it...
-
The sounds of wet flesh clapping and heavy moans echoed throughout the confines of the basement. Sarah stood, leaning over an old dryer while Albert fucked her from behind. The two lovers were both naked, their bodies slick with sweat from their intense rutting. The space was illuminated only by a dim aged lightbulb hanging above them, providing a tastefully erotic setting.
"Yes... That feels so fucking good, Albert..." Sarah moaned, gripping the edges of the dryer tightly as her lover's cock sleuthed in and out of her with ease. "How does it feel to be a daddy?" the beautiful blonde grabbed Albert's hands as he grasped her hourglass hips and guided them to her noticeable baby bump.
Albert couldn't help but proudly smile. "Hmmmm, feel my belly, Daddy... This is your baby growing inside of me..." Her words poured from her lips like butter, tantalizing the old man to fuck her harder.
"Augh... Yes... that's my fucking baby..." Albert grunted, thrusting his skinny hips into her plush ass harder, causing her cheeks to sexily ripple. "How does it feel to be a mother finally?" he teasingly asked, giving his baby momma long deep strokes.
"It feels so good... I've always wanted to start a family... but my dumbass husband was too focused on his job to care... Hmmm, it's a good thing I have you now..." the goddess cooed, biting her lip. "You can give me the children I deserve..."
Albert amusingly arched his brow. Children? "Oh? How many kids do you want, sexy?" the old man spoke, leaning forward and sensually kissing the middle of her perfect sweaty back.
"As many as many as you fucking want... After I have this one, I want you to knock me up again, Daddy..." Sarah answered, moving his hands up to her swelling boobs. "Feel them... They are filled with milk for our baby... Your baby..." She was drunk with baby fever!
Sarah had been more horny than ever, likely because her hormones were all over the place due to her pregnancy. Of course, Albert didn't mind this. He reaped the rewards of her sexual frenzy in the form of unexpected blowjobs and sneaky fuck sessions even when her husband was home.
Albert's bony fingers sink into her soft shapely breasts. He pinched and flicked her swollen erect pink nipples, eliciting long moans from his pregnant lover. "Ohhhh, mhmm, yes, Daddy... Do you like how my tits are getting bigger for you?" she gasped, her voice trembling with each connecting thrust from his big bull cock.
"Fuck yes! I just want to suck on them all day!" the old lecher grunted, giving her a firm squeeze.
"Yeah?" Sarah moaned. Spinning around, she tugged Albert into her breasts. The old man wasted no time wrapping his lips around her swelling mammaries, eagerly alternating between them. It brought her great pleasure to feel him suctioning her sensitive nipples. Gazing down at him, she imagined their baby suckling her milk from her.
"Ah, be careful, Albert. I'm very sensitive right now," Sarah exclaimed to her baby daddy. Albert ignored her and began to twirl and flick her nipples.
Sarah's green eyes fluttered behind her skull at the sensory overload she was receiving. But the void left behind by his cock not being inside her pussy left her starved. Using her youthful strength, she shuffled them away from the dryer toward the middle of the basement.
"Fuck lay on the floor, daddy. I want to ride your cock..." Sarah told her elderly lover.
Grinning, the old man slowly got onto the cold concrete floor. It was a bit dusty and dirty, but that's what made things a little more arousing. Following Albert, Sarah carefully got to her knees and straddled his lap. Hovering over him, she reached for his throbbing cock and guided it back into her welcoming cunt.
"Mhhmm, yes, Daddy..." Sarah purred.
Luckily, her pregnancy hasn't hindered her ability to skillfully ride her lover. Taking his hands, she guided them back on her baby bump. Albert felt good and fulfilled with his sexy lover and mother to his future child making passionate love to him. What more could he ask for?
Sarah seemingly glowed with maternal beauty. With her elegant blonde hair tied into a sexy bun and naked pregnant body were a sight for sore eyes for the old man. Her plush tits swayed as she bounced on his cock.
Her fetching green eyes were glazed with pure lust and her tongue erotically hung from her mouth. Albert clenched his toes feeling the vice grip her pussy wals had on his manhood. "Ah ah ah. Yes, Daddy, yes!" Sarah moaned out loud without any fear of anyone hearing their explicit affair since they were in the private confines of her basement.
Tracing his hands from her belly, Albert held onto her wide hips and began thrusting up into her sopping slit. "Ah! Yes! Fuck me, Albert! Keep doing that, baby!" Albert dug his fingers into her flesh as he focused on meeting his baby mamma's rhythm.
With fluent motions they had mastered throughout their affair, their sexes conjoined in perfect unison. His cockhead delved deep, kissing her cervix with every thrust. Sarah feverishly nibbled on her lip sensing her orgasm building within her.
The only thing that could be heard in the cluttered basement her the clapping of their flesh and heavy moans. "I'm about to cum, Daddy!" Sarah announced.
Albert ground his teeth and winced with pleasure. He was getting close to his orgasm as well. "Augh! Me too! Let's cum together!" the old man spoke in a husky voice.
Nodding, Sarah planted her feet onto the floor and rested her hands on his hairy chest. With passionate vigor, the blonde goddess slammed her ass into his skinny pelvis. "Augh! Sarah!" the old man grunted. The force of her weight was getting too much to bear for his old body.
"Hmmm, Albert!" Sarah moaned in response.
With a starved smile, she locked eyes with her baby daddy. "I need you to cum, Albert. Do it! Cum inside of me. I want to feel your hot load fill my pregnant pussy up!" Her supple ass rippled with every meeting connection.
"Ah, Sarah! You're gonna kill me!" Albert winced. With no soft cushioning under him except for the solid concrete, it felt like she was shattering his pelvis!
Sexily licking her lips, Sarah sunk onto his cock balls deep and began to roll her hips. "Cum for me, Daddy," she cooed in a seductive tone. Albert gasped and his eyes widened feeling her tight walls wrapping and sucking him in.
"AUUGGHHHH!" the old man let out a decrepit moan as he finally unleashed his seed inside Sarah's pregnant cunt.
"Ohhhhhh!" Sarah let out a long and satisfied moan as she reached her orgasm as well.
Her wet walls constricted tightly around his pulsating shaft, milking him for all he had. Sarah's eyes lolled back as she gasped for breath. Her body and her legs quivered violently as jolts of pleasure crashed through her body.
Sarah could never get over how good it felt having Albert's virile cum flood her insides. It always made her feel all warm and happy inside. "Ah... that was really fucking good..." she let out a sigh of relief. Glancing down at her lover, she saw him lying there, limp.
"You okay, Albert?"
"Augh... Yeah... I'm fine... I just need something softer to lie on next time. You have to remember that I'm not as durable as I used to be," the old man replied with a chuckle. Sarah grinned.
"Well, your cock seems durable enough," she playfully retorted. "Ready to go again?" Albert's old eyes widened.
"Are you trying to kill me, woman??" he exclaimed. Most of the time he was the one fucking her, now, the tables had seemingly reversed!
"Hmmm, maybe..." she teasingly hummed. Then, leaning down, she went to his ear and whispered, "I'm gonna milk you dry, Daddy..."
Albert anxiously gulped wondering what his baby momma had in store for him. He may not be able to walk for a few days after this is all over...
Sarah and Albert finally emerged from the basement, still naked, after hours of mindless fucking. The old veteran was left utterly drained, his aged knees wobbled as he stumbled for balance.
"What's wrong, Albert? Was I too much for you to handle?" Sarah said amusingly as she assisted her elderly lover up to his feet.
"Augh... I can't tell if my age is starting to show, or you're just being extra ravenous," Albert groaned. "I think I need to call off any more fucking for the rest of the day. My cock is fucking numb."
Sarah sympathetically smiled; she was aware of the strain she put him through. "Aw, you poor old man," she teased. "Perhaps a warm bath and a good meal should bring you back up to strength," the blonde wife suggested.
Albert rubbed his chin in brief contemplation then nodded in agreement. "Sounds good, sexy. Just so long we take a bath together, heh."
Sarah smirked knowingly. "Of course! Wouldn't have any other way..." She gifted Albert a tender kiss on the cheek before leading him upstairs.
After many hours of mindlessly fucking, Sarah and Albert spent the afternoon spending some quality time together as if they were a couple. What initially began as a sexual partnership was slowly becoming an emotional one too since they had conceived their affair baby.
Watching a movie, the two casually sat together on the couch, huddled in a close embrace. "Hmm, I think I felt a kick, hehe," Albert chuckled as he gently rested his bony hand against Sarah's baby bump.
Sarah smiled warmly as she observed the old man's intrigue with his child growing inside her. It still felt surreal that her first kid would be born from an affair with her hung elderly neighbor. Nonetheless, she was still excited to be a mother.
"Come here and give your daddy a kiss," Albert said smugly as he leaned up to his baby momma. Offering a mischievous glance, Sarah shifted her body and straddled herself onto the old man's lap before bending down and connecting lips with her secret lover.
-
The coming months went by in a flash and Sarah's pregnancy progressed smoothly. As for Albert, sex with his baby momma became even wilder than before. Although Sarah's growing belly progressively hindered her movement, she became more insatiable than ever! But eventually, during the late stages of her pregnancy, they ceased having sex for the time being since Sarah was too uncomfortable to do anything.
Sarah felt so aroused and naughty every day during her pregnancy. Alex was in full belief that the baby was his. Who wouldn't? But in reality, she was carrying Albert's child in her belly, the perverted old bastard whom she used to despise but now fucks almost religiously. It was their naughty secret that no one else knew except for them.
It was so inauspicious. Alex fully believed that Albert was just his jolly elderly neighbor. He never suspected a thing! The clueless husband would even catch Albert affectionately rubbing Sarah's belly whenever they were together. In some cases, this may have been oddly suspicious. Any man would take the interaction as dangerously intimate. But given Albert's unassuming appearance and how he carried himself, Alex just played it off as a friendly bond between him and Sarah. He even thought that Albert saw Sarah as the daughter he never had. Boy was he wrong...
When Sarah's water finally broke, all hell went loose for Albert. He was out of town for a rare occasion during that fateful day. When he had learned of the news, the old man never felt such swirls of emotions. Anxiousness, worry, and an overwhelming need to be with Sarah crashed over him.
When Albert first received the call from Alex, he dropped what he was doing and hastily drove to the hospital. It was a long drive metaphorically and literally. During that time, the old man was restless, wondering how Sarah and his baby were doing. Why was he feeling like this? It felt so out of character for him. Perhaps it was his hibernating paternal instincts awakening.
After what felt like a day's worth of driving, Albert hastily entered the hospital where Sarah was waiting. Reaching the wing of the building where Alex said they would be, the old man went to the receptionist.
"Em, excuse me, do you know what room Sarah Lawson is in?" the anxious veteran inquired. The lady at the desk nodded and checked her computer.
"Hm, she's in room 227. But she is still in labor, so I'm afraid you'll have to wait for the time being, sorry."
Albert smiled uneasily. "Oh, right, how long do you think it will take?" He had little to no knowledge of the birthing process.
The nurse smiled understandably. "I can't give you an exact timetable. The average labor lasts from twelve to twenty-four hours." Albtert's faded blue eyes widened in surprise. He never knew that giving birth could last that long. He just thought the baby would pop out just like that.
"Oh, okay, well, I'll just wait over there then," he replied.
"You can always leave and come back. It may still be a little while," the nurse tried to insist.
"No, no, it's fine. I'm okay with waiting." The lady just smiled and nodded.
Albert restlessly paced around the waiting area for what felt like days. He just couldn't shake this feeling of anxiousness. He needed to see Sarah. As much as she was just his sexual partner, he felt like she was becoming more. He was connected to her emotionally, and quite literally with the child they had conceived together.
All his uneasy waiting would finally be brought to an end when Alex made a sudden appearance in the waiting area. "Hey Albert!" the unknowing husband happily greeted.
Slumped over his knees as he sat, Albert quickly glanced up hearing the familiar voice. "Oh, hey, Alex!" he happily replied. Discerning the cheerful look on Alex's face, he knew that things went smoothly. A huge weight seemingly lifted from his old shoulders.
"How's Sarah? Did things go well? How's the baby?" the old man bombarded Alex with questions as he stood up to meet him.
"Woah now, Albert, heh. A little anxious are we?" Alex chuckled. Albert raised his brows realizing he was being uncharacteristically enthusiastic. "Sarah is doing great. The baby came out nice and healthy!" the husband revealed. Albert let out a sigh of relief.
"So, may I see Sarah and the baby?" Albert calmly asked, easing his eagerness. Alex happily nodded.
"Sure! I have to step out of the hospital for a moment and take this important business call, so I would appreciate it if you keep my wife some company while I'm gone." Albert snuck an apprehensive look at Alex. Even during such a momentous day of his wife giving birth to "his" child, he still prioritized his job. No wonder Sarah was cheating on him.
"Yeah, I can do that for you, buddy!" the old man put on a feigned voice, patting Alex on the shoulder.
As they parted, Albert hastily made his way down the hall. Finding Sarah's room, he went inside. His old eyes widened to see his sexy baby momma, visibly sweaty and exhausted from her labor, holding their baby in her arms.
Spotting Albert enter the room, Sarah could hardly contain a gratified smile. "Hey, Albert," she uttered in a weak voice. The old man approached the hospital bed.
"Em, hey, Sarah. How are things going?" Albert awkwardly greeted back.
Sarah rolled her glazed and tired green eyes. "I just spent my last eight hours in the most excruciating pain I've ever experienced in my life. But other than that, I'm doing great," she mockingly joked.
But as she looked at Albert for a response, Sarah found his eyes staring at the bundle of joy in her arms. "Oh, of course. Albert, meet Alice, our beautiful baby girl," Sarah announced, showing her baby to her true father.
Albert gulped as he got a better look at his first child; he was ecstatic to find out he had a daughter. Sarah never revealed the gender of her baby during her baby shower since she wanted it to be a surprise when she gave birth. They didn't discuss a name for the baby either; the old man wanted to give that honor to his lover since she willingly allowed him to bear his child.
Strange feelings surged in his chest: uneasiness, anticipation, uncertainty. A maelstrom of emotions he had never experienced rocked him to his very core. But there was one thing he knew right at that very moment, he was happy.



"Wow, she's beautiful..." the old man began. "May I hold her?" Sarah gladly nodded.
Carefully taking the baby from her arms, Albert soothingly craddled his newborn daughter and observed his features. She was pretty cute; but you could say that for all babies. There weren't any distinctive features he could make out since she retained that baby look. Her hair, however, was this darkish-blonde color, akin to her mother's, albeit, Sarah's hair was slightly lighter. But Albert smiled recognizing the familiar feature. Even though his hair had since become white, back in his day, he used to have a head of dark blonde hair just like baby Alice's.
Baby Alice slept peacefully in Albert's harm, almost finding comfort in the company of his true father. "You know... she has your eyes," Sarah stated. Albert looked up at her and smiled pridefully learning of yet another similar feature he shared with his daughter.
"Really?" he amusingly replied. Sarah nodded. "Do you think your husband will notice??" he mentioned, cautious of their baby's true paternity.
"Hm, although Alex doesn't have blue eyes, his family and mine possess the trait. It also helps that she's blonde like me. So we should be fine," his beautiful baby momma shrugged, flashing a devious grin. Albert returned a knowing grin and looked back down at his daughter.
"So why Alice?" Albert asked, wondering why she picked out a name.
"Hmm, I just liked the name..." Sarah answered. Then, sifting her eyes back and forth, she sneakily leaned forward and whispered, "It was supposed to be inspired by Alex's first initial, but really, it's meant to be yours." She deviously winked. Albert let out a mischievous chuckle. God, she was so naughty.
"I'm glad you chose that name," the newfound father continued. "I think it fits her fine." Leaning down, Albert placed a tender kiss on Alice's forehead.
Giving him back to his mother, Albert locked eyes with his alluring lover. Warmth filled his chest as he admired her natural beauty. She was the mother of his child which connected them physically and emotionally. No other words could describe what he was feeling besides one, love.
"Hey... Sarah..." Albert nervously called out.
"Yes, Albert?" she happily smiled.
The old veteran quickly turned around to see if no one else entered the room, most importantly her husband. With the coast clear, Albert continued, "I- uh... Just wanted to say that this means a lot to me... As naughty and fun this whole affair is, I'm glad things turned the way it is."
Sarah's eyes widened with pleasant surprise. She just thought of Albert as an old lecher, incapable of genuine affection, only depravity, and lust, a man who seduced her into breaking her wedding vows and knocked her up with his bastard child. But it turns out that the mere gift of a child could change a person.
"Hmm, I'm glad about how things turned out too, Albert," Sarah warmly replied. Puckering her lips she leaned forward for a kiss. Albert quickly obliged and met her lush lips. As they kissed, their chests swelled with a warm sensation they couldn't properly describe. All they knew was that it felt good and fulfilling. The two secret lovers melted away in their passionate kissing until they heard the door to the room abruptly open.
Swiftly pulling away, the two calmly played off their adulterous behavior. "Hello, how are you doing so far, Sarah?" out came a nurse holding a clipboard.
"I'm doing fine, just a bit tired, that's all," Sarah responded. The nurse nodded before turning to the older man.
"Oh, you must be the grandpa, congrats!" Albert's faded blue eyes widened and he heard a small giggle from Sarah.
"He's just a close family friend. We're the closest thing to family he's got," Sarah corrected, holding back a knowing smile.
"My apologies. But that's nice to hear. Did you not have any other family coming to see you?" the nurse replied.
Sarah nodded. "Yeah, but most of them live out of state. They should be arriving in a day or so from now."
After some more small talk, the nurse did some quick examinations of the baby before leaving the room again, leaving Sarah and Albert to their devices again. Retaking baby Alice, Albert pulled up a chair beside Sarah and sat down.
The old man basked in the presence of his little secret family. Alice was a blessing no matter how morally nefarious his conception was. No words were shared, just warming silence as Sarah faded into sleep from her rigorous labor.
After a while, their peaceful moment was interrupted by Alex returning from his business call. The oblivious husband happily greeted his wife and elderly neighbor. "Ah, I can see that Alice has taken a liking to you, Albert," he happily exclaimed.
"It appears she has. You're lucky to have such a beautiful child," Albert replied with a fake smile.
"May I?" Alex continued, reaching over for Alice. Albert hesitated but willfully gave up his child.
Alex cradled the baby, roughly bouncing him, causing Albert to cautiously leer at him. As much as the old man wanted to say something, he didn't want to appear too standoffish. "Hehe, she looks just like his daddy," the husband cheered. Albert deviously grinned, attempting not to laugh at how clueless the husband was.
Alex's careless straddling caused Alice to wake up and begin to bawl. "Oh, shhh shhh, it's okay Alice," Sarah's husband cooed, but to no avail.
Sarah soon awoke from her momentary nap from the sudden commotion. "Ugh... Alex, what did you do??" she groaned annoyingly. Her husband just unknowingly shrugged. Rolling her green eyes she sighed and stretched her arms out. "Give her to me, jeez, she just fell asleep, dammit..."
Returning Alice to his mother, Alex rubbed the back of his neck uneasily. "Uh, sorry, I just wanted to hold him for a bit. Did he cry for you when you held her, Albert?"
The old man shook his head. "Nope, she was calm when I held her."
"Huh, what the heck?" Alex muttered, bemused.
As Sarah watched the two, she couldn't help but think about how Alice may have instinctually known who her real father was. She unknowingly bit her lip thinking about how naughty this whole situation was. Here she was in the same room as her husband and baby daddy. The mere idea of Alex being so closely involved in her illicit relationship made her blood pump with pure thrill.
A couple of days after Sarah's successful childbirth, she was discharged from the hospital to return home with her newborn baby. Things went as smoothly as being a new parent could be. Or a least as she thought at first.
It was a lot having to take care of a newborn. Sarah never realized how exhausting it would be to constantly be at Alice's side: Feeding, cuddling, and bathing her. Changing his diapers was the worst part.
Luckily, baby Alice could be worse. She wasn't as fussy of a baby as some stories she had heard from friends and relatives. However, what made her a little frustrated was that her husband didn't help her care for Alice all that much as she wanted. It was wicked of her to want her husband to help raise a baby that wasn't his. But still, for the sake of keeping a happy household, he needed to help... Alex just returned to his usual long working hours like nothing happened.
Fortunately for Sarah, she had her baby daddy right next door. Albert had kept his word about being a part of his child's life. He went to her house almost daily to help care for their child.
Witnessing Albert's attentiveness and commitment changed her view of the lecherous old man. He wasn't just her secret affair partner, a man who she fucked for the thrill of it. He was the father of her child and was quickly becoming not just her physical partner, but an emotional one too. This caused Sarah to recall that tender moment they shared in the hospital when Alice was born. It was abrupt but oddly warranted. She never thought she could care so deeply for an old bastard like Albert. Every day, she felt this warm feeling toward him grow stronger, but she couldn't properly describe what this feeling was.
As much as Sarah and Albert now spent time together, they had few opportunities to resume their sexual activities. Partly because Sarah was still recovering from childbirth. When she was fully healed, every time they attempted to get intimate, Alice had this almost omnipresent sense and would cry as soon as they would get started.
This left the two lovers frustrated and annoyed. They had been itching to fuck each other. And with this newfound emotional bond they had forged, they were insatiable for each other.
The small opportunities they did manage to find only revolved around oral sex. Sarah would give Albert a quick sneaky blowjob while he would eat her pussy in return the few times Alex was present to watch the baby. Although these moments did offer some sexual release, Sarah and Albert needed more. These short get-togethers were not as fulfilling. They needed to be together for hours, not minutes!
But one day, their prayers would be answered.
Alice was three months old now, and during that span, Sarah and Albert still weren't able to have sex. Sarah's resentment toward her husband only grew because of this. Not because he wasn't there for the baby, well, partly. But mostly because he wasn't able to babysit Alice so she could escape with her baby daddy and fuck!
With Sarah's parents planning to visit, she sprung into action. She made the necessary preparations for their imminent arrival. She ensured that Alice's food was organized whenever she needed it, set out a list of what to do when she cried, and other important baby stuff. Sarah was planning on spending this opportunity to finally have some alone time with Albert.
With her parents' arrival, Sarah wasted no time with her salacious plans. She texted Albert to wait for her by the park a block from their homes leaving him a little to wonder. Going to her SUV, she packed some pillows, a comforter, and water in her trunk before heading back inside.
Sarah could hardly contain her excitement. Her pussy grew insatiably wet in anticipation of her long-awaited fuck session with Albert.
Once her parents came knocking at her front door, Sarah happily let them in. Sharing some good small talk, she attempted not to appear in a rush not wanting to seem suspicious in any way. Sarah showed them baby Alice, allowing them to play with her as she happily watched.
After an hour or so, Sarah thought it was time to depart for her secret rendezvous. Pretending to get a call from her work, she stepped away momentarily before returning to the living room. "Oh, shoot. Something just came up at work. I have to stop by the office and settle some business for a little while. I'll be back later this evening. You don't mind watching Alice for the time being, do you?" she said, her voice feigned.
Her mom and dad graciously smiled. "Of course not, sweety! We'll watch this little bundle of joy while you're gone," her mom delightful replied, tickling Alice's cute belly.
Sarah grinned from ear to ear. "Awesome! Alice's food is in the fridge and I left you a list of what to do if she becomes fussy."
Her mom leered at her. "Sweety, don't you remember I raised you? I know how to care for a baby," she pointed out. Sarah nodded in agreement, remembering that she was a mom as well.
"Oh, sorry, mom. Of course, you do," Sarah apologetically replied.
Going to her room, slipped on a button-up blouse and medium-length skirt that would pass for work clothes. She was going to be naked soon enough so she didn't care what she wore.
Returning to the living room, she grabbed her purse and prepared to head out. Going to Alice, she gave her a tender kiss on the forehead. "Be back soon, my pumpkin. Bye Mom, bye Dad, thanks for watching her for me! Oh, and if Alex is wondering where I am just tell him I'm at work!" she spoke as she left for the garage. They happily waved as they saw her off.
Getting in her car, Sarah pulled out and took a short drive to the park. While en route, her heart pounded in her chest. What she was doing felt so naughty and depraved. She was having her parents watch her secret affair baby while she went to fuck her baby's father.
She felt a little guilty that they didn't know the truth about Alice's paternity, but she figured that her baby girl was still related to her parents. That at least makes things a little better.
Arriving at the park, she found Albert restlessly waiting on a bench next to the road in his usual polo shirt, cargo shorts, and veteran hat. Driving over to him, she rolled down the window and gave him a teasing wave. "Hi, Albert," Sarah excitedly greeted.
The old man's faded blue eyes widened. "What the hell, woman! You have me come here and wait for god knows how long and don't answer my calls! What's up with that?!"
Sarah rolled her fetching green eyes. "Shut up and get in the car, I'll explain things then!" she urged, her voice commanding and full of anticipation. Shrugging, the old man stood up and got into the car with her.
"Where are you taking us?" Albert questioned as he watched Sarah drive an unfamiliar route.
Instead of responding to his question, Sarah reached over and grabbed his crotch. "Somewhere nice and quiet so we can finally enjoy each other..." she suggestively spoke, gripping the outline of his cock as she drove.
Albert's foul mood quickly faded away. "Is that right?" he responded with a wide smile. "Who's watching our daughter?" Sarah deviously giggled, reminded of their naughty little secret.
"Alice's grandparents are watching her while 'I'm at work'. I said I won't be home until the evening, so we've got some time to finally fuck each other's brains out," the blonde goddess replied. "God, how I missed this cock. I need it deep inside my wet pussy so bad..."
Albert's cock stiffened against his underwear feeling her hand groping and kneading him. He was left helplessly horny as she touched him during the entire drive toward their mystery destination. The old man writhed in his seat, barely able to focus on the road ahead.
Driving for about thirty minutes, Sarah had led them to some obscure road near the outskirts of town. Taking a left onto a dirty road, she kept going until turning into another side road that led to a secret pocket of forest where no one would ever think to go.
Parking her car between some concealing brush, she switched off the engine. Turning to Albert, she wasted no time and lunged at her elderly lover. The two locked lips and began to make out aggressively. Their tongues hungrily twirled and danced as they swapped saliva.
"Mhmm, fuck, let's get in the trunk so you can fuck my brains out," Sarah said between their lips.
Climbing into the back through the center console, Sarah put down the back seats and retrieved the comforter and pillows, laying them out to create a nice cozy makeshift bed for them to perform their naughty activities.
Sexily laying across the comforter, Sarah sexily coaxed Albert to come to her with a beckoning finger. "Come here, Daddy..." she spoke in a low seductive voice. Albert gulped and quickly joined her.
Embracing each other in their arms, the two lovers kissed once more. Sarah traced her hands on Albert's old back, hiking his shirt up his body while, he grabbed at her ass, pulling her skirt up her legs.
"Fuck I need you..." the old man groaned, feeling his raging cock strain against his underwear and shorts.
"Mhhmm, I need you too... It's been so long since we had sex... I hadn't realized how much of a handful Alice could be," Sarah hummed.
"The struggles of parenthood, eh?" Albert chuckled. Sarah giggled in response.
"Yup," she simply replied, her voice tinged with sinful playfulness.
Monetarily ceasing their passionate kissing, Sarah and Albert took the time to undress, they needed to get naked and fuck each other's brains out as soon as possible. Sarah kicked off her pumps, unbuttoned her blouse, slid her skirt off her legs, and removed her underwear, leaving her fully naked in all her glory while Albert did the same, albeit a little slower.
Impatient, Sarah reached over and helped her elderly baby daddy. Yanking down his shorts, she grabbed his socks and slid them off his feet before tossing them somewhere in the car.
Now freed from their clothing, the two lovers gazed at each other's nude forms. There wasn't much to admire about Albert's skinny old body except for that big cock between his legs, but that's what Sarah loved about him, he was a dirty old man that could fuck her like no man could. While Sarah's body was as beautiful as ever. Her stomach was perfectly flat again and her curves were as alluring as ever! Her attractive features were only accentuated by her post-pregnancy, with her softer, fuller tits, and healthy glow. Albert nearly came right then and there eyeing his baby momma.
lunging toward each other, they resumed their sloppy kissing. As Albert kneeled while Sarah straddled herself onto his lap and wrapped her long sexy legs around his skinny waist. His cock throbbed heavily underneath her as he shoved his face into her soft mammaries.
The old man kissed and licked her fat tits, still brimming with milk for their newborn daughter. "Oh my! Albert! Ah! That's for Alice!" Sarah playfully giggled as she felt his old lips suction her erect pink nipples for her milk.
"Hmm, no... you taste wonderful..." Albert grunted as he drank her milky goodness from her left tit.
"Ah, at this rate there will be nothing left for Alice, Albert!"
Albert switched to her right boob. "You will make more..." he simply stated, eagerly swallowing her motherly essence. Sarah just rolled her eyes back and moaned loudly as her lover slurped her sweet milk up.
Moans escaped Sarah's soft lips as her juices freely flowed from her aching pussy. She shuddered feeling Albert's cock poke and prod against her slit. Not able to resist his teasing, she caved in and sunk herself onto the entirety of his massive length.
"Ohhhhh, fuck yes..." Sarah purred in pure satisfaction as his cock buried itself into her warm depths. "I've missed this fucking cock..."
A sharp breath escaped Albert as her tight pussy clung around his juicy shaft. "Augh, you're so tight!" the old man winced.
Leaving no time to waste, Sarah feverishly undulated her hips onto his crotch. Albert groaned and grabbed hold of her ass, assisting his lover in her riding. The car's suspension subtly bounced as the two made love inside. No words were spoken, only heavy breaths and low moans could be heard.
Albert felt how soaking wet Sarah was for him and she could feel how rock-hard he was for her. "Hmmm, fuck me good, Albert," Sarah moaned as she skillfully rolled her hips into him, his cock penetrating deep, striking every pleasurable nerve she had.
"Argh, this pussy is incredible! I was forgetting how good this felt! Thank god you have such caring parents to watch over their grandchild!" the skinny old man uttered, his voice heavy with breath.
Sarah smirked deviously as she wrapped her arms around Albert's balding head and shoved his face between her milk-filled breasts. "Hmm, I should ask them to babysit Alice more often so we can have more alone time," the blonde goddess murmured, her pussy eagerly sucking his manhood as she rose.
"Heh, sounds like a plan," Albert chuckled, his voice muffled from her tits stuffed on his face.
Their steady rutting progressively heightened eliciting louder, more heavier moans from the secret lovers. "That's it, keep riding me like the naughty slut you are. Augh! Damn, that feels good!" the old man grunted as his bony fingers sunk into the soft flesh of her ass, needily tugging her down every time she rose.
"Ah ah, fuck, I'm gonna ride you until you see stars, Daddy," Sarah uttered as she bit the corner of her lip. The interior of the car was quickly growing warm and humid from their fucking, causing the windows to fog up.



"Ohhh, yes, baby, that's it you sexy little mommy," Albert roared, thrusting his hips up to meet her descending pussy. "Brings back old memories, eh??" Sarah playfully giggled, reminded of the time they first had sex in her car; it had felt like a century ago.
"Mhm, I remember..." Sarah mewled. "I remember you fucking my brains out while my hubby was sleeping upstairs. Fuck that was naughty."
Their nostalgic memories incited them to fuck even harder and the car's rear suspension began to heave heavier now. Albert maneuvered Sarah's ass, giving him full control of how his cock stretched her love canal. Sarah moaned as her lover made her do sensual circles into his pelvis, grinding her sex into his.
"Augh, come here, I need to be the one fucking you!" the old lecher grunted, rolling over and putting Sarah onto her back.
"Oh, my! Albert!" Sarah amusingly giggled as Albert mounted her left leg over his shoulder. "Fuck my pussy, Daddy, fuck me!" she begged with a horny expression on her face.
"Ohhh, argh, that's right! You take my fucking cock!" Albert murmured and he hugged her long, toned leg and pistoned his cock into her sopping love canal. "Who owns this pussy??"
Sarah lustfully licked her lush lips and replied, "You do! You own my pussy!"
"Is that why you let me knock you up??" Albert grunted, licking up and down Sarah's calve.
"Mhhmmm, yes! I still can't believe that we did that. Ah! What if my husband finds out??"
Albert deviously smiled and replied, "Heh, he will never find out because this is our dirty little secret, isn't that right, Sarah?"
The blonde wife feverishly bit her lip and her green eyes gleamed with lust and desire. "Yes! This is our dirty little secret! Augh, I can feel you in my stomach!"
Albert's heavy balls slapped against Sarah's ass as he gave her pussy long, heavy strokes. She gripped the comforter and her eyes rolled behind her skull. The old man gazed upon his baby momma with pure desire: she looked so beautiful, sexy, and natural. His eyes were fixated on her heaving tits, visibly full of milk.
Bending his body down to hers, pushing flexible leg toward her chest, Albert latched onto her right tit and began to suckle on it like a hungry baby. "Ah, suck my tit, Daddy! Drink my milk! It's what you deserve for giving me a healthy baby!" Sarah squealed out, her body arching into him.
Albert groaned in pure satisfaction as her sweet essence filled his mouth. The old man eagerly gulped her milk, further invigorating his thrusts. "Mhhhm, you taste so... good!" he said in between sucks.
Getting his fill, Albert leaned back up and mounted Sarah's other leg over his shoulder. Sarah thrillingly gazed at the skinny old man between her long, sexy legs, railing her married pussy to kingdom come.
His powerful thrusts sent vibrations through her body. Her finger gripped and tugged at the comforter as the overwhelming sensations of Albert's cock penetrating her tight, inner depths crashed over her. "Fuck fuck fuck! Ouhhh! Ah ah ah! Yesssss... Fuck me, Daddy!" she squealed, her breath jagged.
Albert lustfully grinned as he pounded Sarah's married pussy. His old eyes hungrily trekked up and down her sexy body. She seemingly glowed with a warm presence he couldn't describe. Sarah was a goddess in the flesh, and he was balls deep in her pussy. The old man savored every second of this moment. Each fluid, vigorous movement he made elicited heavier, throaty moans from her which played like music to his ears. Each thrust and moan brought him closer to the edge of his climax.
The car creaked with the movements of their lustful fucking. The interior became hot and humid, the air becoming laced with the aroma of sex. "Ohh, I'm getting fucking close, baby!" Albert announced, his voice ragged. The old man kept his steady tempo, however, Sarah's tight slit was proving too much for him. It also didn't help that he was a bit rusty after not being able to have a proper fuck with Sarah in a while.
Sarah's elegant blonde hair, sweaty and matted around her face, met Albert's gaze. Her fetching green eyes widened with anticipation and excitement. "Ah! Yeah? Ohhhh! Where do you want to cum, baby??" she panted, her lips curling teasingly.
Albert arched his brow at her words. "Huh? Why the odd question? You barely ask where I cum," he stated, his voice tinged with curiosity. Sarah's eyes playfully narrowed as her grin widened. Her devious expression caused Albert to realize her strange antics.
"Augh... Ar- are you on the pill??" he urgently asked, his thrusts into her momentarily slowing.
A mischievous glint shined in Sarah's green orbs as she shrugged. "Hmm, I'm not sure, Albert. I'm having a hard time recalling if I did or not." Albert's eyes widened with a mix of shock and exhilaration.
The old man began to subconsciously drive his cock faster and harder into Sarah's wet love canal. "You're really trying to drive me crazy, aren't you?" he growled, gripping her legs tighter.
Sarah bit her lip seductively, her breath hitching with every thrust. "Maybe I want another baby, Albert. Maybe I want to feel you fill my married pussy up again."
The old man's heart pounded in his chest as he processed her words. The thought of her having another child, his child, so soon after Alice sent a surge of primal desire through him. The possibility of claiming her body once more was intoxicating.
"You're a dangerous woman, Sarah," he groaned, his pace quickening despite his encroaching exhaustion. His cock throbbed with renewed vigor, the intensity of their coupling escalating.
Seeking to be closer to her once more, Albert removed her long legs from his shoulders and splayed them wide as he leaned back down to her, their faces now inches from each other. His bony hands latched onto erh curves of her hips as he pounded her pussy. Albert's thrusts became erratic, his body trembling with his impending orgasm.
Sarah encased her arms around his neck and brought him closer, their hot, heavy breaths brushing their faces. She then moved her legs around his skinny waist, locking her ankles and assisting his carnal movements, matching his rhythm. "Hmm, do it, Albert... Cum inside me... Take the gamble and maybe knock me up again, Daddy..." she whispered, her voice seductive and somewhat commanding.
"Augh! Fuck... Sarah! I'm gonna cum!" Albert warned, his voice heavy with lust, his rolling hips rapidly rising and descending in feverish motions.
"Do it! Fill me up, Daddy!" she cried out, her body teetering to the edge of her own release.
With a guttural roar, Albert plunged deep into, his virile seed spilling into her eager womb. The sensation of his hot sperm triggered Sarah's own orgasm, her inner walls clamping down around him as waves of pleasure washed over her.
"Ouuuhhhhh! Yessss... fill me up... ah... dump another baby into be, Daddy!" Sarah gasped, her legs clamping down his waist, firmly trapping him.
Albert's heavy balls pulsed as he shot ropes into Sarah. He winced and ground his teeth at the sensation of her pussy wrapping around his juicy shaft with a vice grip, ensuring to extract every last drop of sperm he had.
The two found each other's lips and moaned in pure ecstasy as they rode out the aftershocks of their intense climaxes. Their tongues sensually twirled and their breaths steadied. The car fell silent except for their panting.
Plucking her lips from Albert's Sarah cupped his wrinkled cheeks and lifted his head from hers. "Augh... Sarah... I really needed that..." her elderly lover groaned, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "Are you not on the pill? Or are you just fucking with me?"
Sarah offered a mischievous again. "Hmm, secret..." she purred, her eyes gleaming playfully. "I guess we'll just have to wait and see if I took my pill."
Albert chuckled, shaking his head in disbelief. "You're going to be the death of me, woman. But I hope you didn't. I like the idea of knocking you up again so soon. Heh! Your family is going to think your dumbass husband is a stud or something!" he joked.
Sarah playfully rolled her eyes. "Oh, I'm sure they'll be so proud of Alex, thinking he's this virile man. Meanwhile, it'll be our dirty little secret," she said, trailing her fingers across his shoulders.
Albert grinned proudly, lifting himself from Sarah as she released her legs from his waist. He rolled off of her body next to her, resting his hand on her still-flat stomach. "It's going to be hard keeping my hands off you, especially knowing you might be carrying another one of my babies soon," he murmured, his voice filled with possessive pride.
Sarah's eyes softened as she looked at him, a blend of affection and lust in her gaze. "Oh? So confident are we?" she playfully whispered, kissing him tenderly.
They lay there for a while, savoring the afterglow of their intense session. The car's interior slowly cooled, the windows clearing from the heat and humidity of their lovemaking. Eventually, Sarah sighed and reached for her phone, checking the time. "Well, we should probably get back, it's getting late. I don't want anyone getting suspicious about my whereabouts," she said reluctantly.
Albert disappointedly frowned. He watched as she moved onto her hands and knees, gathering her clothes strewn in the car. His old eyes couldn't help but admire her curves, the way her body glowed with a sheen of sweat, and the way her breasts swayed slightly with her movements. Despite her recent pregnancy, she still looked as stunning as ever, maybe even more since she now had that motherly glow that made her even more irresistible to him.
With a devious smirk, he reached over and grabbed a handful of her plush ass, his fingers sinking into her fair flesh. "Aw, why not one more round, baby?" he teased, his voice dripping with mischief.
Sarah let out a soft gasp, her body responding to his touch despite her better judgment. She bit her lip, a playful glint in her green eyes as she looked back at him. "You really are insatiable, aren't you, you dirty old bastard," she murmured her tone a mix of amusement and desire.
Albert chuckled, his grip on her ass tightening slightly. "Can you blame me? I just can't enough of you," he said, leaning in to plant a kiss on her shoulder. "Come on, one more time. You know you want this just as much as I do. You never know when we will get another opportunity like this."
Sarah's resolve weakened further as his words sank in. She glanced at her phone to check the time again, her blood rushing with excitement. "Fine, but it has to be quick," she whispered, her voice tinged with anticipation.
Albert's eyes gleamed with triumph as swiftly stroked his cock back to life. Sarah's eyes tilted down to his addicting manhood stiffening once more. Biting her lip, she unfolded herself onto the comforter face down and her ass seductively up.
"Come on, Daddy... hurry up and fuck this married pussy..." she teased, her voice tinged with lust as she wiggled her hips invitingly.
Albert's heart skipped at the sight. He quickly positioned himself behind her, his hands sliding down her thighs. Gently, but firmly, he pushed her legs wider apart with his, causing her back to arch more and her ass to lift higher.
"Oh, yes, baby... Just like that..." he murmured, his voice filled with desire as he admired the view. He could feel the heat emanating from her cum-leaking pussy. The sight of his seed viscously dripping from her slit onto the sheets below drove him wild.
Sarah moaned softly, her fingers gripping the comforter beneath her. "Hurry up, Albert," she teased, her tone frustrated and full of anticipation.
Albert wasted no time, guiding his erect cock to her entrance. He rubbed the tip against her wet, sticky slit, teasing her for a moment before slowly pushing inside. Both of them gasped as he delved into her, the familiar sensation of his cock stretching her cunt sent waves of pleasure through their bodies.
Albert's old hands gripped her hips tightly as he began to thrust, each movement deliberate and intense. "God, you feel so good," he groaned, his pace quickening as he lost himself in her welcoming warmth.
Sarah's moans grew louder, her body trembling with pleasure. "Harder, Daddy! Fuck me harder!" he urged, pushing back against him with each thrust.
The intensity of their coupling built rapidly, their shared urgency driving them toward their climax. Albert's grip on Sarah's hips tightened, his thrusts meeting her with increasing force. "Ohhh, yes... that's it... take it, slut... Do you like how I fuck your pussy?" he grunted, his voice husky and laced with lust.
"Mhmmm! Hngh! Yes, Daddy! Ouhhh, I love how you fuck my pussy," Sarah moaned, biting onto the salty comforter.
The clapping of their flesh intensified as they became more immersed in their nasty fucking. The atmosphere inside the car heated up again and the windows became fogged from their passionate exertion. Each thrust sent shivers down their spines, heightening their ecstasy.
Reaching forward, Albert grabbed a handful of Sarah's soft, hair with his left hand and yanked her head back with playful force. Sarah gasped as she lustfully giggled with excitement. "Yes! Pull my hair, Daddy!"
Albert grinned as he tightened his grip. "Fuck, you're such a naughty slut, Sarah. You love this cock?" he continued his dirty talk as he railed her pussy.
"Yes! I love you're cock! Ah! Ouh ouhhhh! Yessss!" Sarah screamed, the sensation of her hair pulling at her added to the pleasure.
"Yeah? Is that why you let me knock you up?" Albert growled, his pace quickening as he felt himself reaching the edge of his orgasm.
Sarah panted heavily, her hands desperately sinking into the soft fabric below. "Mfuck! Yes! I let you breed me because you fuck me so good, Daddy!" she wailed, her voice jagged and dripping with carnal desire as she felt her climax rise within her. "Ah uh uh! Argh! My little shrimp dicked hubby could never compare to you, Daddy!"
The old veteran grinned widely hearing her admission and gave her head another playful tug. "Augh, yes, that's what I like to hear, bitch," he murmured, his cock penetrating deep into her love canal.
Their intense fucking went on for a few more minutes. Each second was filled with overwhelming sensations and sultry moans of pleasure. Their bodies were sheen with sweat and their jagged breaths filled the humid interior.
"Augh! I'm getting close, Sarah!" Albert grunted, his voice heavy as he felt his cock swell.
Sarah slowly lifted her body from the comforter and turned to meet his gaze. Her glazed, fetching eyes met his as she seductively licked her lips. "Yes... cum for me, Albert! Fill me up again... Knocked this married pussy up, Daddy!" she moaned, her voice desperate and full of anticipation.
"Argh! God, you're such a tease," Albert murmured his tone a low growl as he gave her pussy a few more deep strokes. "Here it comes, baby. HERE - IT - COMES!"
He drove deep and spilled his heavy load deep inside her already-filled womb once more. The sensation of his heavy ropes hitting the back of Sarah's baby box caused her own orgasm to rip through her as well. The two let out their guttural moans of pleasure as their bodies trembled in the wake of their mind-melting climaxes.
Sarah and Albert let out a heavy breath of relief as they collapsed onto each other. Albert carefully traced the sides of Sarah's torso with his fingers as his smaller, skinner body filled the gaps of her curvaceous back.
"Fuck... that was good, Albert..." Sarah murmured, her hands tracing his hairy forearms resting beside her.
Albert chuckled, his cock slowly deflating inside her. "Yup... I almost forgot what it's like fucking you... I'm kind of regretting having Alice," he responded, his voice carrying a playful tone.
Sarah's eyes widened and her mouth fell agape in disbelief. "Albert! Don't say that!" she hissed, lightly smacking his arm. "Alice is our baby, and you know how much she means to me."
Albert's grin softened as he looked into her eyes, realizing the gravity of her words. "I'm just kidding, Sarah," he said, gently, brushing a stray strand of hair from her face. "I love Aidem and wouldn't trade him for anything. It's just... I miss this, too. I miss us, with all our secret get-togethers, doing whatever we wanted whenever and wherever."
Sarah's stern expression shifted, and she smiled, understanding his sentiment. "Yeah... I miss us too, Albert," she admitted, her voice tender. "But this is the consequence of our affair. You wanted a baby and now you got it. It will be some time before we can meet regularly again. In the meantime, we'll have to make do with what we got. We'll find our moments. We always do."
Albert sighed, nodding in agreement. "I know, you're right. And Alice is worth it. Although it kind of sucks that I can't spend time with him like she's my actual daughter, with him being a secret and all..."
Sarah's eyes narrowed as she grinned warmly. "Oh? I thought you liked that he's your secret affair baby?" she said, her tone playful.
Albert chuckled softly as he rolled off of Sarah and lay beside her. "Yeah... I do, but... That's still my kid, you know? I want to be there for him, be a real father."
Sarah's smile softened, her fingers tracing the patterns on his chest. "I understand, Albert. It's tough, but we'll figure it out. You're already doing so much for her, even if it's not out in the open."
Albert nodded, appreciating her words. "I know. I just wish things were different sometimes."
Sarah leaned in, kissing his cheek tenderly. "Me too. But for now, we have to keep things as they are. We're doing the best we can, and Alice is lucky to have you, even if she doesn't know the whole truth."
Albert's lips curled as he looked at his lover, feeling a deep sense of gratitude for her understanding and support. "Thanks, Sarah. You always know how to make me feel better."
The blonde goddess smiled, her eyes sparkling with affection. "That's what I'm here for," she said gently.
As she sat up to gather her clothes, Albert blankly stared up at the car's roof; a strange sense of longing for belonging for something more nagged at him. He always thought of himself as a lustful man, seeking the pleasure of a woman's touch rather than settling down. However, ever since Alice was born, a switch flipped inside him.
He chuckled to himself agreeing that the saying about a child can change one's life was indeed true. As he watched Sarah put on her clothes, he felt a mix of emotions—longing, love, and a newfound sense of responsibility.
He wanted to make the most of his little family, and given his advanced age, he knew he didn't have the luxury of time. Every moment with Sarah and Alice felt precious, and he was determined to cherish them all.
Seeking to enjoy this new aspect of life, Albert quickly conjured up an interesting idea he'd always thought of doing and turned to Sarah. "Hey, Sarah. Ever thought of going on a long vacation somewhere?"
Sarah, buttoning her blouse turned to him and curiously arched her brows. "Vacation? What do you have in mind?"
Albert's eyes lit up with excitement. "I was thinking we could take a trip somewhere far away, just the three of us: you, me, and Alice. Somewhere we can be ourselves without worrying about anything. Hmm, how about Europe?"
Sarah's eyes widened with a mix of curiosity and excitement. "Woah, Europe? That sounds like a fun idea," she replied, her voice carrying a contemplative tone.
"Yeah... It's nice there. Have you been?" Albert said, propping himself on his elbows.
Sarah shook her head. "No, I haven't. But I've always wanted to go. Hmm, you might be onto something, Albert."
Albert's old eyes sparkled with enthusiasm. "Think about it, Sarah. We could visit some beautiful places, enjoy new experiences, and most importantly, spend some quality time together without any distractions—well, except for Alice. But we can manage that."



Sarah smiled picking up what he was implying. "I like the sound of that. However, how could we pull something like this off? It's not exactly easy to explain to my husband and family that I'm heading to Europe with my baby and elderly neighbor," she said, her voice tinged with concern.
Albert sat up, his mind working in its usually devious ways. "I think you're overestimating things. Your husband believes you're just a kind, helpful neighbor to me. Hell, he sees me as a close family friend. We can say that I'm visiting family and since I'm an old, helpless man, you're helping me out by accompanying me."
Sarah's expression lit up with understanding. "And I can say that I'm taking Alice along because, with Alex at work all the time, there will be no one to watch him. Plus, it would be a great opportunity for her to see the world, even though she's too young to remember it."
Alber nodded, his grin widening at their master plan. "Exactly. It's foolproof. We'll frame it as a noble gesture on your part, helping out an old family friend while giving Alice a chance to travel."
Sarah smirked, feeling a rush of excitement. "Alright, then it's settled. We'll start planning our trip. But we need to be meticulous about this, Albert. We can't afford to make any mistakes."
Albert nodded, his face beaming with determination. "Of course. We'll plan everything down to the last detail. It'll be flawless."
Sarah leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a soft kiss. "I can't wait, Albert. This is going to be amazing."
Albert returned her kiss, his heart swelling with affection. "You're damn, right you sexy little mommy."
Sarah giggled a playful glint in her eyes. "Flattery will get you everywhere, old man?"
He chuckled, pulling her close for another kiss. "I mean every word. I wonder what it's going to be like to fuck you in another country..."
Sarah gasped between his lips and playfully smacked his arm. "Albert! Don't get too far ahead yourself; we're not even there yet."
Albert cackled, his eyes beaming with mischief. "I know, I know. But a man can dream, can't he?"
Sarah shook her head, a smile playing on her lips. "Yes, but let's focus on getting there first. One step at a time."
Albert nodded, still carrying his usually devious grin. "You're right. We'll take it one step at a time, but I can't help but feel excited.
They shared another, affectionate, lingering kiss before finally pulling away to finish getting dressed. The anticipation of their upcoming adventure filled the air between them, adding a new layer of excitement to their secret affair.
As they cleaned up after themselves, Sarah and Albert settled into the front seats of her car. They couldn't help but shed the satisfied expressions from their lustful session painted on their faces.
Sarah pulled out from their secluded parking spot in the concealing brush before proceeding back down the dirt road and back to their neighborhood. As she drove, Albert couldn't help but place a suggestive hand on her upper thigh, his bony fingers going under her skirt and sensually kneading her soft skin.
Sarah glanced at him with a playful smile, her cheeks flushing slightly. As she continued to drive, an important thought came across Albert's mind. "Hey," he began, gaining Sarah's attention. "What if your husband wants to go?"
Sarah's smile faltered for a moment as she considered the possibility. "Hmm, that's a good point. If Alex wanted to go, it would definitely complicate things."
Albert frowned slightly, his mind racing to find a solution. However, Sarah smirked confidently. "Well, Alex never takes days off anyway. I'm sure I can steer him in the right direction so he won't interrupt our little getaway," she assured, his tone affirming."
Albert chuckled, amused at how devious this once-chaste wife had become. "You've certainly learned a thing or two about manipulation," the old man said with a grin.
Sarah laughed, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Well, I've had a good teacher," she replied, winking at him.
As they pulled into their neighborhood, Sarah pulled into her driveway. "Okay, go now. I don't want my parents or the neighbors to see us together. We'll discuss our plans another time," she urged her secret lover out of her car.
Albert nodded, giving her a quick reassuring smile. "Got it. I'll see you soon. Take care, Sarah."
He leaned in for a final, brief kiss before slipping out of the car, making sure to keep a casual demeanor as he walked toward his house next door. The thrill of their secret plans and promise of future adventures filled him with anticipation.
Sarah watched him go, her heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nerves. She knew they had to be careful, but the thought of their upcoming getaway kept her spirits high. She took a deep breath, mentally preparing herself for the conversations she needed to have to ensure everything went smoothly.
Pulling into her garage, she exited her car and stepped inside her house. Hearing the sounds of her parents in the living room with Alice's babbles echoing through the house, Sarah took a deep breath, putting on her best composed and cheerful expression.
As she walked into the living room she was greeted by the sight of her parents doting over Alice, who was happily cooing and playing with her toys. "Hey everyone," she called out, her voice warm and welcoming.
Her mother looked up, smiling brightly. "There you are, Sarah! How did everything go?"
Sarah returned the smile, placing her keys on the counter. "Everything went well, just some routine work stuff. You know how it is," she replied, opening the fridge and grabbing a water bottle. "Thanks for watching Alice. I hope she wasn't causing too much trouble."
Her father chuckled, waving off her concern. "Not at all. She's been an absolute joy. We're happy to spend time with our granddaughter."
Sarah felt a surge of gratitude and affection for her parents. "I'm glad to hear that. It's always nice to have a little extra help."
Retreating upstairs, Sarah took a quick shower to cleanse herself of the scent of her naughty affair before returning downstairs. She enjoyed to rest of the evening, savoring the comforting routine of family life. After her parents left and Alice fell asleep, she sat down with a cup of tea, reflecting on the day's events and the exciting plans she and Albert made. As she sipped her tea, a serene smile spread across her face, the anticipation of their secret adventure filling her with thrilling excitement. She couldn't help but clench her loins imagining pretending to be a real family with her lover and child in a place where no one knew who they were. Sarah bit her lip, everything she was doing was so depraved, so naughty, so taboo... She loved it. The thrill of their forbidden plans and the passion she shared with Albert made her heart race with exhilaration, ready to embrace the adventure and all the deliciously wicked moments it promised.
To be continued...
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Layla was in the middle of her daily morning run, following familiar paths through her neighborhood that she had memorized by heart. John's sudden departure to the Bahamas had left her angry, frustrated, and unexpectedly excited.
Today was the day Layla had planned to meet Ashlyn's masseur and secret lover. Despite her mixed feelings, she remained determined, even if she still couldn't believe that she was actually going through with this seemingly depraved plan.
Layla took a breather near a bench and checked her phone for the time. Realizing that her appointment was still hours away, she let out an anxious and annoyed sigh; she was both nervous and eager to see the outcome of her scheme.
Sitting down, Layla noticed a text from Ashlyn, inviting her to hang out and have dinner later tonight. A brief moment of hesitation overcame the attractive brunette as she weighed her clashing commitments. It was always fun to hang out with her best friend, but she was now irreversibly invested in her determination to meet Ashlyn's Japanese masseur. There would be no turning back, no diversion, no distraction.
"Sorry, I have plans later tonight," Layla texted, feeling a tinge of guilt. "Maybe another time?"
A short moment later Ashlyn quickly replied, "Plans? What could you possibly be doing tonight? I know today is one of your off days and didn't you tell me John abandoned you for his little getaway in the Bahamas?" Her best friend was seemingly suspicious on the get-go, causing Layla's heart to race and scramble to create a convincing excuse in hopes of keeping Ashlyn from discovering her naughty scheme.
"I got behind with some paperwork at work a few days ago so I have to catch up on that, and later, I have to pick up some family from the airport, sorry, girl. But I'm totally free tomorrow if that's okay with you," Layla replied, satisfied that her text appeared believable. Ashlyn shadily went silent for what felt like hours before typing once again.
"Psh, you're no fun. But no worries, girl, we can hang out tomorrow." Layla sighed, relieved that Ashlyn appeared to have bought the story. Again, she felt bad about lying to her closest friend, but it was for the sake of her insatiable curiosity.
Resting her phone against her chest, Layla's heart raced with a mix of exhilaration and remorse. The prospect of her massage session with a perverted and very hung Japanese man, which would assumingly lead to something much more than a mere 'massage' behind her husband's back felt so wrong, yet, so exciting; as this the part of the allure that Ashlyn was hooked on?
Finding herself subtly squeezing her loins together, Layla shook her many thoughts out of her head and went to type back a quick response to Ashlyn before resuming her run. She couldn't help but tingle with eagerness and excitement!
-
Checking the time on her phone, Layla saw it was around 7:40 PM. She had been plagued with that anxious yet excited buzz all day, but it was finally approaching the time for her fateful session with Ashlyn's masseur and lover. Layla wore tight form-fitting black yoga pants and a simple white sweater that displayed some shoulder wanting to keep things casual, yet tastefully enticing. She styled her medium-length wavy brown hair into an alluring messy bun and applied some light makeup to enhance her already attractive features.
The train of thought behind the lengths she took to look presentable for a perverted old man eluded her. Perhaps it was her naughty subconscious dictating her actions.
Heading downstairs, Layla went to the counter near the garage door to grab her keys. But as she reached for them, her eyes unintentionally drifted onto a wedding photo of her and her husband. She reminisced on the better days of their early marriage with John in that framed moment. A sliver of regret leaked into her thoughts and a small voice of reason came calling out, urging her to call off this seemingly taboo rendezvous. However, her still simmering resentment toward John, and his recent selfish actions had sealed any desire to turn back. In her mind, Layla had convinced herself that she deserved whatever illicit thrill awaited her in that massage parlor and her actions were a form of revenge toward her husband.
Reaching her destination, Layla parked her car in a discreet location to avoid the possibility of recognition. Getting out, she felt the cold evening air, sending shivers down her spine. She would admit that her choice of yoga pants was not the brightest idea since they were pretty thin, but she was going to be indoors soon anyway.
Layla quickly strode to the very massage parlor that had swooped Ashlyn into the world of naughtiness and depravity. As she did, the brunette couldn't help but feel paranoid, constantly checking the empty parking lot to ensure no one recognized her presence.
The parlor's neon 'open' was turned off, but she knew that was just a formality. Layla had a private massage session just for her inside. She was one step closer to her taboo scheme. The thrill of the naughtiness heightened her underlying arousal.
Slowly opening the door, Layla cautiously entered. The main lobby was dark, lit only by a single lamp on the front desk. She had never been to a massage parlor before, so everything felt foreign. The air smelt like incense and the space had a distinct Asian aesthetic. However, Layla couldn't help but be curious about the ongoing renovations in parts of the parlor.
Layla couldn't find the owner scanning the building. "Um, hello?" she said, raising her voice, and stepping toward the front desk. Just then a figure peeked from around the corner of the beaded entrance in the back of the room, causing Layla to flinch and gasp.
"Hello there! Kon'nichiwa!" Goro cheerfully greeted, stepping through the beaded entrance to approach Layla. As he moved closer, the lighting from the lamp outlined his new customer's curvaceous silhouette, drawing his leering eyes.
Layla noted Goro's appearance. She couldn't believe that such a skinny old man carried around such a big package between his legs. "Oh, uh, hello, Mr. Tanaka. I'm here for my appointment," Layla uneasily replied with a small smile, her voice steady.
"Oh! You must be Layla!" the old Japanese man spoke happily, bowing his balding head. "Ah, yes, Ashlyn's friend, correct?" he recalled.
"Yes, I'm Ashlyn's friend," Layla responded, nervously fiddling with her thumbs. The old man hid a mischievous smirk. "Thank you for going out of your way and providing me with this session during your closing hours," the pretty brunette continued. However, deep down she knew that he would be more than eager to stay late with such an attractive young woman as herself.
"Of course! Of course!" Anything for my most loyal customer's friend!" the old man said with a cheerful grin.
"Most loyal customer?" Layla echoed her tone coy, knowing full well that Ashlyn was more than just a 'loyal customer'.
"Ah, yes, she is! She almost come here every day. A hard-working woman like her needs a lot of relaxation!" Goro replied with a subtle suggestive tone; his broken English and Japanese accent were more apparent than ever.
"Is that right..." Layla muttered. "Your massages must be really good then," she declared with a practiced feigned voice.
"Hm, 'good' is an understatement! Once we done here, you will be coming back for more! Guarantee! Guarantee!" the Asian man stated confidently. Layla involuntarily smirked at the old man's conviction. From what she witnessed, he could certainly put his money where his mouth was.
"I hope you're right, Mr. Tanaka. I've been through a lot of stress lately," Layla replied with a contrived stressed-out voice. Goro just subtly tilted his head.
"So, you are ready for session? I just finish up the room we will be using," he calmly spoke. Layla gave an affirming nod.
"Yes, I'm ready, let's do this," she answered, struggling to contain an excited smile; her stomach churned with the anticipation of what naughty things were to come in her impending massage session.
"Great! But first, payment," Goro said, handing Layla a tablet. "So you will be taking full service, yes?" Layla hesitated momentarily, with full knowledge of what this 'full service' entailed. But with a simple nod, she agreed. Goro stood closely beside her as she reviewed the bill. He reveled in the sweet fragrance wafting in his nostrils, making him hot and riled up, eager to begin Layla's 'massage'.
Layla flinched feeling his bony right hand placed around her hip; she could feel his fingers sink into her flesh ever so slightly. However, instead of being repulsed, she gave the old man an amused side-glance without him noticing. Layla's lack of resistance toward his rather suggestive advance emboldened Goro, compelling him to let his hand drift further down her hip, encroaching as close to her plush ass as possible without exceeding any personal boundaries.
"Woah, a hundred bucks?" Layla exclaimed in a hushed tone. "That seems like a lot, Mr. Tanaka..." Goro quizically arched his brow and shook his balding head.
"Trust, trust, this service is very worth it! I guarantee," he declared with certainty.
"Hmm, okay... I do like supporting small businesses anyway," Layla agreed, continuing to play coy. With a hidden smirk, she hovered her phone over the tablet, finalizing the payment. Goro let out a gratified hum, satisfied that the transaction was complete.
Releasing his grasp on Layla, Goro promptly walked over to the front door and locked it, ensuring their ultimate privacy. "Ah, let's get started, shall we? Allow me to show you the way," the old masseur instructed, returning to the attractive brunette and holding onto her hip once again. As he led her to the beaded entrance, Layla couldn't resist biting her lip from the thrill and arousal of the circumstances. Her heart skipped a beat feeling his wrinkly fingers subtly dig into her.
Led through the beads, Goro took Layla to the left, leading her to a room down the hall while maintaining a lecherous grasp on the attractive brunette. At the door, the old man politely opened it for Layla, allowing her to enter first before following himself, locking the door behind them.
Inside, Layla scanned her surroundings. The room was illuminated by only a few dim lamps and several candles, providing a warm and sensual atmosphere. Much of the space matched the main lobby area with its Asian decor. "Huh, how romantic..." Layla quietly mused to herself as the fragrance of the strong aromatics from the candles filled her nostrils.
A sizable futon at the center of the room, big enough for two people to comfortably lie on. Layla smirked knowingly wondering why that might be. Turing to Goro, she crossed her arms, looking to him for further instructions.
"You can put things in cubbies over there," Goro insisted, gesturing to a designated area of the room. "You can undress there," he added, pointing to a small space enclosed by a curtain. Stowing away her belongings, Layla proceeded to the changing area. However, just before she entered, Goro clarified, "Make sure to take off all your clothes." She could discern him trying to contain a devious grin.
Layla knowingly squinted at the old man, fully expecting this scenario. "Even my underwear?" she queried, feigning an uncertain tone.
Goro bobbed his balding head. "Yes, everything. It is important for massage that you have no clothes. Can get very messy, very messy!" Layla contemplated his explanation. Aside from his likely salacious intentions with her, it fairly made sense to her.
Stepping inside the changing area, she shut the curtain behind her and began to undress. Stripping herself of her clothes, Layla felt a heavy buzz of arousal fizzing throughout her body. It was as if she was in some sort of vivid wet dream or porn video, and instead of a young handsome adonis, it was a short skinny old Japanese man who happened to be hung like a horse. It was so uncanny, but oddly enough, that's what made things hotter; was this the reason why Ashlyn was doing this?
As Goro waited for Layla, the old man struggled to contain his excitement, with his cock eagerly throbbing under his white massage pants. His beady eyes hungrily watched the gap at the bottom of the curtain. He licked his drying lips seeing Layla slipping out of her shoes and removing her socks, revealing her pretty feet with nicely pedicured light blue toenails. Goro's cock sprang watching her leggings drop to her feet, then her black panties. The old bastard was dying to see Layla nude in all her beautiful glory.
Now fully nude, Layla carefully folded her clothes and placed them on a nearby table. Her amber eyes widened upon seeing the noticeable wet mark." She hadn't realized that she had grown wet this entire time. Slowly running her hands down her face, she bit her lip and quietly muttered, "Ugh, I'm such a naughty girl..." before grabbing a towel and wrapping it around her perfect body.
However, as she finished knotting her towel, Layla noticed how small it was; it barely even went down her legs, stopping just above her mid-thigh. The towel was more akin to a short dress, showcasing her long-toned alluring legs for the world to see, well, just Goro in this case. The brunette smirked and amusingly shook her head knowing that this was definitely intentional on Goro's part.
"Hm, you dirty old man," she arousingly muttered, imagining his beady eyes eating up her alluring form. "Fuck... that's hot..."
Pulling away the curtain, Layla exited the changing area. What she saw caused her eyes to widen and gasp in surprise. In front of her stood Goro, wearing only a white loincloth, leaving the rest of his skinny old body on display. He might as well be naked! Her amber eyes made quick work scrutinizing his absurd choice of clothing. She observed the white triangular piece of cloth that barely managed to conceal his crotch and the thin strings that wrapped around his waist that seemingly held it all up together.
"Oh my god! Mr. Tanaka!" Layla exclaimed, shielding her face with her hands but allowing a big enough gap between her fingers to still see the old man. The brunette hadn't anticipated something like this to happen. She expected that Goro would be a little more subtle with his advances. This was anything but that!
"W-what are you wearing, Mr. Tanaka?? Is this sort of thing normal??" Layla stammered, hiding her flushed cheeks. Goro smirked as he confidently braced his hands on his hips.
"Hm, this? This is Japanese loincloth, fundoshi," he explained, providing its Japanese name. Layla stood frozen, unable to utter a word as she blankly stared at his basically naked body. He was so skinny and wrinkly. Despite all that, it was an anomaly that she knew that this man was more virile than anyone she had ever been with!
"And may I ask why you must be wearing that??" Layla continued, struggling to keep her eyes away from his crotch. She was supposed to be acting clueless, but now she was genuinely surprised.
"Ah, yes, a Japanese custom. It's a normal practice that enhances experience. Trust," Goro calmly insisted. A glint of apprehension fell on Layla's face as she tried to comprehend how such a revealing loincloth could enhance anything.
"You see," the old Japanese man began, pointing to a nearby boil full of translucent oil. "We will be doing Nuru massage. Clothes will only get messy if I wear them. So this is practical." Layla cautiously leered at the old man, understanding what 'messy' might mean. A surge of lustful excitement erupted within her. It was painfully obvious where this was leading. The idea that this almost nude old man touching up her naked body with his wrinkly perverted hands, ultimately leading up to her gradual seduction was so fucking hot to her. Layla squeezed her loins together picturing that this had happened to Ashlyn.
"Hmm, okay..." Layla agreed with a coy demeanor. Goro offered a wide smile and motioned her to come lay on the futon.
Doing as instructed, Layla carefully lowered herself down onto the futon. "We start with you back first. Lie on stomach," Goro informed. Nodding, the brunette lay flat on her stomach, humming comfortably at the soft sensation of the cushioning engulfing her body.
Once settled, Layla shifted her head to the side and sneakily glanced behind her as Goro kneeled to her left. As he reached over for her towel, a rush was anticipation swirled within her. He moved quickly, eagerly tugging at the knot. Layla's heart raced as she held a thrilled grin under the coy facade. She could see his beady eyes practically bursting from his sockets, impatient to see her naked body.
"Jeez, I'm not going anywhere, old man," Layla amusingly thought to herself.
With her towel finally unwrapped from around her torso, Layla immediately felt flustered and aroused. Her nude backside was now fully exposed to Goro, another man who wasn't her significant other. Discovering Goro suddenly starting to lick his lips sparked her flames of arousal to swell within her. She knew that he loved her smooth nicely tanned white skin, perfectly toned back, and voluptuous ass.
It made her so horny knowing that this man was hungry for her, unlike someone she was married to... "Yeah, keep looking at me like that, you perverted old man. Yes... eat me up, get your fill," Layla mused to herself, with a mischievous smile playing on her lips.
Is there a problem, Mr. Tanaka? Layla cheekily asked, closing her eyes just enough so she could still monitor Goro. "Hm, and shouldn't I have a towel to cover my... you know..." she added, half-heartedly covering her ass with her hands, testing this old man's scheme.
Regaining focus, Goro shook his head and reassured her. "No problem! No problem! Just getting things ready! And don't worry about towel, don't worry. It will only get in the way." The Japanese masseur then grabbed Layla's hands, removing them from her butt with surprising strength and placing them to her sides.
"Oh?! You naughty little bastard," Layla secretly smirked.
As Goro reached over her body for the bowl of oil, Layla's gaze inadvertently locked onto his nether regions as his crotch drew near her face. It was unknown whether this was intentional or not. Her amber eyes lingered on his crotch, almost at eye level with her.
The brunette let out a quiet gasp making out an imprint of his large Japanese cock straining against his loin cloth. "There you are big boy..." she arousingly thought, subconsciously nibbling on her lip. Layla clenched her inner thighs, remembering the damage that cock could do.
"Ready, Layla?" Goro asked, retrieving the bowl of oil and returning to his original position. Layla took a deep breath and gave a confirming hum.
Not long after, the sensation of warm oil cascading onto her back elicited a content pur from the attractive brunette. Goro meticulously covered every inch of her body: from the graceful curves of her shoulders, down to the heels of her feet.
The sudden touch of Goro's aged hands against her skin brought out a small gasp for Layla's lips. An electric current of aroused anticipation coursed through her body, thoroughly impressed at the strength of his hands. The old masseur commenced a slow and deliberate massage, beginning from her shoulders and gradually working his way down.
His bony fingers skillfully pressed and kneaded at the fibers of her muscles, causing her tanned white skin to glisten in the light with oil in the ambient light. Layla found herself surrendering to the old man's touch and the initial purpose of her visit faded from her thoughts.
"Ohhh, mhmm, hmmmm," Layla involuntarily moaned at the sensation of Goro's fingers stroking deep into her back muscles.
Layla's breathing got slow and heavy feeling Goro's hands descending to her lower back. His thumbs traced down the center of her lower back all the way to her tailbone with well-practiced precision. Although she wasn't here for the massage part, Layla was certainly enjoying it.



The proximity of his touch getting closer to her ass caused her loins to squeeze. A heavy tingle buzzed through her body finally feeling Goro's hands make contact with her plush ass. He began by tracing his kneading hands along the sides of her upper thighs, not outright making contact with her naked butt right away.
But slowly, applying circular motions with his thumbs, he inched closer and closer to her cheeks until finally making full contact. Layla was left breathless and aroused at the heightened intensity of her massage. She mewled and groaned feeling his fingers sink into the soft flesh of her ass, palming her cheeks with both hands.
What felt like a professional massage quickly evolved into something dangerously intimate. The way he was kneading her ass was more akin to someone playing with it rather than massaging it. Her breathing got raspy and her pussy grew wet. Layla never had her ass played with like this before. It was thrilling!
However, things intensified as Goro descended lower. His kneading thumbs drew dangerously close to her inner thighs, threatening to graze her pussy. "Ah... oh..." Layla let out a quiet moan, trying not to display her arousal.
"So, you working woman?" Goro casually inquired, his hands continuing to expertly massage her mid and inner thigh area.
"Ah... hmmm... W-what? Oh... I-I'm a real estate agent," Layla had to gather her words, succumbing to the soothing sensations Goro was providing.
"Oh, real estate! Very good, very good," the old man happily replied with his thick accent.
"So you marry?" Goro continued to make small talk, his hands tracing up and down her thighs, coaxing small moans every time he drew near her private place.
"Me? Uh... Ah... Yeah... I'm married," Layla struggled to reply with a subtle hint of irritation lining her tone as thoughts of her less-than-desirable marriage to her husband surfaced.
Goro fell silent as his massaging left her thighs and onto her calves and feet. Layla let out a disappointed sigh feeling his hands departing from its proximity from her inner thighs.
A few minutes passed as Goro continued his rhythmic massage. Although a little upset that the thrill of his dangerous touching ceased, she still enjoyed the deep muscle therapy she was receiving as he diligently worked on her calves and feet.
As Layla immersed herself in total bliss, she wondered when things were going to heat up again. Hell, she was even eager for it. But things remained mundane and back to professional for the time being.
Finishing her right foot, Goro carefully settled it onto the futon. At this point, Layla was frustrated that nothing was happening yet. She stopped caring about the massage and wanted the old man to make a salacious advance on her already.
But as her annoyance simmered, Layla was met by a sudden weight mounting on her. Quickly jerking her head back, her fetching amber eyes shot open to see Goro practically sitting on her soft buttocks.
"W-hey! What are you doing??" Layla exclaimed, bemused at his strange action. Her eyes rapidly glanced up and down his body, trying to formulate what was happening. Although this was the type of action Layla was waiting for, this was an unexpected turn for her 'massage' session.
A mix of anticipation and embarrassment tore through her, causing her cheeks to blush deeply. "Shhh, this is next part of Nuru massage, just relax..." Goro hushed, leaning forward and pressing his oil finger on her lush lips. Layla just lay there wide-eyed, remembering to just go along with the flow.
Her heart pounded in her chest sensing his crotch pressing and pushing up against her naked ass. A fluttering sensation churned in her stomach as she became aware of the unmistakable outline of his manhood.
Layla watched as Goro rested his skinny old torso against the outline of her back. Goosebumps rose from her skin feeling how loose and wrinkly his body felt against hers. Cleaning the sheets of the futon, Layla winced and maintained her composure.
Slowly, the old man began to slide himself up and down her back. Layla groaned at the weight of his body bearing down on her. Although he wasn't very heavy, what she was experiencing was completely foreign to her.
Goro glided effortlessly against her oiled-up skin slowly and deliberately, ensuring she could feel all of him. "Oh my... Ah... Nhg..." Layla writhed under Goro feeling his crotch practically rolling into her ass.
Layla's eyes shifted over as Goro went over to her left ear. Everything felt so close and dangerously intimate. The old man groaned and grunted into her ear, causing her body to heat up with arousal.
Things intensified as Goro grasped onto Layla's hips for leverage. "Oh! Mhmm!" Layla moaned at his crotch digging deeper into her plush oily buttocks. Her heart jumped discerning an unmistakable outline of something long and hard sandwiching her cheeks under his loincloth. She bit her lip and her pussy grew wet, eager for what was next.
"How you feel?" Goro grunted into Layla's ear, his breath hot and heavy.
"Ah, oh... T-this is certainly an experience, I can tell y-you that. Oh..." Layla struggled to articulate. With one heavy prod, the pretty brunette let out an audible gasp as something prodded directly against her wet slit.
Layla involuntarily grabbed onto Goro's wrists as he humped her from behind. The old masseur gripped her hips tighter, eliciting a long moan from Layla's lips. His rock-hard cock was more apparent than ever. It strained against the fabric of his loincloth, threatening to spill out from its limited concealment.
Layla felt his cock throbbing between her plush ass, sensually sliding up and down. She was so fucking horny at this point. With every prod and hump from the old man, the more she melted away. Her pussy leaked profusely onto the futon below, leaving a large wet mark.
Goro then pressed his wrinkly cheek against hers, making what they were doing even more erotic. This was anything but professional! But nonetheless, Layla wasn't here for professionalism, she wanted to get seduced by this perverted old man.
"Fuck... Mr. Tanaka..." Layla quietly meweled. Her sultry words only stirred the old man, invigorating his salacious movements.
"Augh... feels good, yes?" he grunted, pressing his pelvis firmly against her ass and grinding into her.
"Ah... yes... this feels really good... I needed this so badly..." Layla said with a breathy and aroused voice.
The old man grinned, licking his lips with his face still pressed against hers, his tongue just barely grazed her cheek. "Augh, let's switch now, yes?" Goro eagerly instructed, leaving no time for Layla to respond.
"What? Oh!"
Layla suddenly found herself lying on her back. Breathless from how hot her body was, her chest heaved as she breathed heavily for air. The old man swiftly got between her long legs and hovered over her. Locking eyes, she followed his pupils hungrily tracing up and down.
She then realized that he was eyeing her fully naked frontside: from her perky soft D-cup breasts, down to her smooth clean shaven pussy. Layla gasped and involuntarily covered her breasts and crotch.
As she breathed slow and heavy, no words were shared between her and Goro. The old man knew that she wanted him to keep going. Relaxing, Layla slowly removed her hands from herself and rested them on her sides, leaving her fully nude body on display for him to freely view.
Grabbing more oil, Goro proceeded to pour it all over Layla's delectable body. Layla watched intently as the clear viscous liquid cascaded onto her skin. He poured the oil from her tight navel to her shapely boobs. She unknowingly nibbled her bottom lip feeling its warm and soothing properties.
Once finished, the old masseur reached down to her stomach and began to polish her with the oil. Layla moaned and purred at the sensation of his strong hands touching her so intimately. Making quick work of her lower half, the old man progressed to her chest area.
Without asking for permission, Goro grasped her boobs with both hands. "Oh my!" Layla exclaimed. Her eyes widened and her mouth parted open, bemused. But no objection spurred from her lips. She just stared at Goro in a horny daze. Giving a subtle nod to continue, Goro rubbed the oil into her supple tits, causing them to glisten in the light.
He made sure to graze her cute pink nipples with his aged fingers, causing them to grow erect. He groped and kneaded her, showing no attempt of any professionalism. This old man was just playing with her tits.
"Hmm, you old bastard... You love touching my boobs, don't you?" Layla hornily mused to herself.
The alluring brunette could tell that Goro was struggling to restrain himself. She found his focus solely on her sexy body, eager to take her right then and there. As much as she enjoyed this naughty little foreplay she wanted to reach the main event of this erotic session.
Her eyes descended from his wrinkly face down to his crotch. Her pupils dilated spotting a sizable tent protruding from his loincloth. Discerning a wet mark at the very tip of it, her pussy quivered and leaked even more. "Fuck... I need that cock..." she needily thought.
Having his fill playing with her boobs, Goro leaned down and rested his old body against hers. Layla's stomach fluttered feeling her soft tits pressing against his wrinkly chest, she felt his heart pounding in his chest, and likely he could feel hers.
Like before, Goro began sliding to and fro, gliding effortlessly against her lathered skin. His weight provided the necessary force to massage her body. At the same time, he also resumed his less-than-subtle humping and prodding. Their skin was slick with oil, providing a sensual effect to their touch. "Oh! God... Mr. Tanaka..." Layla purred feeling his erect mast poking and grinding against her moist slit.
Goro's erect cock, however, was now in more direct contact with Layla's aching pussy. The tip of his massive tent dug and prodded between her sopping lips, almost slipping inside and penetrating her. "Ohh, my... I what I'm feeling right now?" Layla teasingly alluded to regarding Goro's stiffy poking at her.
"Ah, shhhh... Part of massage, part of massage..." Goro repeated, silencing her with his oily thumb, sensually parting them ever so slightly. Layla's eyes widened, she was so horny that she was almost tempted to suck on it, but she managed to refrain from doing so.
Layla's core ached and itched with ferocious longing to be satisfied. This was starting to feel more like torture than relaxation. Nestling his face into her neck, Goro grasped the sides of her torso and rolled her pelvis into her crotch more vigorously, causing Layla to involuntarily entangle her arms around his neck, stuffing him further into her.
Goro remained neatly tucked against her neck, heavily breathing into her. His nostrils flared, eagerly inhaling Layla's sweet aroma, invigorating his thrusting. "AH!" the brunette squealed at an almost penetrating prod against her pussy.
Layla knew that Goro wanted to connect his lips with her skin. However, the old man remained steadfast. Devilishly grinning, Layla firmly tugged Goro closer to her neck, forcing his old lips to make landfall onto her neck.
This abrupt sensation of a man's lips planting against her caused her instinct to fuck unleash within her. Layla's legs immediately rose in the air and snaked around Goro's thin waist, pulling him deeper.
Sensing the beautiful brunette's desire taking hold, Goro finally broke into a kissing frenzy. "Oh! Mhhmmm, Mr. Tanaka..." Layla moaned. The feeling of his suctioning lips and sloppily licking tongue sent aroused shivers down her spine, causing her brain to short-circuit.
Then, remembering she needed to play coy, she added, "You can't be kissing me like that... I'm married..."
"Mph, this is important for massage, and you pay for service... Therapy services are confidential. Husband no need to know," the old pervert explained briefly removing his lips from her neck. A mischievous smile formed on Layla's face hearing Goro's line of reasoning. She was sure that he told Ashlyn the exact same thing whenever he managed to seduce her.
Layla's blood boiled with exhilaration. It was so thrilling seeing straight through this man's devious intentions and still allowing him to have his way with her. Her mind was hazed with lust and desire, eager to move on to the next step of her 'therapy'.
"Augh... Are you sure? This seems awfully unprofessional..."
"Mutual pleasure is ultimate form of relaxation." There was the saying Ashlyn told Layla about. Layla just hummed and nodded slowly, eagerly tugging his pelvis into her. "Just let our bodies do as they seek..."
"Oh, I know what I seek..." Layla devilishly said to herself.
Reaching for the thin string of his loincloth that wrapped around his waist, Layla grabbed at it with her toes and steadily drew them down. She tried to keep Goro occupied with her neck so he wouldn't notice her naughty actions but unlucky for her, the dirty old man was well aware of her intentions.
Layla in annoyance as she attempted to pull down his loincloth, feeling that it was stuck on his erect cock. "Ugh, I need this big cock of his inside of me," she mused.
The eager brunette kept at it, trying to free Goro's cock from his loincloth. But she failed to realize that she wasn't being exactly sneaky about it.
"Husband tend to you?" Goro suddenly asked, whispering into her ear. Layla's eyes widened at the rather personal question.
"Hmmm, I'm not sure exactly what you mean," Layla responded with a feigned unknowing tone.
Going closer to her ear Goro went on, "You know exactly what I mean... Why you think you come here? I know why you're here. You want my cock..." The old man's bold declaration of truth left Layla speechless.
"E-excuse me?" she uttered as she felt a strong prod at her pussy.
"Stop with the deception... You came here to get fucked, no?"
"I... I don't know..." Layla tried to get out but she was too fixated on his cock.
"I know you were watching me and Ashlyn fucking..." the old man revealed, causing Layla's stomach to sink. "I saw you behind the glass door... And from what I could see, you liked watching your friend getting what she deserved..." She felt so ashamed that he knew that she was watching her best friend getting her pussy pounded. It was so embarrassing! However, Layla would admit, watching Ashlyn and Goro going at it was the hottest thing she had ever seen.
Layla's chest pounded and her face got steaming hot. She was caught red-handed! "That's why you come here. You want what Ashlyn is having, yes?" The alluring brunette remained silent, contemplating how to explain herself. "You just like Ashlyn too, hm? Husband don't touch you. So you come here to get fucked by real man, yes?" Goro's words resonated deeply with Layla. The old bastard saw right through her. This begged her to question how long he was aware of her little scheme. Perhaps her plan wasn't as foolproof as she thought.
"Ah... Mr. Tanaka... Dammit..." Layla could only utter as she snugly held him with her limbs. "Shit... you're too sharp for your own good, you dirty old man..." she abashedly admitted to her crime. There was no point in trying to explain herself, he knew everything.
"Call me Goro. Using my last name is only for clients."
"Oh? I'm no longer a client?" Layla teasingly purred.
"Hm, not anymore. I make you my lover."
Layla grinned. She reveled in the fact that this old man wanted to claim her as his. She had sorely missed what it felt like to be desired. "And what about my husband? And Ashlyn?" She wondered how the dynamic would be with her best friend if they were to share a single lover.
"You don't care what husband thinks since you are here... He won't know, this will be our secret. As for Ashlyn... I will have both of you. You two will be lovers." Layla's chest fluttered. She was attracted to how this skinny old man knew what he wanted; like a real man, unlike her husband.
Rising from her neck, Goro kneeled over Layla and locked eyes with her. The sexual tension in the air was more apparent than ever. Without a word, Goro reached down and tugged his loincloth from his waist and kicked it off his feet, leaving him fully naked.
Layla's eyes were immediately drawn to his fully erect cock and low-hanging balls. Her pussy quivered in anticipation, longing to know what it felt like to have his manhood sink deeply into her.
Goro then rested his cock on her lower abdomen, his length nearly reaching her belly button. Layla felt his heavy throbbing against her skin. His viscous precum leaked into her, flowing into her belly button like a river.
"My lord... you're so big..." she muttered in astonishment. Having seen his cock from a distance in recordings, she was pleasantly surprised that it seemed bigger in person.
"Bigger than husband?" Goro said with a confident grin.
Layla nodded her head. "Yes... way fucking bigger than him... I didn't know Japanese people could be so hung..."
"Hehe, I'm just blessed."
Layla's amber eyes never left his massive cock. She wanted Goro to put it in her already. "Mr. Tank-, I mean, Goro... Are you going to fuck me?" she asked, trying to contain her thirstiness.
Goro grinned; just the words he was waiting to hear. Tilting his head in acknowledgment, he drew his hips and directed his cock toward her awaiting slit. Layla gasped feeling his bulbous cockhead press against her wet pussy lips. But to her dismay, he pushed no further. He just held himself there, slowly rubbing himself along her folds, teasing her.
"Fuck... Goro... what are you doing? Put it in..." Layla mewled, feverishly biting on her index finger.
The old man smiled mischievously. "Tell me how much you want me to fuck you." Layla frustratedly leered at him, she had been on edge her entire tenure here, she needed her sexual tension relieved, now!
"Fuck! Please, Goro! I want your big Japanese cock inside of me! Fuck me! Make this married pussy yours! Conquer me like you did with my best friend. Make me your slut!" Her words were like music to his old ears. Goro chuckled to himself at how surprisingly easy it was to seduce this fine woman.
"And you okay with cheating on husband?"
"Augh, fuck him! He doesn't give a flying shit about me or my needs. I need another man who is willing to give me what I deserve. I need your cock inside of me, I need you inside of me!" Layla's resentment toward John and her pent-up sexual tension had left her thoughts unfiltered and raw. There was no guilt that she was about to cheat and betray her wedding vows. Her husband is the one who led her down this depraved path in the first place!
Getting what he wanted from her, Goro accepted her pleas. Reaching under her knees, he splayed her long legs apart and drove his hips forward. Layla's eyes rolled back at the sensation of his long girthy cock sliding into her warm wet depths. "Oh my goddd!" she let out a long trembling moan. He stretched her tight walls to its limits, she had never had anyone this big in her life.
His cock dipped to Layla's very core, causing her body to tremble with utter pleasure. "It's so deep! Augh! Yes!" Layla uttered, feeling his cockhead slam against her cervix.
A wide smile formed on Goro's face upon seeing the beautiful brunette surrender herself to him. Without speaking, the old man drew his hips back, dragging his cock from her tight pussy. Her inner walls gripped him tightly, eager trying to suck him back in.
"Augh, suburashii... so tight..." Goro groaned, wincing in extreme pleasure as her walls gripped him tightly.
It wasn't before long that Goro had to dive back into Layla's love canal, he couldn't bear to pull back anymore. Penetrating deep, the old man proceeded to give Layla the best fucking she was ever going to have. With short fast strokes, he pounded her throbbing pussy.



"Ah ah ah! Uh uh uh! Yes! You're fucking me so good, Goro!" Layla screamed at the skinny old man. She couldn't believe that she was cheating on her husband with this perverted old man. It was so naughty, so depraved, so arousing...
Her long shapely legs over his scrawny shoulders appeared very uncanny to her but in a good way. It brought Layla an arousing thrill that this smaller male was giving it to her like no other man could.
The erotic slapping of flesh filled the massage room as Goro repeatedly delved deep into his newest conquest. Their sexes slid together in perfect unison. Layla quickly grew accustomed to Goro's large size as her wet walls stretched and contorted to accommodate his cock.
"Ohhh, mhhmmm, right there, Goro! Keep fucking me like that!" Layla wailed without any care in the world. She found pleasure in knowing that there was no one to witness her adulterous behavior. Here she was, getting pounded by a skinny old man in his massage parlor during closing hours with no one to bother them.
"Augh! Jesus! You're making me lose my mind! Ah!" Layla continued to express her pleasure.
Layla's thighs rippled with every connecting thrust from Goro. Her eyes were glazed and her tongue sexily hung from her mouth, drunk on his big Japanese cock. A serenade of primal moans escaped Layla's lips as Goro maintained his rhythmic thrusting.
Adapting to her tightness, the old man started to give her longer strokes, eliciting whole new sets of moans and bodily reactions. "Ah! Fuck! Nhg! AHHHH!" Layla squealed as she reached her orgasm. Her fetching amber eyes rolled back as her body quivered violently. Bolts of pleasure shocked her body, crashing through her nerves in waves.
Goro firmly gripped her calves and held on for his life as Layla sexily arched her ass from the futon, gushing her creamy essence all over him. Stumbling back from his new fuck buddy's trembling body like he was a bull rider, Goro held firm. However, her cunt gripped the life out of his cock, forcing him to momentarily cease his fucking in fear of cumming too early. Layla's soaking cunt wrapped and choked his veiny shaft with a vice grip, trying to milk him of his seed.
Slamming back onto the soft futon, Layla let out a breath of pure relief. "Holy shit... you made me cum so hard, Goro..." she panted heavily, trying to recover from her mind-melting orgasm. She felt tingly and good inside.
"Husband make you cum like that?" Goro teasingly asked, knowing full well that her husband didn't.
Layla rolled her eyes at the mere mention of her pathetic spouse. "No," she declared affirmingly. "Out of all my years being with him, he has never made me cum like you just did right now." The old man smirked confidently as she stroked his ego.
"Hehe, well, I hope you are ready. Because I'm going make you cum over and over again until you can't walk no more!" the old Japanese man stated with convection.
Layla's heart pounded with exhilaration and slight anxiousness. She knew that she was in it for a long night.
Unmounting her legs from his shoulders, Goro splayed them to the side and leaned down to Layla, putting her into a submissive mating press. His old face was now mere inches from hers. Their breaths were hot and steamy.
He gazed at her perfectly soft lips. They practically begged him to come to wrap his lips with hers. Dropping his head down, Goro connected with Layla. The brunette moaned with delight as his tongue pushed past her lips and slipped into her mouth.
Layla groaned feeling the old man's tongue eagerly play with hers. She had never been kissed so aggressively like this! Moving her tongue, she pushed forward and returned the favor. The two sloppily made out, swapping each other's saliva.
Goro loved how sweet Layla tasted. She had a distinct sweetness that he couldn't make out. It was different from Ashlyn, but also familiar. Breaking their kiss, they left webs of their mixed saliva between their lips.
"Wow, you kiss like you fuck..." Layla uttered with a breathy voice, salaciously licking her lips. "Now are you going to fuck me or what?" Goro's cock twitched inside of her gripping pussy. In some ways, she was a lot more enthusiastic than Ashlyn!
Drawing his hips back, he drove himself deep, slamming his cockhead against Layla's cervix. "Ah! You're so deep!" she exclaimed in pure ecstasy.
"Husband go this deep?" Goro deviously asked as he resumed his rhythmic thrusting.
Layla's amber eyes rolled back as Goro pounded at her tight love canal. "Yes! You go so much deeper than my fucking husband! My god! You're rearranging my guts!" Smirking victoriously, Goro leaned back down and made out with Layla.
He gave her long and deep strokes, striking every sensitive nerve she had. Layla shuddered and moaned like she was in heat. His cocked delved into unexplored territory, showing her the true pleasures of sex.
Goro pushed her legs toward her chest, manipulating her into an even more submissive position. "Oh!" Layla squealed. The old man was loving how flexible his new lover was.
Releasing their lips, Goro got up from his knees and stood crouched over Layla. She eagerly bit her lip experiencing a new excited pose she had never tried before. It was so arousing that this smaller man was dominating her.
Layla gave more leverage to her Japanese lover by lifting her ass from the futon. Locking eyes, she gave a subtle nod. Without a word, Goro began to pile drive his cock deep into her. "Ah ah ah, uh uh uh. Yes yes yes! I'm losing my mind!" the lustful brunette screamed.
Their bodies glistened with oil and sweat from their incense fuck session. Layla and Goro huffed and puffed, their breaths were visibly steamy, raising the humidity in the massage room.
"Fuck! CUMMING!" Layla suddenly announced. Her inner walls constricted around his cock and she gushed her womanly essence all over his big Japanese cock, causing Goro to rapidly reach the edge of his orgasm. However, this didn't deter the virile old man.
Gritting his teeth, he began to fuck Layla even harder, causing her to gasp and scream for mercy. "Let me rest! Oh my god! Fuck fuck fuck! Goro! You're gonna make my brain melt!" A ring of white cream formed around his veiny shaft as his manhood repeatedly penetrated her quaking pussy.
"Augh, kimochi! Gonna make me cum soon..." the old Asian man uttered, his voice husky and labored. Layla desperately grabbed at the sheets by her head, struggling to withstand this old bastard's salacious onslaught on her married pussy.
Her brain was being fried from the sheer amount of stimulation overwhelming her senses. It was almost unreal how this skinny old man could fuck like he was still in his prime. Hell, this might be his prime!
"Augh! I'm gonna cum!" Goro finally announced. Layla's gripping wet cunt was simply too much for him to handle. Barely managing to gather her thoughts, Layla's eyes widened. Her heart pounded in her chest in anticipation of his heavy load. She had witnessed Ashlyn get seeded by his virile cum, and now it was her turn.
"Do it! Fucking cum in me, Goro! Make me yours! Claim me like you did Ashlyn! Please! I need it! FUCK! Cum!" Layla begged. With a sudden burst of strength, she broke from his firm grasp. The alluring brunette's legs enveloped his skinny waist, yanking the old man toward her.
Crossing her ankles, she wrapped her arms around his neck and held Gor close. Every time he pulled his hips back, Layla would forcibly drag him back down. "Fucking do it, old man! Dump your fat load inside of me!" she spoke into his ear, slipping her wet tongue into his ear canal.
Goro's old toes clenched as his body shuddered at the strangely erotic sensation. He loved how this married woman had him utterly trapped, allowing him no avenue to escape. At that very moment, the lecherous old man decided that he wanted to intertwine his genes with hers as well...
"AUGHH! EEEYYYYAAAAA!" Goro let out a loud decrepit moan.
Driving himself balls deep, the old man unleashed his virile seed into Layla's pussy. His old body tensed in her unbreaking clutch as he spewed ropes of his sticky cum deep into her uterus, filling her to the brim.
The sensation of his warmth flooding her insides made Layla reach yet another orgasm. Holding him tighter, she bit down on Goro's neck, causing him to let out a groan. Her wet walls gripped him, eagerly milking him for his seed.
Layla never experienced being filled up like this before. John would usually give her a few pathetic little spurts. It was almost unreal how this frail old man could be so virile. He could knock Layla up without even trying!
Shooting the last of his seed inside Layla, Goro's body relaxed on top of her. The two newfound lovers gasped for breath as they recovered from their mind-numbing orgasms.
"T-that... was the best fucking orgasm I ever had in my life..." Layla barely managed to get out, unsinking her teeth from his wrinkly neck.
"Augh, you gonna kill me..." Goro groaned. Unlike Ashlyn, he got a sense that Layla was more sexually aggressive. This wasn't necessarily a bad thing. The old man found it thrilling that this woman is so eager for cock.
Layla took Goro's comment as a compliment. Letting out a satisfied chuckle, she reached for his old face and up him into a passionate kiss. Their tongues immediately danced and twirled together in an erotic dance.
As they carelessly made out, Layla kept the old man trapped between her legs, allowing his cock to simmer in her creamy cunt. "You dirty old man... I can't believe you came inside another man's wife..." Layla playfully teased as she broke their kiss.
Goro grinned. "You mine now..." His suggestive words caused Layla's stomach to flutter. At that moment, she had totally forgotten that she wasn't on any sort of protection, she even forgot to buy condoms! Luckily it was a safe day for her and she could always go and take a Plan B afterwards.
"Ashlyn was right about how you fuck... And your cock is truly magical," Layla pleasingly mused, biting her lip. Goro arched his brow and smiled confidently. It stroked his ego knowing that his first lover gushed about him. And he reaped the rewards as a result.
Finding her lips once more, Goro sloppily frenched his newest conquest as they snuggly lay on each other. The old man was living his best life. He had two of the sexiest women he had ever come across wrapped our his finger, well, cock in the case.
Goro compared Ashlyn to Layla. They both were stunning in their own way. Ashlyn was his caramel goddess, while Layla was his new brunette queen. He just wanted to drown in their sweet love juices.
His cock stiffened and twitched inside of Layla imagining something so salaciously appealing. He wanted them at the same time. The mere idea of his old head sandwiched between their shapely breasts was blood pumping. He needed to make this happen! But how to achieve this was up for debate. He needed to let this simmer in his mind for the time being.
As for now, Goro wanted to enjoy fucking this newly married pussy he had claimed. "Oh? Ready to go again, Goro??" Layla excitedly exclaimed.
"Hai hai, I going to fuck you all night long," the Japanese man replied. Layla's amber eyes widened with anticipation. She was anxious, yet aroused. He had already made her cum three times after one round. She could only imagine how many more times she would climax during her 'session'.
"Hmm, then let's get to it, shall we?" the alluring brunette incited before eagerly tugging her elderly lover back for a kiss...
-
Lustfully letting out her moans of pleasure, Layla leaned forward and grabbed Goro's skinny legs for support as she rode him reverse cowgirl. Her undulating hips erotically rose and descended. Goro's meaty Japanese cock disappeared and reappeared from her wet depths.
The newfound secret lovers were slick with sweat and other nefarious fluids. Their brains were rendered to mush from how hard they had been vigorously fucking each other. Now, no words were even spoken. Just their heavy breathing, moans, and slapping flesh could be heard in the sex-stenched massage room.
Layla was having the time of her life. Goro was showing her all the pleasure she had never experienced in her life! Her lovers, past and current couldn't match this old man's virility and stamina. It was a miracle that given his advanced age he could fuck like he was in his twenties.
Hanging her head low, Layla adjusted her sweaty undone hair over her ear. With Goro's legs firmly tucked under hers, the old man was effectively trapped, leaving him to lay there and endure her skillful riding.
Turning her head back, Layla locked eyes with her Japanese lover, never breaking contact as she sexily rose and sunk into his love pole. Her sweaty plush ass, curvaceous hips, and toned back were a sight for sore eyes. Goro winced and licked his lips as he watch his cock, slick with her sweat cream and his seed sleuth in and out of her needy married pussy with ease.
The old man was numb with pleasure. As wild and intense were his sessions with Ashlyn, Layla was on a whole other level! He could tell that the beautiful brunette had a bunch of pent-up sexual frustrations lingering inside of her, waiting to be unleashed. And now, she was taking full advantage of his vitality to satiate her needs.
Goro loved it, but he would admit that she was maybe too much for him to handle. He would need time to acclimate to this married woman's libido. Luckily, considering how much Layla was enjoying her time, he would see more of her in the foreseeable future.
Goro winced and moaned feeling her orgasm on his cock once more. Her wet walls eagerly milked him, dragging him closer to his orgasm. "Augh... Layla... Gonna cum... soon..." the old Asian man announced with a husky voice.
With a devilish grin, Layla untangled her legs from Goro's and planted her feet on the futon before proceeding to pound her perfect ass onto his old pelvis. "Yes! Do it, Goro! Fucking cum! I want you to cum in me again! Shoot your Japanese seed inside my white pussy!" she hungrily commanded, feverishly biting her lip.
The old man groaned and desperately gripped the sheets as his ass reflexively arched up from the sheer amount of pleasure she was giving him. But every time he rose, Layla would slam him back onto the futon. "Argh! Suburashi! Augh! Your pussy is incredible!" Goro grunted.
Layla relished his compliment. "Hmm, I'm glad you appreciate me unlike my dumbass husband," she moaned. Goro grinned hearing her talk bad about her husband.
Then, fully dropping her ass down, she went balls deep onto Goro's cock. She skillfully gyrated and rolled her hips into him. Goro let out a decrepit moan, finally reaching his limit. "AUGH! EEEAAYYYYAAHHHH!" he roared as he unleashed his load deep inside her married pussy.
He writhed and squirmed under Layla's weight as he pumped the last of his seed into her used love canal. Letting out a heavy exhale, the old man just lay there limp. All his nerves were utterly fried and his cock was sore. He was at his limit. If the old man were to go another round, he might die! Goro felt somewhat defeated that he was outlasted by a woman for the first time. He was supposed to fuck her silly, the other way around!
Giving Layla's ass a gentle tap, she carefully rolled off of him. His cock slipped out of her creamy slit, making an audible 'schulp' sound. His used cock plopped on his abdomen and slowly shriveled up.
"What's wrong, old man? You can't handle me or something?" Layla teased, lying beside him and sexily walking her fingers on his hairy chest.
Goro turned to his brunette lover. "You are an insatiable woman..." he replied, audibly exhausted. Layla just smiled knowingly and nodded. Then, leaning forward, he placed his lips with hers. Layla's amber eyes widened, surprised by this seemingly romantic gesture. But she soon melted away into their passionate kiss.
Layla's stomach fluttered as they shared this tender moment. She thought that this old man was just some depraved lecher. But strangely, she found him oddly fulfilling. He was the only person that had ever satiated her needs. So naturally, she would find him oddly compatible. The fact that he was an older man didn't faze her as much anymore. Hell, that's what made things even hotter in her opinion.
"Damn... I'm just as a naughty slut like you, Ashlyn..." Layla playfully thought.
After some time resting and making out, Layla pulled away from her Japanese lover and sat up. Standing up, she went over to her stuff and retrieved her phone. Her eyes widened discovering that it was nearly two in the morning!
"Shit..." she muttered out loud.
Goro rolled over to see what was up. His old eyes were immediately drawn to her nice ass and hourglass hips. He smirked discerning his thick load leaking down her inner thighs.
"Problem?" he asked.
Layla sighed and shook her head. "No, it's just that I hadn't realized how long we've been fucking. It's almost two in the morning." She sounded more amused than baffled.
"Oh, heh. Well, I guess we love fucking each other too much," Goro retorted. Layla smiled.
"Yeah, I guess we do... But I think I should really get going now." Goro looked visibly disappointed. He felt like was breaking his word about fucking her all night, but perhaps it was for the best. "Don't give me that look. I can tell you have reached your limit. So consider this a mercy," Layla chuckled, discerning his glum expression.
Gathering her clothes and belongings, Layla dressed up and proceeded out of the room. Goro, quickly pulling up his massage pants, made sure to escort his new lover.
At the front door of the massage parlor, Layla turned to the old man. "Well, that was certainly something," she spoke, blushing a little. Goro just nodded in response.
"It was... When do you want to meet again?" the old man asked, containing a sly grin. Layla's brows arched, pleasantly surprised at how straightforward and eager he was to see her again; god, she loved the feeling of being desired.
"Eager are we? Hmm, I'm not sure..."
"Tomorrow?" Goro suggested. Layla carefully rubbed her chin.
"I don't think that would work. I have a little date with Ashlyn tomorrow..." The thought of her best friend crossed her mind. "Oh, shoot! Em, about Ashlyn. Please don't tell her that we fucked. She doesn't know I'm here and I'm unsure what to do now. Ugh, this is something I need to sleep on..." Goro amusingly smiled.
"My lips are sealed," the shorter old man replied. Layla let out a sigh of relief.
"Thank you, Goro. This was really good. I needed this, a lot."
"No, arigato... thank you" Goro, translated his thanks, and politely bowed his balding head. As he rose, he continued, "What about husband?"
Layla rolled her eyes. "Right. Well, it's a good thing our little affair is a secret then," the brunette declared. "What he doesn't know won't hurt him, right?" Goro chuckled, agreeing with her.
"Affair??" he playfully remarked.
"Yes, affair. You said we're lovers now, didn't you?" she replied. Goro tilted his head in acknowledgment. Then, with a devious smirk she continued, "And since we're lovers, I suppose you won't be charging me for any more sessions?"
Goro squinted frustratedly; he was missing out on some income, but considering the trade-off, it was more than worth it. "Augh, I suppose so..." the old man sighed. Layla cheerfully nodded to herself. "Hmm, that pussy of yours will serve as perfect compensation then, yes?" he continued with a sly grin. An amused smile played on Layla's lips as she rolled her eyes and nodded.
Leaning down, she went to his ear and whispered, "Thank you, my Japanese bull..." Goro's eyes widened upon hearing the familiar phrase. He quickly deduced that she picked it up from spying on him fucking Ashlyn that one day.



Then, moving over to his face, she pressed her lips against his. Goro couldn't help but reach around and grab two handfuls of her plush ass as they kissed. Layla playfully gasped between their lips feeling his bony fingers sink into her cheeks.
Pulling away, Layla licked her lips and proceeded out of the parlor. "Bye, Goro. Until next time, I'll text you," she said, offering a tantalizing wave goodbye.
Goro smiled and waved as he watched his brunette queen disappear into the night...             
-
On the very next day, Layla had returned home from her lunch date with Ashlyn. She would admit, that the entire time they were together, she felt like she was going to pass out from embarrassment and arousal. She had just fucked her best friend's secret Japanese lover without her knowing.
It was a struggle to keep a straight face in front of Ashlyn. On one end, Layla had no idea if she wanted to share that she linked up with Goro, and on the other, she wanted to gush and gossip about her naughty experience. The mere thought that she and her best friend were having an affair with an old Asian man behind their husbands' backs made her pussy insatiably wet. It was so taboo, so arousing...
Nonetheless, Layla managed to pull through, acting like it was just any other day, causing Ashlyn to not even bat an eye. Layla was always a better liar than her anyway.
Plopping herself on her bed, Layla let out a strained sigh. Her pussy ached and her body felt restless. Taking the time to recollect, she thought about her eventful evening with Goro. She couldn't believe that she actually did what she did. Going out to cheat on her husband was a first for her. As depraved as it was, Layla grew to love it. The thrill and the fun of sneaking around, especially with a dirty old man like Goro was exhilarating. She needed more!
Layla subconsciously bit the corner of her lip thinking about her next link-up with that hung Japanese man. She began to formulate strategies about how she should conduct her new affair: the locations where they would meet, how often they would do it, and the times of the day. With John virtually never home and basically clueless about her activities. So pulling a secret affair off wouldn't be so hard just as long as she wasn't too reckless. Layla's body tingled fantasizing fucking Goro all day, every day.
But there remained one factor she had to take into account; Ashlyn. As much as Layla wanted to get with Goro again, there was no way to do this without her best friend eventually catching on. She was sure that Ashlyn had appropriated her time with Goro. And now with a new lover added to the mix, the old man would have to allocate his attention to her as well, causing a mix of problems since Ashlyn would eventually catch on to the odd shift in schedules in her normal meetups with her lover.
Layla rubbed her chin, stumped at how to approach her predicament. Breaking the truth to Ashlyn seemed like the most logical thing to do. Layla had no rational reason to withhold such details from her closest friend. Hell, Ashlyn even stated that she was willing to share!
"That naughty slut..." Layla amusingly mumbled to herself.
But Layla was more nervous about meeting Goro behind Ashlyn's back than accepting her offer to meet him. She was sure that her best friend would have liked to be informed about her initiation into her world of depravity.
Layla struggled to gather her thoughts feeling her body heating up from the arousal of her nefarious activities. For now, she would put this predicament off for the moment. She figured that she would inform Ashlyn eventually and deal with the ensuing scolding that came with it...
-
With a sigh of satisfaction, Ashlyn wiped the sweat on her forehead and rolled off of her secret lover's lap, settling on the bed beside him. "Fuck... that was good, Goro," she murmured, her voice breathy and spent from another sneaky rendezvous at her house while her husband, Harry was away at work.
Goro grinned, his beady eyes twirling with mischief as he reached out to caress her cheek. "I'm glad I can please such a fine woman such as yourself. You deserve it," he replied, his voice a low, raspy whisper. He brushed a strand of damp hair from her face, savoring the sight of her caramel cheeks and sated expression.
"Hmm, you're very charming for a dirty old man," Ashlyn chuckled with a playful glint in her fetching hazel eyes as she reached over with her left hand and wrapped her slender fingers around his deflating cock.
"Oh? Do you want me to pound that married pussy again so soon without letting an old man such as myself rest?" Goro remarked his tone, teasing and aroused. Ashlyn offered a knowing smirk, collecting the remnants of his cum leaking from his cockhead with her fingers before bringing them to her lips and lapping it up with slow, deliberate movements.
Goro's breath hitched, his eyes darkening with desire as he watched her. "You're insatiable, aren't you?" he laughed, his hand sliding down to rest on her hip, his fingers lightly tracing her curves.
Ashlyn's smirk widened, her tongue flicking out to clean the last of his essence from her fingers. "Maybe I am," she purred, her voice dripping with seduction. "But unfortunately, you sir need to get going. I have plans today."
Goro raised a bushy brow, his expression both curious and disappointed. "Huh? I thought we were going to fuck all day? You want that, no?" Ashlyn narrowed her eyes at the old man as she rolled out of bed, wrapping her delectable body in her robe.
"Goro, we fucked twice already, and it's almost noon. I have a life besides our little thing," she replied, a hint of exasperation in her tone.
Goro sighed, his disappointment evident. "Ah, I see," he said, sitting up and swinging his legs over the side of the bed. "I guess I'll have to find another way to satisfy my desires today."
Ashlyn chuckled, shaking her head as she walked toward her bathroom to freshen up. "I think you're the insatiable one, Goro. But I promise, we'll find plenty of time for more fun later, we always do. Right now, I need to get ready."
Goro stood up, stretching his old, skinny frame. "Augh, hai, hai. Fair enough," he conceded, watching her with a mixture of admiration and longing. However, with a mischievous grin, he added, "You don't mind if we can take a shower together? I want to leave here refreshed."
Ashlyn turned and met his hungry gaze knowing full well about the old man's naughty intentions. Tilting her head to the side and narrowing her eyes at him, she playfully shook her head and nodded. "Fine. But let's not take too long, okay?" she said before entering the bathroom.
Goro's grin widened as he followed her into the bathroom. The steam from the hot water quickly filled the room creating a warm intimate, atmosphere as Ashlyn turned on the shower and stepped in. Not far behind, the old Japanese slipped in soon after his caramel lover. The sounds of cascading water and playful laughs echoed off the walls, and not long after, the two were wrapped in each other's embrace under the hot spray, their moans of pleasure piercing the humid air.
Afterward, Goro settled in his van, his hands satisfyingly resting behind his head as he let out a triumphant exhale. He was delighted that he managed to sneak one last fuck with Ashlyn before leaving her house. The memories of her wet skin and their slapping flesh in the embrace of the spraying hot water were still fresh in his mind. However, as sated as he was, he still felt he needed more.
Ashlyn said she would be occupied all day; so another link-up wouldn't be possible. He had thoughts about calling his newest lover, Layla, if they could meet, but to his dismay, he remembered that Ashlyn had planned to hang out and have dinner with her at the house, explaining why he was kicked out.
The old bastard couldn't help but chuckle victoriously to himself. He was living his best life, he was having an affair with a stunning light-skinned married woman, fucking her brains out whenever he wanted. And now, he was in the panties of her equally attractive brunette best friend, who was also married.
The thought of the two attractive women's impending dinner date made his grin widen. He closed his eyes, imagining Ashlyn and Layla on their knees, their soft lips enveloping his cock and balls. The mere idea of it made his crotch swell with anticipation and arousal. He had to—no, needed to—find a way to get into a threesome with them.
Goro's mind raced as he drove from Ashlyn's neighborhood back to his parlor. The thrill of the potential encounter fueled his thoughts, and he began to concoct a plan to turn this fantasy into reality. He knew it might be a gamble, but if he were strategic about it— it would pay off dividends.
Gathering a bag of eccentric oils, incense, and laying mats. Once everything was prepared, he returned to his van and stored all his things. Checking the time, he realized he had a few hours to kill before executing his master plan. He decided to treat himself to a hefty lunch to fuel himself for the long night he hopefully had in store...
To be continued...
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Layla settled onto Ashlyn's couch in her downstairs living room, stretching her legs across the cushions after a nice dinner. The two women enjoyed a delicious meal, catching up on their lives and doing some girl gossiping. The evening was winding down, but Layla felt a lingering thought about her secret session with Goro she still kept a secret from Ashlyn. It felt like a heavy weight on her shoulders she needed to get off. Although Aslhyn playfully admitted to being willing to share her Japanese bull with her, Layla was unsure how she would react when she learned that she went behind her back.
Layla's amber eyes followed Ashlyn as she moved around the couch with a bowl of popcorn and sat down. She took a deep breath deciding whether she should come out clean to her. She pursed her lips and clenched her fists as she sat up, struggling to gather the words to speak to her best friend. As Layla was about to say something, she was interrupted by the sound of the doorbell ringing through the house.
Ashlyn curiously tilted her head and got up to walk to the front door. Layla breathed heavily, her heart racing with nervousness and anticipation. As she sat she curiously listened to Ashlyn as she answered the door. About a minute passed and she still hadn't returned. Growing curious, Layla got up and strode toward the front door.
Walking up behind Ashlyn, Layla heard her speak in a hushed tone. Curious, she moved closer until she was directly behind her. Not seeing anyone at eye level, she slowly glanced down to see a familiar old face standing before them; it was Goro.
Layla held her breath as her cheeks became beet red. The old man quickly noticed her and met her eyes with a knowing, gleeful grin. "Ah, kon'nichiwa, it's you again! Ashlyn's friend. Layla, correct?" he put on a feigned tone, pretending not to know her. Layla's heart raced with a mix of anxiousness and intrigue. She was relieved that Goro kept things under wraps, but still, the weight of their secret lingered.
Ashlyn looked back and forth between Goro and Layla, sensing something was off. "Yes, this is Layla," she confirmed, her tone curious. "Goro, what brings you here?"
Goro chuckled softly, maintaining his playful facade. "Ah, I was in the neighborhood after visiting a nearby client and thought I'd drop by and say hello, maybe even join you in this fine evening." Ashlyn suspiciously arched her brow, knowing he had no other clients in her neighborhood.
"You sly old man..." she thought as her lips curled into a knowing smirk.
"Is that right..." Ashlyn murmured, her voice curious and playful. "I don't know, Goro, I have company over.
Goro's beady eyes twinkled with mischief as he glanced at Layla. "I understand completely. I wouldn't want to intrude. But, perhaps I could offer a little something to enhance your evening? Something relaxing and enjoyable for you fine ladies."
Ashlyn's smirk grew, and she exchanged a glance with Layla, who was now blushing furiously but also intrigued. "What do you think, Layla? Should we let him show us what he's got?"
Layla, trying to remain coy, darted her eyes between the two. "Oh, em, I'm not sure... Does he mean a massage?" she uttered, her voice soft and nervous.
Ashlyn rolled her hazel eyes. "Yes, Layla, a massage. What else would it be? He's a masseur," she answered, her tone playful yet reassuring. However, Ashlyn had ideas what this 'massage' might lead to.
The old man chuckled softly, his eyes narrowing with amusement. "Just a massage, my dear. But a very special one. I promise it will be relaxing and enjoyable."
Layla could see the knowing grin on his wrinkled face. Taking a deep breath, allowing her nerves to settle slightly, she responded, "Okay, then. Let's do it, I guess."
Goro smiled warmly, pleased with her decision as the first step of his plan succeeded. "Wonderful! Let's get going, yes?" he said, his voice beaming with eagerness.
"Hmm, of course, please, come in," Ashlyn kindly urged the old man inside. Picking up his special bag, he happily strolled inside the familiar house. "How about I get you something to eat or drink? Go ahead to the kitchen, I'll be there shortly," the caramel wife called out. Goro accepted with a nod and proceeded deeper into the house.
With Ashlyn and Layla alone, they turned to meet each other's gaze. "What the fuck?" Layla urgently whispered, her heart racing.
"What, Layla? He's just going to give us a massage, girl, you need it," Ashlyn calmly assured her friend. Layla's eyes widened, her secret weighing heavier on her shoulders.
"I- I don't need it! I'm totally fine!" she hissed, her fist clenching. Ashlyn's hazel eyes went flat as she rolled them.
"Surrrreee, then why did you accept? If you want, we can just have him leave," Ashlyn suggested, her tone a mix of annoyance and tinged with sarcasm.
Ashlyn's expression softened slightly. "Look, Layla, if you're uncomfortable, we can stop this right now. But honestly, I think this could be good for you. Just relax and let it happen."
Layla hesitated, her mind racing with conflicting thoughts. She worried if her secret would spill with Goro here, or Ashlyn would eventually grow suspicious of their interactions. But the curiosity and excitement were undeniable, and part of her wanted to see where this would lead.
Aware of Ashlyn's illicit affair with Goro and her own link up with him, Layla understood where this would lead. "So, you don't think he's gonna..." Layla pointed out, her voice trailing off.
Ashlyn tilted her head. "He's gonna what?" she echoed curiously.
Layla rolled her eyes. "Try and fuck me??" she exclaimed, pretending to be scandalized.
Ashlyn's eyes widened with a mix of intrigue and amusement. "Hmm, I'm not sure... Perhaps you'll have to find out for yourself. Goro is very skilled. If he does try anything, just be a good girl and let it happen. I'm sure you'll enjoy it as much as I do."
"You naughty slut!" Layla screamed to herself as her cheeks flushed and her heart pounded at the thought.
Shaking her head, Layla took a deep breath and composed herself. "Alright, alright! Ugh, I can't believe I'm doing this! Let's go," she hyped herself as she proceeded to the kitchen. Ashlyn proudly grinned, certain that her dirty Japanese bull would try something with her best friend. The thought was so naughty, so taboo, she loved it. She could imagine Goro rocking Lalya's married pussy with that big cock of his. But little did she know, he already did.
They walked to the kitchen where Goro was already making himself comfortable, sipping on a glass of water. He looked up as the beautiful tall, women entered, his eyes gleaming with anticipation.
"Ready to get started?" Goro asked, his voice smooth and inviting.
"Yes, but why don't we get situated upstairs in my bedroom?" Ashlyn suggested with a mischievous glint in her eyes.
Goro raised an eyebrow, intrigued by the suggestion. "That sounds perfect!" he agreed, his voice laced with excitement.
"Your room??" Layla whispered, her expression anxious.
Ashlyn turned to her, offering a reassuring and playful smile. "Yes, my room. It's more private and comfortable. Trust me, Layla."
Layla hesitated for a moment, but the combination of Ahslyn's encouragement and her growing arousal won out. She nodded, taking a deep breath. "Alright, if you say so."
Ashlyn smiled delightfully as she went ahead to her room. "You two wait here for a moment, I need to clean up my room before we begin," she said, quickly climbing the stairs and disappearing, leaving Layla and Goro alone.
Meeting eyes, Goro offered a devious grin as he moved closer to his brunette queen. "What the fuck, Goro?! What are you doing here??" Layla exclaimed, her voice shocked and confused.
Goro's grin widened, his old eyes twinkling with mischief. "I couldn't resist the opportunity to fuck you and Ashlyn together," he replied bluntly, his voice low and seductive. "It's going to be an unforgettable night, don't you think?"
Layla's eyes widened by his brazen words. Her stomach churned, her mind swirling with conflicting emotions. "Huh?? My, God... Ashlyn doesn't even know about us yet. What are we going to do??" she whispered urgently, glancing toward the stairs.
Goro placed a finger gently on her lips, silencing her as he grabbed her ass and pulled her close. "Relax, Layla, relax... Everything will be fine. All will be revealed shortly. By the time things become clear to Ashlyn, she will love it," he whispered, his voice low and confident. "Heh, we'll all be too busy fucking to care!"
Layla's amber eyes narrowed as she pondered the idea of having a threesome, let alone with her best friend and a dirty old man who had them in his depraved grasp. The thought was both thrilling and nerve-wracking! However, she could feel the excitement building, mingling with her apprehension.
Before she could respond, Goro took her chin and tugged her face to his as he forced his lips against hers. Layla's initial shock quickly gave way to a whirlwind of emotions--confusion, excitement, and undeniable arousal. His kiss was commanding, filled with a hunger that left her breathless.
"Relax, Layla," Goro murmured against her soft lips, his voice a low whisper. "Just let go and allow me to do my thing. Trust, trust, I will take everything from here."
Layla's body relaxed as she came to terms with her situation. The thrill of the forbidden and the intensity of Goro's kiss caused her loins to clench as her pussy moistened. His right hand on her ass slipped under her jeans, groping and kneading her plush cheeks of hungry desire. Layla became lost in their kiss as they began to twirl tongues and grind against each other.
However, this moment was interrupted when the sudden echo was rapid footsteps from the stairs rang in their ears. The two quickly pulled away. Layla hastily adjusted her appearance, wiping the old man's saliva around her lips with her arm and adjusting her jeans while Goro remained unbothered, licking his lips of Layla's sweetness.
Ashlyn appeared at the foot of the stairs, her are sparkling with excitement. "All set. Come on up," she called out, completely unaware of the intimate moment she had interrupted.
Goro turned to Layla, flashing a knowing grin at her. "Ready??" he asked, his voice low and inviting.
Layla took a deep breath, nodding as she tried to steady her palpating heart. "Yeah, let's do this."
Goro allowed Layla up the stairs first. As she climbed the steps, his lecherous little eyes hungrily stared at her voluptuous ass, her jeans perfectly hugging her curves. Once in Ashlyn's room, they saw an open space in the carpet presumably where the session would take place.
"Alright, Goro. I'll allow you to set yourself up," Ashlyn said, gesturing to the open space. She had moved some of the furniture to the side, creating a cozy, intimate area for their session. "If you need anything else, just let me know. Layla and I will get ready."
Goro nodded, setting down his special bag, and arranged his oils and incense. However, the old man stopped Ashlyn and Layla before they departed for the bathroom. "Ashlyn, would you be so kind to help me set up?" he said, a gleam of mischief in his eyes.
Ashlyn raised an eyebrow but smiled. "Of course, Goro. Layla, you can start getting ready. I laid out towels on the counter. I'll join you shortly."
Layla slowly nodded, but before she proceeded she stopped and turned back to Ashlyn. "So... do I get out of all my clothes? Or..." she asked, her voice an unsure whisper; it was a rhetorical question given her past experience with Goro.
Ashlyn glanced at Goro, seemingly exchanging a knowing smile before turning back to her friend. "Of course. How else is he supposed to give you a proper massage?" she said, her tone reassuring and playful.
Layla's cheeks flushed, but she nodded again, feeling a mix of nervousness and anticipation. She headed into the bathroom, where she found towels neatly laid out on the counter. Taking a deep breath, she grabbed one and proceeded into the closet to change. She undressed, folding her clothes neatly before wrapping the towel around herself.
After tying her elegant brown hair into a loose bun, Layla took a moment to observe herself. Her amber eyes widened to see how short the towel was. It barely even covered her legs, leaving much of her body exposed. She shook her head, a knowing grin curled on her lips. "Tsk, you naughty slut..." she muttered, catching onto Ashlyn's scheming. It was more than certain that Ashlyn wanted Goro to seduce Layla.
As she left the closet, Layla caught the scent of lavender coming from the main room. Stepping closer to the room, she stopped in her tracks hearing the hushed voices and giggles of Ashlyn and Goro. Layla froze as she proceeded to pick up the subtle sound of lips smacking.
Layla stepped back as her eyes turned their attention to the mirrors. In the reflection, she saw Ashlyn and Goro further in the room. The two were deeply embraced with Ashlyn's back toward her, her silhouette accentuated by the ambient lighting, creating a surreal contrast against Goro's slender, aged frame. Their lips were locked in a passionate kiss. Layla's eyes angled down to see his old, bony hands grabbing at Ashlyn's curvy butt, squeezing and kneading her plush cheeks.
"Goro, stop. Layla will be back any second now," Ashlyn whispered urgently, though her voice carried a playful, teasing tone. She pulled back slightly, just enough to speak, her lips still brushing against Goro's, as if reluctant to fully part. The way she said Layla's name sent a jolt through her, a reminder that she was supposed to be intruding, not the one observing from the shadows.
As Layla continued to watch, her heart skipped spotting Goro's old, sharp eyes meeting hers through the mirror's reflection. Panic surged within her, and she insatiately held her breath, her cheeks flushed deeply as she was caught in her act of voyeurism. She was unsure how to react, her mind racing with conflicting emotions--part of her wanted to flee, while another urged her to stay rooted in place.
Goro, however, didn't miss a beat. His lips remained locked with Ashlyn's, but his gaze held Layla's with an almost predatory intensity. A knowing smirk curled at the corners of his mouth, a silent acknowledgment of her presence. The grip on AShlyn's ass tightened, his fingers sinking deeper into her soft flesh as if to both taunt and reassure Layla that he was fully aware of her secret observation.
Shaking her head to clear her thoughts, Layla took a deep breath and decided to make her presence known, interrupting Ashlyn and Goro's secret moment. "Hey, Ashlyn, do I just leave my clothes on the counter?" she called, raising her voice to ensure she was heard.
Ashlyn flinched, jerking slightly as she snapped back to reality, quickly pushing Goro away. "Uh, yeah! Just leave it on the counter, yeah," Ashlyn responded, regaining her composure.
Goro chuckled softly under his breath, his hands lingering for a moment longer before he stepped back, his eyes never leaving Layla's through the mirror.
Layla stepped back into the bedroom and immediately noticed the flushed expression on Ashlyn's face as she tried to maintain her composure. Ashlyn's eyes darted away, a slight tremor in her hands as she adjusted her hair, but Layla kept her expression perfectly oblivious, pretending not to notice the tension that hung in the air.
"All set," Layla said causally, her tone light and unaffected as if she hadn't just walked in on something intimate. "Although, this towel seems awfully small, don't you think?" she added, fully aware of why that is.
Ashlyn offered a reassuring smile with a hint of deliciousness curling at her lips. "Oh, that? It's important for the massage," she replied, her voice laced with a subtle innuendo. "You wouldn't want it to get in the way, would you?" she continued, her eyes locking with Layla's for a moment longer than necessary.
Rolling her alluring amber eyes Layla shrugged, playing along with the subtle game unfolding between them. With an affirming nod, Ashlyn hid a knowing smile before gracefully striding past her into the bathroom to get ready.
Left alone with Goro, Layla felt the room's atmosphere shift, the air thickened with unspoken tension. She could feel his gaze on her, lingering a moment longer than comfortable, and she met his eyes with a steady, yet curious glance.
"You're playing a dangerous game, Goro. Ugh, what's you're plan??" Layla whispered, her tone laced with urgency and a hint of frustration.
Goro chuckled softly, a mischievous grin spreading from ear to ear. "Hmm, I think you know exactly what I want," the old man replied, his voice dripping with suggestiveness, his eyes glinting with a conference that unnerved her.
Layla narrowed her eyes at him, her mind racing as she tried to piece together his intentions. Deep down she knew why he was here, but too reluctant to fully accept it. The implications of what he wanted, and how it might affect her relationship with Ashlyn, sent shivers down her spine. With a heavy sigh, she allowed herself a moment of vulnerability, her defenses wavering as the reality of the situation sank in.
Goro's grin only widened as he watched her struggle with her thoughts, the flicker of doubt and desire in her eyes not lost on him. "You're curious, aren't you? About what it would be like... all three of us together," he murmured, his voice low and almost hypnotic as he took a small step closer to her.
Layla's breath hitched, the words striking at the very heart of her secret thoughts. She wanted to deny it, to push him away, but the truth was, the idea had crossed her mind more than once, igniting a dangerous curiosity she had been trying to suppress. "Goro... this is crazy. I... I've never done anything like this before. And with my best friend??" she stammered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and anticipation.
Layla's heart pounded in her chest as she struggled to find the right words, the implications of what she was considering swirling in her mind. The lines between right and, friendship and desire, seemed to blur as she stood there, caught in the magnetic pull of something she wasn't sure she could resist.
Goro's eyes darkened with desire as he took her hips and pulled her toward him. Layla quietly squealed as her body pressed against his, the sudden proximity sending a jolt of electricity through her. Her breath sharpened, her heart racing as she nervously glanced behind, half-expecting Ashlyn to emerge from the bathroom at any moment. The tension was palpable, the air thick with the weight that was about to unfold.
"This is going to happen, Layla," Goro murmured his voice low and husky, filled with unspoken promise. His hands drifted behind her, sliding under her short towel and finding their way to her bare cheeks. The cool touch of his fingers contrasted with the heat radiating from her skin, making her shiver involuntarily.
Layla let out a soft gasp as his firm fingers sank into her flesh, kindling her lust with every squeeze. The sensation was intoxicating as the memories of her erotic coupling with him rushed over her. She found herself leaning into his touch, craving more.
Goro tilted his head towards hers, closing the gap, and capturing her lips with his own. Layla's eyes widened as his tongue swiftly slipped past her lips, eagerly exploring her mouth with a commanding authority that left no room for hesitation. The kiss was intense, filled with a hunger that both thrilled and unnerved her.
For the briefest of moments, Layla tensed, her body instinctively resisting the sudden intimacy. But as Goro's hands continued to knead her flesh and his tongue danced with hers, she felt herself slowly surrendering to the sensations overwhelming her. Her initial reluctance melted away, replaced by a growing desire that she could no longer deny.



Her amber eyes fluttered, fading half-opened as the kiss depended, but she couldn't completely let go. A sliver of her consciousness remained on high alert, her gaze occasionally flicking toward the bathroom, maintaining a vigilant watch for Ashlyn's return. The possibility of getting caught only seemed to heighten the intensity of the moment, sending a thrill of adrenaline coursing through her veins.
Goro's grip tightened on her cheeks, pulling her closer, pressing their bodies together until she could feel the heat of him through the thin towel. Her nostrils flared feeling his fingers venture past her ass, closer to her heat. Layla moaned between his lips as her pussy grew wet with arousal. Every nerve in her body was alive with sensation, her skin tingling where his fingers were. The kiss became a battle of wills, Layla's initial hesitation giving way to an eager response, her lips moving against his with increasing fervor.
As much as she was reveling in the lustful moment, her ears suddenly perked up at the faint creak of the closet door within the bathroom. The sound sent a jolt of urgency through her, snapping her back to reality. With a surge of panic, Layla hastily shoved Goro away just had Ashlyn did, her hands trembling as she wiped their mixed saliva from around her mouth, desperately trying to compose herself.
Goro chuckled, his amusement evident in the glint in his aged eyes, though a flicker of annoyance crossed his face. He was clearly displeased that their shared moment had been cut short, however, he let it go, a sly smile tugging at the corners of his lips. He knew there would be more opportunities soon enough, and the anticipation of what was to come kept his irritation at bay.
A moment later, Ashlyn emerged from the bathroom, stepping into the dimly lit room with an air of casual confidence. Her dark, curly hair was put into a neat bun and she was wrapped in a towel identical to Layla's, its short length tastefully revealing the soft swell of her cleavage and the accentuated curves of her long, sexy legs. The fabric clung to her in all the right places, leaving just enough to the imagination, yet hinting at the sensuality that lay beneath.
Ashlyn's hazel eyes flicked between Goro and Layla, her expression unreadable as she assessed the situation. "Sorry for the wait. Is everything okay? Are you two getting along?" she asked her voice light but with an undertone of curiosity and mischief, as if she sensed the lingering tension in the room but wasn't quite sure what had caused it.
Layla managed a quick, composed smile, her heart still racing from the near-miss. "Yeah, everything is fine. I was just getting to know Go-, erh, Mr. Tanaka," she replied, her voice steady, betraying none of the nerves simmering beneath the surface, but the slight stumble on his name didn't go unnoticed.
Ashlyn raised an eyebrow, a faint, curious smile playing on her lips. "Mr. Tanaka, huh?" she teased lightly, her tone laced with a hint of amusement. "He does have a way of making an impression."
Goro laughed softly, his eyes glinting with a mix of amusement and mischief. "Hai, hai, I do try," he responded smoothly, his gaze flicking between the two attractive women. There was an unspoken tension in the air, a subtle current of understanding that passed between him and Layla, though it remained just beneath the surface.
Ashlyn seemed to take it all in stride, her expression warm and welcoming. "Well, I'm sure we'll all get along just fine," she said, moving closer to Layla, her hand brushing against her arm in a gesture of reassurance. "Ready for that massage? Trust me, it's to die for." Layla's heart thumped in her chest as Ashlyn flashed her a playful wink, knowing that the path she was now on was set in stone.
Goro grinned with delight, his cock swelling with anticipation and excitement underneath the fabric of his white therapist trousers. He maintained a calm demeanor, though the thrill of what was to come was palpable in his gaze. With a smooth, practiced gesture, he motioned for married women to lie on the neatly placed mats on the carpeted floor.
Turning to each other, Ashlyn and Layla exchanged a brief, reassuring nod before lowering themselves onto the soft mats, their bodies aligning closely side by side with just enough room for Goro to maneuver between them.
"Please, lie on your stomachs for me," Goro instructed, his voice warm yet authoritative. There was an underlying command in his tone, a subtle promise that he knew exactly how to guide them into the experience they were both secretly craving.
As they compiled, Goro retrieved some smaller towels from his bag. He first gently rested one over Layla's head. The unexpected sensation of darkness heightened her senses, making every sound and every touch feel more intense. Her heart began to race, the anticipation building within her at this new element of mystery.
With Layla's vision blocked, a charged silence filled the room. Ashlyn and Goro's eyes met, locking in a shared understanding that went beyond words. They exchanged knowing, aroused smirks, anticipation simmering in the air between them. Ashlyn couldn't help but feel a rush of thrill unaware of how her Japanese lover's devious scheme was to unfold, however, she was eager to be a part of it, to ride the wave of tension and desire that was building in the room.
With an affirming nod, Goro moved forward and gently rested the towel over Ashlyn's head, As her vision was slowly sheathed in darkness, she stole one last glance at her best friend peacefully lying beside her. A small, almost imperceptible smile tugged at the corner of Ashlyn's lips as she let herself sink into the moment, her excitement tinged with a touch of fondness for the shared experience they were about to embark on.
With Ashlyn and Layla laid out before him, Goro reached over and tugged at the knots of their towels, unfolding them from their bodies to reveal their perfect nude backsides. The old man couldn't help but admire their exquisite forms. Ashlyn's smooth, light caramel skin was delectable, its rich tones contrasted beautifully with Layla's warm, light skin which seemed to glow in the dim light of the room.
His hungry old eyes trekked up and down the curves of their bodies, drinking up the sight of their exposed flesh. He marveled at their sexy, toned figures, each perfectly shaped to his discerning tastes. Goro had a thing for tall women, drawn by their statuesque presence and the way their long legs seemed to go on forever. His gaze lingered on the smooth, graceful lines of their limbs, admiring the way their muscles subtly defined their elegant forms.
There was something undeniably alluring about the combination of strength and femininity in their tall frames. The sight of their long, slender legs, tapering into firm, rounder hips sent a surge of desire through hips, stirring a hunger that had only grown with age. And there was nothing he craved more than the feeling of a woman's strong, long legs around his waist as he pounds her to oblivion. The thought alone made his blood boil with lust.
He tugged at his crotch, adjusting his stiff cock uncomfortably straining against the fabric of his underwear. Refocusing on the task at hand, he grabbed a bottle of massage oil and quickly began to pour it onto his palm. The cool liquid warmed between his hands, and without wasting time, he let it drip onto Ashlyn's back. His hands moved in smooth, practiced strokes, spreading the oil across her skin, feeling her body relax under his touch.
Goro's old, firm hands moved with deliberate care, his fingers gliding over Ashlyn's oil skin in slow, rhythmic motions. The scent of oil filled the room as he worked, his touch firm yet gentle, coaxing the tension from her muscles. Ashlyn let out a soft sigh, her body surrendering to the familiar sensations of his warm hands seeping into her flesh.
Once he was satisfied with Ashlyn's state of relaxation, Goro turned his attention to Layla. He poured a fresh stream of oil into her back, watching as it trickled down the curve of her spine. His hands followed, pressing into her muscles with practiced expertise. Layla stiffened momentarily at the contact, acutely aware of how exposed she was. The feel of his hands on her bare skin sent a ripple of conflicting emotions through her--nervousness, arousal, and the sharp edge of vulnerability.
She struggled to maintain her composure, trying not to react too much to Goro's touch. Her mind raced with the fear that any sign of calmness might betray her, revealing just how familiar she was with Goro to Ashlyn. She knew she had to play coy, to keep up the facade that this was just professional treatment, nothing more. But with each stroke, Goro's hands seemed to know exactly where to touch, teasing out her most sensitive spots, making it increasingly difficult to hide her true feelings.
Layla's breath grew shallow as Goro's hands moved lower, his fingers pressing against the small of her back, then kneading her hips. Her body betrayed her with every subtle shift, the slighted arch of her back or the softest moan threatened to give way. She bit her lip, trying to stifle the sounds that she wanted to escape, desperately clinging to the pretense that she was unaffected.
A wave of relief washed over her knowing that Ashlyn couldn't see the flush creeping up her neck or the way her body was responding to Goro's touch. The towel offered her a small measure of protection, a barrier behind which she could hide her conflicting emotions.
Goro continued to work his hands over Layla's hourglass hips, feeling the tension in her muscles gradually give way under his expert touch. He moved down to her legs, taking his time as he massaged her long, slender limbs. His fingers kneaded the taut muscles of her calves, then moved up to her thighs, applying just the right amount of pressure to coax a deeper relaxation from her. Layla's breath hitched as he worked, her mind caught between the soothing rhythm of his hands and the rising heat within her core.
Layla groaned in disappointment feeling Goro turn his attention to Ashlyn. She listened as he gave her best friend the same treatment he did for her. Goro's hands glided over the smooth, caramel skin of her legs. He mirrored the same technique, methodically working from her calves to her thighs, relishing the way her body responded to his touch. Ashlyn's muscles slowly unwound under his ministrations, her breathing becoming deeper and more even as she relaxed into the mat.
Once he had both women in a state of deep relaxation, Goro allowed himself a small smile of satisfaction. Deciding to commence on the next phase in his lustful scheme, the old man moved with quiet efficiency, quickly undressing. The rustle of fabric was barely audible in the dim room. Once free of his clothing, his throbbing endowment sprang to life as he observed the nude women lying before him. Goro hungrily licked his lips eyeing their enticing boobs pressed against. He felt his cock twitch with anticipation, eager to be enveloped by their tight, wet pussies.
Positioning himself over Ashlyn's legs, he kneeled just above her thighs. His hands moved to her lower back, gliding down to her hips before settling on her plush, round buttocks. With a playful grin, Goro began to grope and knead Ashlyn's cheeks. He spread them apart, exposing her sweet married pussy to him. He smirked seeing her dripping with anticipation. Ashlyn let out a soft, pleased moan as he continued to message her. He squeezed her right cheek and playfully stretched it to the side before releasing it, causing it to jiggle erotically back in place, eliciting an amused, hushed giggle from her. Goro continued to massage her, the sensation of his bony yet finger hands nearing her sensitive parts sent waves of teasing pleasure through her body.
Layla, lying beside them with her vision obscured, listened intently. The subtle sounds of Goro's hands working over Ashlym's body, combined with Ashlyn's occasional moans, filled her with a mix of emotions. She could feel the heat rising in her own body as she imagined what was happening just inches away. She bit her lips knowing that the old man was definitely doing something naughty with her friend.
Layla's breath sharpened as she heard Ashlyn's moans grow slightly louder, more urgent. Her mind raced at her friend's sounds of pleasure; it was certain the old bastard was doing more than "massaging" Ashlyn. The tension in the air was thick, and the sound of subtle movements against the mat and heavy breathing made it clear what was happening. The thought of listening to something so sensual and naughty just next to her made her arousal spike.
Goro, fully aware that Layla was listening, took his time with Ashlyn. His fingers moved skillfully, exploring every inch of her butt as he teased her relentlessly. Carefully, he slipped his right hand between the tight space of her inner thighs and pressed two fingers against her wetness, eliciting a deep moan from Ashlyn's lips. He then dipped his fingers into her warm depths and began to finger her with a deliberate, steady rhythm. Ashlyn gasped, her body responding eager to his touch, her hips pressing back against his hand.
The sounds of Ashlyn's growing pleasure filled Layla's ears, every moan and gasp heightening her curiosity and itching arousal. She knew she should remain composed, but the sensual energy in the room was potent. The thought of Goro's hands-on Ashlyn's intimate places, combined with the knowledge that she could be next, made her thighs clench and her pussy grow wet.
Goro, feeling Ashlyn's wet walls clench around his fingers with lustful desire, decided to take things further. With a quiet, deliberate motion, he slipped his digits from her slit and positioned himself closer, his cock swelling with arousal as he sandwiched it between her cheeks. The sensation of her soft, oily flesh around his manhood sent a shiver of pleasure through his body.
Ashlyn's body jolted at the sudden, intimate contact, her hazel eyes widening in surprise. Instinctively, she reached up and removed the towel from her head, needing to see Goro as he hovered above her, his skinny, aged frame in stark contrast to her more shapely, curvy one. Their eyes met, and for a moment, they simply stared at one another, the room filled with heavy breathing sounds. The old man's lips curled into a devious grin as he slowly brought his hand to his face, his fingers glistening with her juices. Without breaking eye contact, he sucked his fingers clean, savoring the taste with deliberate slowness.
Ashlyn's eyes gleamed with a mix of shock and amusement, her breath catching in her throat as she watched him eagerly lap up her sweet nectar. The sight of Goro enjoying her so openly, so unabashedly, made her bite her lip, trying to suppress the moan threatening to escape.
Layla, lying beside them and still blindfolded, heard the silent commotion and felt a surge of concern mixed with her growing arousal. "Ashlyn, are you alright?" she asked, her voice tinged with worry and the thrill of the unknown while still carrying a feigned tone. Her inability to see and the sounds she was hearing made her pulse quicken.
Ashlyn's attention flicked over to Layla, noting the concern in her voice, and assuming her friend was still oblivious to what was truly happening. For a brief moment, she considered how much Layla might actually know or suspect given she already knew of her affair with Goro, but the heat of her lover's cock against her quickly drew her focus back. "I'm fine," she replied, her voice breathy but reassuring, trying to maintain a sense of calm even as her body betrayed her excitement.
As she spoke, Goro bent down, resting his smaller frame against her, filling the space of the curve of her back. He began to grind his hips slowly, the feeling of his cock sliding between Ashlyn's cheeks sending jolts of pleasure through both of them. Ashlyn's breath quickened as she felt the warmth of his body against her, the oil on her skin spreading onto his own, allowing him to move more easily.
Their eyes locked and they immersed themselves in their sensually intimate moment. Without a word, he leaned down, capturing her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. Ashlyn responded eagerly, her mouth moving against his. As their tongues danced, exploring and tasting, each kiss growing deeper and more urgent, their eyes briefly glanced at Layla, who remained blindfolded, "blissfully" unaware of the full extent of what was happening beside her. However, her subtle movements betrayed her--her hips squirmed slightly as if she was uncomfortable or strained, but there was something else too.
Ashlyn and Goro exchanged a quick, knowing look in the midst of their kiss, realizing despite her blindness, Layla was clearly affected by the charged atmosphere. The sight of her shifting uneasily as if trying to resist the building tension within her intensified their own passion.
Goro snaked his left hand under Ashlyn's bucking hips, resting his fingers on her clit, teasingly rubbing it before dipping them inside. Ashlyn gasped from the jolting sensations washing over her, however, Goro's lips kept her slightly for the most part. The caramel goddess moaned and writhed beneath him, her ass pushing back into his grinding cock as his old fingers sleuthed in and out of her wet pussy.
Meanwhile, Layla lay there, suffering in silence as she listened to their smacking lips, their bodies subtly grinding against one another, and Ashlyn's sultry moans of pleasure. Her slit leaked profusely onto the mat below as her arousal levels became too much to bear. Layla quietly mewled and bit her lip under the towel as her loins clenched and her hips wiggled, itching to have what her best friend was having.
Goro continued to pleasure Ashlyn with his fingers. She moaned heavily, seemingly forgetting that Layla was beside them. Her body seared with burning pleasure as he prodded and curled his digits into her most sensitive areas. Her breathing grew heavier and ragged as she drew closer to the edge of her orgasm. Goro, feeling her inner walls begin to constrict around him deduced that she was on the verge of her climax. He intensified his efforts, causing her to writhe and arch against him.
With a final, well-placed prod of his fingers, Ashlyn's eyes rolled back as her body convulsed violently. Feeling a guttural scream of pleasure on the verge of escaping her lips, Goro broke their kiss and hastily covered her mouth with his free hand, silencing her. Her muffled cries were barely contained as her climax surged through her, her body bucking wildly beneath Goro's control. The old man held his lover down, his grip unyielding as her legs kicked up from the mat. "Shhhh," he whispered into her ear as her hot, wet walls, contracted tightly around Goro's fingers, slathering his hand with her creamy goodness. He wanted to keep the moment between them, a secret shared even in the presence of Layla.
Goro watched Ashlyn with a mix of satisfaction and lust, taking in the sight of her completely at his mercy, her body quivering beneath him as she rode out the final waves of her orgasm. The power he held over her was intoxicating, and the knowledge that Layla was just inches away, likely listening to every muted moan and gasp, only added to the thrill.
As Ashlyn's climax finally subsided, her body slumped against the mat in exhaustion, Goro slowly removed his hand from her mouth, allowing her to catch her breath. The old man leaned in close, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, "Good girl... you took that so well, my pretty slut." His voice was filled with a dark satisfaction that promised more to come.
Ashlyn could only nod weakly, her body still recovering from the powerful release, her mind spinning from the thrill of what had just happened. Goro slowly unsheathed his fingers from her quaking slit his touch lingering for just a moment longer causing her to quiver involuntarily, her creamy essence glistened on his fingers.



But as much as he enjoyed Ashlyn's post-orgasm haze, Goro's hungry gaze turned to Layla. Even with her blindfolded securely in place, it was clear that she was anything but unaware of what had just transpired beside her.
Layla's subtle movements had evolved into something more intense, more desperate. Her hips twisted against the mat, making small frantic circles as she tried to relieve the overwhelming need that had been building inside her. Her fists clenched tightly, the tension in her body evident as she struggled to maintain her composure.
Goro's lips curled into a devious smile as he watched her. He knew that now was the time to commence the final part of his plan to bring everything together. He lifted himself from Ashlyn. A low groan left his lips feeling the discomfort of his aching cock, swollen with need. The noticeable pool of precum collected in the small of Ashlyn's back was a testament to his restraint thus far, but now, he was done waiting.
Sharing a knowing glance with Ashlyn, Goro proceeded to Layla unassumingly lying beside them. He licked his lips eying up her oiled-up body. Everything from her soft curves and long legs had the old man's cock twitching with need. He kneeled over her, his throbbing member hovering over her plush ass.
Ashlyn watched with nervous anticipation, believing that her lover was about to massage her best friend and eventually seduce her. However, what she saw left her baffled and at a loss for words. She watched as Goro reached towards Layla's butt and sank his fingers into her soft flesh with casual finesse, causing Ashlyn's lips to part as her mind struggled to comprehend what was happening.
Her heart raced as she heard a faint moan from Layla as Goro groped and kneaded her cheeks. Ashlyn's throat became dry as her lover continued his salacious touching of her best friend. A devious grin tugged at Goro's lips as he began to pinch Layla's butt playfully and spread her curvy mounds to reveal her soaking wet pussy.
Goro's grin widened further into that mischievous smile Ashlyn had grown accustomed to as he caught her wide-eyed stare. Her stomach fluttered, the shock evident as she continued to watch him openly explore Layla. For a moment, Ashlyn believed this was all part of the seduction, the way Goro always knew how to ease women into submission. But something about Layla's response, or rather, her lack of resistance, didn't sit right. Ashlyn expected her keen friend to protest or at least show some hesitation, instead she continued to let out soft, inviting moans.
Ashlyn's mind swirled. This wasn't how she imagined how things would go down. Although unspoken, she and Goro had concluded that Layla would be coaxed slowly, seduced with skillful touches, until she melted into his salacious hold. Yet, what she was witnessing was far more than mere seduction. It was as though Layla had been waiting for this moment, anticipating his touch rather than shying away from it.
Ashlyn's heart skipped a beat hearing Layla murmur, "Goro..." as he dipped his thumbs dangerously close to her hot core. Ashlyn went into denial, believing she must have misheard her. However, her denial was quickly rebutted by hearing Layla utter, "Goro..." once again.
Her body remained frozen with shock as she struggled to comprehend what was happening. Layla would never allow someone she barely knew to touch her, grope her, and knead her in such intimate ways. Ashlyn's pulse quickened as she contemplated the possibility that Layla and Goro had somehow been acquainted with each other beforehand. It was simply outlandish, out of character of her best friend to do such a thing.
Ashlyn had lingering doubts that this may have been plausible since Layla displayed subtle interest when she offered to share Goro with her. But Ashlyn was too lost in her whirlwind of thoughts to give it any real consideration. She never thought that Layla would ever dip into doing something so depraved as she had.
Sensually spreading Layla's plush cheeks further, Goro bent down, sandwiching his throbbing cock between her oily mounds. Ashlyn audibly gasped as she expected his advances to draw the line for Layla. However, her friend remained still, seemingly groaning in delight as the old man began to thrust himself back and forth slowly, making Layla's moans more apparent.
Goro let out a low, satisfied groan as his cock slid effortlessly between Layla's ass. He flicked his beady eyes, dark with desire, to Ashlyn and shared a knowing grin as he drew his hips further back, delving his cock between Layla's legs. He sensed the pure shock and underlying arousal simmering within her. He savored the dumbstruck expression painted on her alluring face.
The old bastard reveled in the power he held over these two stunning women. He had them practically wrapped around his finger, and he was going to make the most of it tonight. Grabbing the base of his cock, he pressed himself against Layla's moist folds, eliciting a heavier moan from her lips.
Layla's mind raced at the audacity of Goro's actions. She had assumed he would take things slower, more subtle, perhaps drawing things out with a quiet flirtation, testing the boundaries in a way that would allow her to convince herself that this wasn't real--just a playful game. But no, the old man was going straight for what he wanted. Her heart pounded in her chest trying to keep her jagged breathing under control and her sultry gasps silenced. The last thing she wanted to do was alert Ashlyn, however, little did she know, that her best friend was fully aware and witnessing the whole altercation before her.
Layla placed her left hand against Goro's hip attempting to make him slow down, but the old man remained undeterred. He lurched forward, pressing his bulbous cockhead into her quivering slit. "Goro... ah... what are you doing??" Layla urgently uttered her voice barely a whisper.
Goro didn't respond, pushing ever so deeper into Layla. Then, with one final movement, he slipped himself past her folds. Layla gasped as her amber eyes widened with pleasure and surprise. His manhood drove deep, her body responding to him lustfully. The reminder of what Goro felt like inside her caused her mind to melt reveling, in the satisfying sensations coursing through her body.
Bending his old, skinny body over hers, Goro rested his hands next to her sides and began to thrust into her, his hips rolling into her plump, oily ass with skillful precision. Layla writhed beneath him, reacting to his vigorous movements. She gasped and moaned, her mind swirling at his bold audacity. The soft sounds of their flesh slapping together rang through the dim room.
Layla felt her blood racing with apprehension and arousal as he continued to fuck her prone. The symphony of their passion had to be unmistakable to Ashlyn by now, it was a surprise she hadn't said anything yet.
Meanwhile, Ashlyn, lying beside them, watched with utter shock, her mouth agape at the scene before her. The sounds of their flesh slapping together, Layla's moans, and Goro's deliberate, unhurried thrusts made her heart pound in her chest. She blinked, unable to tear her eyes away from the sight of her lover fucking her best friend.
It was surreal, the way Layla moved so eagerly against him, her body betraying every ounce of guilt with each moan that escaped her lips. Ashlyn's stomach fluttered, trying to make sense of it all. This wasn't just a casual encounter--this was something more, something deeper. Layla had to cross a line that Ashlyn didn't know existed between them, and the realization sent a sharp pang of betrayal and arousal through her.
Ashlyn's heart skipped a beat as Goro turned his attention to her, his dark, aged eyes burning with lust locking with hers. A knowing grin curled on his lips as he kept driving his cock into Layla, the sexy brunette writhing beneath him. At that very moment, Ashlyn finally understood the deeper meaning behind all of this, the weight of it crashing down on her with brutal clarity. Her denial, all the justifications and excuses she'd been clinging to, washed away instantly, leaving her with the cold, hard truth.
The scene before her was undeniably erotic. The way Layla's body responded to Goro, the soft moans escaping her lips, the rhythmic smacking of their flesh--all of it ignited a fire in Ashlyn that she hadn't expected. Watching her closest friend, someone she'd known for years, experience her secret, elderly lover in such an intimate way stirred something deep inside her. A wave of arousal coursed through her body, as she could feel the heat building between her legs.
This wasn't how Ashlyn imagined it going. She had intended for Goro to take his time, to tease Layla and coax her into letting go of her inhibitions. She had pictured a slower, more sensual seduction--one that would give Layla the space to acclimate to the idea of indulging in the taboo pleasures she had grown hooked on. But Goro, with his undeniable boldness, had moved faster than expected, plunging into Layla with an intensity that left little room for hesitation.
Ashlyn's pulse quickened as her thighs clenched together. The way things had escalated should have felt out of her grasp. She watched, breathlessly, as Layla moaned louder, her body surrendering to Goro's unrelenting thrusting. Ashlyn had imagined Layla eventually giving in--but this, this raw abandon, was more than she had ever expected.
As much as things deviated from what she thought was a devious scheme, Ashlyn found herself to be the one drawn into the very game she had planned. She had imagined herself as the orchestrator, the one in control of how the night would unfold. But now, watching Goro claim Layla so boldly, and feeling the itching heat between her own legs, Ashlyn realized she was no longer pulling the strings.
Goro watched Ashlyn slowly roll onto her side, positioning herself to watch them more comfortably. Based on her shocked yet curious expression, he knew she had discovered the secret he and Layla had been keeping from her. He could see it in her wide eyes and how her lips parted slightly as realization dawned on her. But what pleased him most was that, instead of anger or betrayal, her gaze had intrigue and arousal.
He had anticipated this moment, knowing that it was only a matter of time before Ashlyn put the pieces together. He was pleased that the illicit truth not only shocked her but also excited her. The tension between them was palpable now, and the knowledge that she was aware of his previous encounter with Layla at some point only heightened the thrill for him.
A satisfied grin curled on Goro's lips as he continued to thrust deep into Layla, his eyes never leaving Ashlyn's. He carefully watched her, gauging her reactions, taking pleasure in the fact that she was pulling away or stopping him.
As if taunting Ashlyn, he lowered himself to Layla, slowly removing the towel that had blocked her vision. Layla's fetching amber eyes fluttered open, the dim light casting a soft glow across her face as the black veil was lifted. But before she could fully process her surroundings, before her gaze could shift toward Ashlyn's, Goro took her chin in his hand, gently but firmly, directing her attention back to him. With a subtle turn of her head, he ensured that Layla's focus was entirely on him.
Then, without warning, the old man swiftly latched his lips with hers, his kiss rough and possessive. Layla gasped softly against his mouth as his tongue slipped past her lips, tangling with hers. Goro's thrusting grew stronger, and more vigorous as his eyes flicked toward Ashlyn. The kiss deepened, his hand sliding from Layla's chin to the back of her neck as he pistoned deeper into her, claiming her fully. Layla melted into him, her body arching beneath his as she returned the kiss eagerly, blissfully unaware Ashlyn was witnessing the whole thing next to her.
Ashlyn's breath sharpened witnessing how rough and unapologetic Goro was with her friend. The way they moved together with such fluidity and lust only cemented their previous affair. "Fuck... Goro... What the hell are you doing? Ashlyn is right there..." Layla muttered softly as they broke their kiss, her voice breathy and aroused.
Goro grinned deviously, his eyes gleaming with mischief as he glanced over at Ashlyn again, who was watching with sharp, heavy breaths. "Oh, I know she's there," he amusingly murmured. His hand slid down Layla's body, tracing her curves possessively. "I think she likes watching you... don't you, Ashlyn?" His words hung in the air as he locked his gaze with Ashlyn's, the challenge in his tone was unmistakable.
It took a few moments for Layla to realize what he said. She tilted her head slightly, following his gaze. Then, as if hitting her like a brick wall, she twisted her head around to see Ashlyn watching them with wide eyes. "Oh my god! Ashlyn!" Layla's voice was a breathy mix of surprise and embarrassment, her face flushing crimson. She shifted beneath Goro, her body torn between the desire still coursing through her and the sudden rush of awareness that her best friend had been watching the entire time.
Ashlyn, however, didn't move. Her chest rose and fell in shallow, quick breaths, but her eyes remained locked on Layla, heat rising in her cheeks. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension. Then, slowly coming to her senses, Ashlyn swallowed hard and gasped, the sound breaking the heavy silence in the room.
"Layla... wha- what the hell??" Ashlyn spoke, her voice shaky and full of disbelief. "When did all this happen??"
Layla's throat got dry, her mind racing as she struggled to come up with an explanation. "What? I- I don't know what you are talking about, Ashlyn," she responded, her tone unsure and nervous.
Ashlyn raised herself from the mat, sitting on her side, her fists clenching as her mind swirled with a flurry of strange feelings. "Oh, please. You know exactly what I mean," she shot back, her voice rising.
Layla's heart pounded as she struggled with her thoughts. Goro remained inside her, slowly sleuthing himself in and out of her, making it hard to focus on Ashlyn. "Ashlyn... I..." she trailed off, searching for the right words, but nothing felt right. Her throat tightened, and she glanced nervously between Goro and Ashlyn. She winced feeling the old man continuing to thrust his cock deep into her. "Augh... Goro, please... I'm trying to focus," she said, her voice firm but thick with lust.
Ashlyn's eyes narrowed as she processed the situation, she let out a heavy sigh. "So, it's true then? You saw each other behind my back?" Her shoulders slumped slightly, her frustration shifting into disappointment more than anger. She shook her head, inhaling deeply as she ran her hand through her curly locks.
"Ah... Fuck... Goro, st- stop... Augh... Dammit..." Layla gasped, her breath hitching as she tried, and failed, to stop Goro's slow, deliberate thrusts. Her hand against his waist was weak, betraying her conflicting emotions. Part of her was consumed by the pleasure coursing through her body, while the other part felt the weight of Ashlyn's disappointment.
Ashlyn shook her head again, letting out another deep sigh. "You should have told me, Layla," she said, her tone softer now, more resigned than angry. "Remember what I said about sharing him? You didn't have to hide it from me." Her gaze flicked between Goro and Layla, there was no denying what was happening now.
Layla's breathy moans filled the room as Goro continued his deliberate movements into her, his grin widening as he sensed Ashlyn's shift. Layla bit her lip, her body trembling beneath Goro's firm grip. "I'm sorry..." she whispered between gasps. "I... I wanted to do this on my own... Oh... mhm... without telling you..."
Ashlyn's brows furrowed, her disappointment giving way to curiosity as she leaned in closer, trying to make sense of her words. "What? Why would you do that? You know you could trust me," she said, her lips curling into an assuring smile.
Layla's eyes fluttered shut, her body still writhing against Goro, making it hard to summon the right words to say. Her chest heaved with heavy breaths, her gaze flicking toward Ashlyn. "I don't know... I uh... Just wanted to... ah, Goro, please, slow down... I wanted to do it without... without your influence. I needed to know what it felt like for me."
Ashlyn's expression softened as she processed Layla's confession. She kind of expected that of her. Layla had always been the one to take things on her own terms, never needing anyone's approval. A proud grin formed on Ashlyn's lips as a wave of admiration washed over her--there was something about Layla's boldness, her decision to act on her desires independently, struck a chord. Ashlyn couldn't help but feel a sense of pride about her friend's depraved agency.
"Hmm, you dirty little slut," Ashlyn said, her voice low and playful, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Going behind my back to fuck my lover." She leaned closer, her tone laced with amusement as her fingers traced a slow path down Layla's arm.
Layla's breath hitched at Ashlyn's words, both embarrassed and excited by the acknowledgment. Goro, his smug smirk widening, kept his steady rhythm, clearly pleased with all the puzzle pieces falling into place.
Layla heaved a sigh of relief sensing Ashlyn's acceptance of the situation. "So, you're not mad?" she asked, her voice trembling from the pleasure Goro's cock steadily gave her.
Ashlyn chuckled and shook her head, her earlier frustration fully dissolving into playful warmth. "No, I'm not mad, Layla," she smirked. "I just wished you would have told me. Fuck... It makes me so aroused that you fucked Goro without telling me. I really want to know how that went down," she murmured, her voice laced with intrigue, as she let her mind wander, picturing the encounter.
Layla giggled, biting her lip as another soft moan escaped her. "Ah... that's a story for another time, Ashlyn," she teased, her voice breathy but filled with playfulness. "For now... ah... I think I have more... important things to focus on."
Ashlyn's grin widened, her fingers brushing across Layla's arm, her body edging closer to the heated moment unfolding before her. "You're right," she murmured, the air between them charged with anticipation.
Goro, sensing the tension between the two women eased into something more playful; grinned deviously as he ceased his thrusting into Layla and unsheathed his cock from her tight pussy. Standing to his feet, the old Japanese man confidently braced his hands on his bony hips, his cock stood erect, casting an erotic shadow over the fetching wives.
"I couldn't agree more, ladies," Goro murmured, his voice thick with lust as he stepped between them. Ashlyn and Layla looked up toward him, eyes wide with anticipation as they locked their gaze onto his throbbing cock. "Now that we all come to proper understanding," he continued, his grin widening, "it's time to get to the fun stuff, shall we?"
Goro stepped forward, teasing lurching his hips forward, tantalizingly waving his cock in front of Ashlyn and Layla. Their pulses quickened as they both realized what he wanted, the unspoken demand hanging in the air. The heat between them intensified as they turned to each other, their eyes locking in a moment of mutual understanding. Without speaking, they gave each other affirming nods, silently agreeing to succumb to this old man's desires.
With a shared sense of anticipation, Ashlyn and Layla moved themselves from the mats and inched closer to Goro. They kneeled before him, their hypnotizing eyes flicking up to meet his as they positioned themselves at his feet. The pair of attractive women bit their lips submitting to this elderly, foreign man who had dragged them into a life of lustful depravity.



Goro grinned down at them, with Layla to his left and Ashlyn to his right. His cock standing erect before their faces, they could feel his heat radiating off his manhood, his precum leaking with anticipation from his cavernous slit. Ashlyn reached out first, her right hand wrapping around his veiny shaft still wet with Layla's juices with confidence, Layla mirrored her movements, her fingers grazing Ashlyn's as they both gripped him. Their eyes met briefly, sharing a wordless understanding before turning their full attention to the task at hand.
Slowly, they leaned forward in unison, their lush lips brushing against his heated flesh, their tongues flicking around his cockhead to taste him. Goro groaned, his aged hands resting on the backs of their heads, guiding them as they worked together, their movements synchronized. Ashlyn's mouth enveloped him first, taking him in as Layla's lips trailed along his shaft, kissing and licking with teasing precision.
Ashlyn moaned softly as her taste buds were flooded with Goro's musk and her best friend's juices that clung to him. Her pussy grew wet experiencing something so intimate and naughty with Layla. A wave of thrill shot up her spine at her taboo situation. Here she was, sucking her elderly Japanese masseur with her closest friend, cheating on their husbands. Ashlyn's heart raced at how surreal everything felt.
"Ohhh, yes... Suburashi..." Goro unfettered, his Japanese accent thick with satisfaction and desire. "That's it, my sexy little things... Keep going..."
Goro's breathing became ragged and heavy as he steadied his buckling legs from the sheer pleasure coursing through him. He watched as Ashlyn, his caramel goddess took his cock deeper into her warm, inviting mouth, her movements fluid and confident.
Layla, not wanting to be outdone, placed her soft lips against the side of his throbbing shaft, gliding up and down in perfect rhythm with Ashlyn. Her tongue teased and traced his juicy cock, tasting the remnants of her womanly fluids.
"Ohhh... Yes... Kimochi..." Goro moaned, his head tilting back, eyes rolling as the overwhelming sensations took hold of him. Ashlyn and Layla's mouths worked him with deliberate precision, their tongues and lips tasting, their moans vibrating against him in a way that made him shudder with pleasure.
The two women glanced up at him, their lips wrapped around his cock, eyes gleaming with mischief as they continued their synchronized sensual assault. They moaned softly as they moved, their combined efforts making Goro's body swell with even more heat and arousal.
Plucking their lips from his manhood, Ashlyn and Layla flashed Goro knowing, teasing grins as they wrapped their hands around him. Slowly, they began stroking him in perfect unison, teasing him with each deliberate touch. Ashlyn leaned closer, her voice dripping with lust, "How's that, Goro? Do you like having two girls sucking your cock?"
Goro's breath hitched, his old legs trembling slightly as the sight of the two women working him sent potent jolts of pleasure through his body. Layla, joining in on the fun, licked her lips seductively, her hand making wet, squelching sounds as she jerked his cock alongside Ashlyn. "Mhhmm, yeah, Goro... you like that, don't you?" she purred, her voice husky and playful.
Ashlyn's hand tightened slightly eliciting a soft groan from Goro as she leaned even closer, her breath hot against his skin. "You don't have to say anything, Goro," she murmured. "We already know you love it.
As the intensity of the moment heightened, Ashlyn and Layla exchanged a glance, their teasing smiles morphing into something even more primal. The air between them was hot with raw desire, and without a second thought, they turned toward each other, their lips crashing together in a heated, passionate kiss. Their hands never left Goro's cock, still stroking him in rhythm, but their focus shifted to each other, their hunger for more pushing them over the edge.
Moaning softly into the kiss, Ashlyn ran her free hand up Layla's back, pulling her closer as their tongues danced together, sexily swapping their sweet saliva imbued with Goro's musk. Layla's fingers threaded through Ashlyn's silky curls, undoing her loose bun, and allowing her hair to fall past her shoulders in soft waves. Ashlyn with a playful smile against Layla's lips, mirrored her friend's actions, undoing her bun, and causing her dark wavy hair to cascade freely down her back.
The feel of their hair falling, mixing together as they remained locked in a passionate kiss, only intensified their connection. Their hands roamed each other's bodies with growing hunger, while their strokes on Goro's cock never faltered. Ashlyn pressed her body closer to Layla, their plush, shapely breasts grazing against each other as the heat between them built with every kiss, every soft moan.
Goro's eyes darkened with lust as he watched the scene unfold before him. The sight of their lips intertwined, their hair falling loose and wild as they explored each other, drove him mad. As much as he loved the show Ashlyn and Layla were giving him, his cock swelled with need, aching for more than just the pleasure of their soft, skillful hands.
Ashlyn and Layla broke apart, their lips swollen and glistening, both of them catching their breath as they looked up at Goro. The old man's blood boiled with lust and anticipation. He had them wrapped around his finger.
"Up, up, let's take this to the bed, yes?" Goro eagerly urged, bending down to pick up the sexy women beneath him. His old hands slid around their waists with surprising strength, guiding them up with a mix of eagerness and control. Ashlyn and Layla, flushed and breathless from their sloppy kiss, followed his lead, their bodies and pussies aching with anticipation for what was to come.
Goro's old eyes gleamed with desire as he led them toward the king-sized bed, his cock still standing erect, glistening with Ashlyn and Layla's saliva. He motioned them to go ahead, giving them playful spanks on their plush butts causing them to giggle softly as they climbed onto the bed first. They settled on their backs in the center of the bed with Ashlyn to his left and Layla to the right, their flushed bodies sprawled out beneath him as he joined them.
Ashlyn and Layla exchanged nervous yet playful glances since this was their first threesome. The fact that it was with each other and the man involved with neither of their spouses but instead a dirty old foreign man added an extra layer of thrill that made their bodies tingle with arousal. Their breaths were ragged as they looked up at Goro kneeling before them, his desire for them clear in his dark, hungry eyes.
Goro feverishly licked his lips as Ashlyn and Layla seductively spread their legs for him, revealing their clean-shaven, wet pussies, glistening with arousal. It was as though they were presenting themselves to him, offering their pleasure for him to take. His aged heart raced, his eyes drinking in the sight before him as his lust surged to new heights.
Without hesitation, Goro knelt between them, his hands sliding up their oiled thighs, savoring their soft skin beneath his fingers. Ashlyn and Layla playfully moaned in unison as his hands ventured up to their shapely breasts, his touch sending waves of pleasure through their bodies. His fingers gently squeezed and groped their plush flesh, teasing their erect nipples with his thumbs.
"Mhmm, come on, Goro... Fuck us already," Ashlyn murmured, her voice playful and dripping with lust as she bit her lip.
Layla, her fetching amber eyes half-open with arousal, followed suit, her tone equally teasing. "Yeah, come on, pick one of us already and give us that Japanese cock," she purred, her voice breathless with need.
Goro grinned pridefully as he looked down at the two women, both of them fully surrendering to him, their bodies aching for him to give them what they deserved. His hands lingered on their breasts for a moment longer, before one hand slid down to his throbbing erection, ready to fulfill their request.
With a wicked grin, he pounced on his caramel goddess, Ashlyn, positioning himself between her long, shapely legs. He crashed his lips against hers, giving her no time to react. Ashlyn giggled softly against his lips, her breath hitching as their bodies pressed together. She moaned, her hips instinctively arching toward him as she felt his bulbous cock head press teasing against her soaking entrance.
The slickness of her arousal welcomed him, her body shuddering in anticipation as she braced herself for what was to come. Goro's hands gripped her thighs firmly, holding her in place as he slowly pushed forward, the tip of his cock grazing against her moist slit. Ashlyn gasped, her fingers digging into his back as his cock delved into her pussy, causing sharp jolts of pleasure to shoot through her body.
Layla watched as Goro bottomed himself out inside Ashlyn, his hips pressing firmly against hers. The sight of Ashlyn's pure ecstasy, her hazel eyes rolling back behind her skull, sent a shiver down Layla's spine. She could practically feel the pleasure Ashlyn was experiencing.
Layla let out a soft moan, her own arousal growing as she took in the scene beside her. Watching her best friend being taken so completely made her pussy hopelessly wet. Her breath quickened, and her hand instinctively slid down her body, her fingers brushing against her slick folds as she bit her lip, fully immersed in the heat of the moment.
Goro grunted, his gaze briefly flicking to Layla as he began to thrust into Ashlyn, the pleasure of having them both in his control made him swell with masculine pride.
The smaller old man pounded away into Ashlyn, his body moving with unrelenting rhythm. The sounds of the wet slapping of flesh and Ashlyn's moans filled the room. Her body arched into him, fully lost in the pleasure he gave her. "Fuck fuck fuck! Ah, ah... Ouhhh... that's it, Goro... Deeper... please... deeper!" Ashlyn moaned, her voice desperate and full of arousal. Her fingers clawed at his back, her white nails sinking into his wrinkled flash as her breaths came in sharp, shallow gasps.
Layla continued to watch, the shifting and creaking of the bed immersing her deeper into the lustful moment. She needily nibbled on the corner of her lip as the heat between her legs grew unbearable. She slipped her fingers inside her soaking slit attempting to relieve the aching need for Goro's cock nagging at her, but this only intensified her desire.
Her fingers sleuthed and curled inside her wet folds, each movement causing her to shudder and moan with pleasure. She couldn't just watch anymore, Her horny body demanded more than just the sight of them, she needed to be apart of it.
Goro's gaze shifted back to his brunette queen, his grin widening lustfully as he watched Layla, her hand eagerly stuffed between her soft thighs, pleasuring herself while observing him and Ashlyn fuck like wild animals. The hunger in her expression was unmistakable, her eyes locked on the two of them, completely immersed in the moment. Reading the lust painted across her face, Goro licked his lips before speaking, his voice firm and commanding.
"Layla, get on top of Ashlyn," the old man ordered, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.
Layla's heart skipped a beat, her pulse racing as she registered his command. Without a word, she pulled her hand away from between her legs and moved closer, her body trembling with anticipation. Gor lifted himself off Ashlyn, giving Layla the space she needed to climb over her friend. With careful movements, Layla positioned herself atop Ashlyn, her breath quickening as their bare skin made contact.
Ashlyn's eyes gazed up at Layla, filled with excitement and lust as she felt the warmth of Layla's body press against her. Layla lowered herself gently, her thighs brushing against Ashlyn's hips, the tension in the room thickening as they adjusted to the intimate position. The heat between them intensified, their moist, steamy pussies now tantalizingly close together, sending waves of electric desire coursing through them.
Ashlyn let out a soft moan, her hands sliding up Layla's sides, feeling the smooth skin beneath her fingers as the tension between them thickened. Layla's breath trembled from the sensation of her friend so close to her, the friction between them built with every slight movement, driving them wild with need.
Goro, watching with his hungry eyes as the two women pressed against each other, let out a low, satisfied growl. His cock twitched with desire as he positioned himself between their long, seductive legs once more. His hands trailed along Layla's waist, savoring the sight of their intertwined bodies.
Taking the base of his cock, Goro guided himself against Layla's slit, already soaking with anticipation. She gasped feeling his pulsating cockhead press against her pussy sending jolts of pleasure through her body causing her to shiver as she instinctively pressed her hips closer to him.
Ashlyn, beneath Layla, could feel the subtle movements above her, her body reacting to the heat and intensity of the moment. She moaned softly, gripping Layla's hips as their bodies pressed even closer. "Come on, Goro... Fuck Layla already..." Ashlyn purred, her voice low and dripping with anticipation.
Layla playfully giggled, exchanging a naughty look with Ashlyn before turning her head to face Goro, her amber eyes gleaming with lust as she enticingly wiggled her hips against him. "Please, Goro... I need it... Give me that cock, Daddy..."
Ashlyn gasped, her eyes widening as she heard Layla's bold words spill from her lips. Daddy? She had never even thought to call Goro that, despite all the times they'd been together. The boldness of Layla's words sent a rush of excitement through her, surprising her with how naughty her usually uptight friend truly was.
Goro, too, seemed taken aback for a moment. H had never been called "Daddy" before, the term was foreign to him, yet hearing it spill from Layla's lips in such a lustful tone had a certain ring that he liked, sending an unexpected rush of desire through him. His grip on her hips tightened as he recovered from his initial surprise.
A wicked grin spread across Goro's wrinkled face. "Hmm, Daddy, huh?" I like that sound of that..." he rumbled, his voice thick with lust as he slipped himself into Layla, her tightness enveloping him completely as he delved into her welcoming pussy. The brunette moaned loudly in response, her shaking with pleasure as she gripped the sheets beneath her.
Ashlyn's body sparkled with intrigue, still shocked about Layla's brazen words. She knew that her friend had a latent wild side. Ashlyn couldn't help but feel a mixture of arousal and admiration, her hands gripping Layla's sides tighter as she murmured, "God, Layla, I didn't know you had it in you..."
Goro, fueled by Layla's sultry words and the charged atmosphere between the three of them, gripped her hips as he began to move in a steady rhythm, thrusting into her with powerful, deliberate motions, Layla's breathy moans filled the room, her body rocking with each deep thrust. The throbbing sensation of Goro's big cock filling her completely sent waves of pleasure rippling through her body, her hips pressing back against him as she eagerly met his movements.
Ashlyn, still beneath Layla, was caught in between their heated exchange. She could feel the intensity of their connection as Goro's thrusts pushed Layla's body down onto hers, their skin slick with sweat and oil. Her hands roamed Layla's sides, grasping her soft curves as Layla's pleasure channeled into her. "Mmm, that's it... Take it, Layla," Ashlyn purred, her voice thick with desire as she felt up her friend's body.
Layla turned her head back to Ashlyn's gaze as she gasped, her face flush with satisfaction as Goro fucked her tight, married pussy. "Oh god, Ashlyn... He feels so fucking good," she moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure as she moved her face closer to Ashlyn's. She wiggled her hips again, pushing back against Goro, urging him to go deeper.
Goro's body trembled with lust as he quickened his pace, the sight and sounds of the two married women drove him wild. Each thrust sent Layla closer to the edge, her moans growing louder with every deep penetration from his cock. He could feel her wet walls tightening around him, her body shuddering as the tension inside her built.
The room was filled with the sounds of their bodies moving together, the slapping of skin, breathless gasps, and moans echoed off the walls as they lost themselves in the pleasure. Ashlyn, feeling Layla's movements intensify, leaned up slightly, pressing soft kisses along Layla's neck as her hands continued to explore her body. The combination of Goro's powerful fucking and Ashlyn's soft, teasing touch sent Layla spiraling, her mind melting from the overwhelming stimulation.
"Ohhh... Yesss... Daddy... Don't stop..." Layla cried out, her voice ragged as Goro's cock slammed against her cervix, bringing her closer to the brink.
Goro's bony fingers dug into her soft flesh, gripping her tightly as he pounded into her. The old man's grunts grew jagged and labored, sweat gathering along his furrowed brow, his body shaking with the effort of maintaining his relentless pace. "Yes... Augh... Suburashii... Take this cock... Take it!" he growled, invigorated by this naughty moniker his brunette queen gave him, his voice thick with pleasure as he heaved his hips ferociously, driving Layla to the brink.
Layla's eyes rolled back in pure ecstasy, her body trembling under the force of Goro's thrusts. He knew exactly where to hit, striking all her weak points with precision, sending her tumbling to her impending climax. Her tongue lolled out sexily from her mouth as her breath became ragged, her mind completely consumed by the intense sensations buzzing through her body.
Ashlyn, still beneath Layla, felt every movement, her own body tingling with arousal as she watched her friend being railed so intensely by her elderly lover. Ashlyn's breath quickened as she pressed her lips against Layla's neck and teasingly traced her hands across her slick body.
Layla's body trembled violently as the overwhelming pleasure of Goro's cock rearranging her guts built to its peak. Her breath caught in her throat, her moans turning into sharp, ragged gasps, "Oh... ouhhh... Oh my god... I'm gonna...!" she cried out, her voice strained as her orgasm crashed over her.
Her body shook uncontrollably, her muscles tightening around Goro as she came hard, her pussy gripping his cock in pulsing waves. Layla's back arched, her eyes rolling back, and her tongue still lolled from her mouth as she let out one final, guttural moan. Every nerve in her body was alight with the force of her orgasm causing her body to tense and shudder.
Without hesitation, Layla crashed her lips against Ashlyn's in a hungry, instinctual kiss. The heat of their bodies melted together, the slickness of Layla's juices coating Goro's cock as she creamed onto his throbbing manhood. Her hips rocked and bucked, her body moving on its own as she lost herself in the pleasure.
Ashlyn moaned into the kiss, her arms tightening around Layla's waist, pulling her even closer. Their tongues tangled and twirled in a sloppy dance, fueled by the lust pulsing through them both. Ashlyn's eyelids fluttered as she felt Layla trembling against her. It was as if she could feel the pleasure radiating from Layla's body, vicariously experiencing the intensity of each wave that rocked her friend's core.
Layla whimpered against Ashlyn's lips, her body quaking as Goro's cock filled her throbbed, and twitched inside her, her hips continuing to rock and grind as if she couldn't stop.



With a strained groan, Goro pulled out of Layla, his cock slick with her juices, throbbing from the edge she had pushed him to. He had been so close--too close. The grip of Layla's contracting pussy nearly finished him. Panting heavily, he took a moment to steady himself, his lustful gaze shifting to Ashlyn beneath Layla.
Ashlyn lay sprawled beneath her best spread, her chest heaving as she met Goro's gaze, a knowing glint in her hazel eyes. She could feel Layla's trembling body pressed against her, still riding the aftershocks of her orgasm. Goro's beady eyes darkened with lust as he lowered himself to her awaiting slit, slick with arousal.
Without hesitation, the old man guided himself toward his caramel goddess, brushing the tip of his cock against her pussy lips. The sensation sent a jolt of anticipation through Ashlyn's body, her breath catching as she arched toward him. Layla, still dazed, pressed her soft lips against Ashlyn's, their tongues tangling in a sultry dance as Goro lurched his hips forward, further slipping his cock into Ashlyn's aching slit.
A sharp moan escaped Ashlyn as Goro plunged deeper inside her. Her body instinctively arched to meet him, the pleasure igniting every nerve in her body. She eagerly pressed her lips against Layla's, continuing to sloppy dance tongues and swap their sweet saliva.
Goro, now driven by the lust-fill sounds of his two beautiful lovers, began to piston his hips back and forth with practiced precision, striking every weak point he knew she had. Each thrust sent jolts of pleasure through Ashlyn's body, causing her to cling tightly onto Layla, pulling her closer as she held on for her dear life. The synchronized chorus of their moans filled the room, fueling Goro's efforts as he reached down to grip the curves of Ashlyn's hips. His old, skinny body moved with relentless motions, each stroke deepening his connection with Ashlyn while Layla's trembling loops pressed hungrily against hers.
"Mmm... yes... You like that? You like how I fuck you good like the naughty little slut you are, Ashlyn?" Goro growled, his voice husky with desire. His words made Ashlyn's breath quicken, her moans intensifying as his cock drove deep inside her, filling her to her limits.
Ashlyn plucked her lips from Layla's, a thick string of mixed saliva stretching between their mouths, shimmering in the dim light before breaking. She panted, her chest heaving as Goro's relentless thrusts drove her deeper into the mattress. "Yes! Fuck... yess... Daddy..." she moaned, her voice trembling with raw desire as she eagerly echoed Layla's earlier words.
The word "Daddy" hung in the air, sending a new thrill through both women as Layla exchanged a knowing, heated glance with her friend. Ashlyn's body shuddered with pleasure, her arms wrapping tightly around Layla's soft body, their supple breasts pressing against one another as they fell deeper into the lustful moment.
Goro's lips twisted into a wicked grin at the sound of Ashlyn's submission. "Mmm, that's right... keep calling me Daddy," he grunted, his voice dripping with lust as he drove his cock deeper into her tightening love canal. His pace quickened, the wet sounds of their bodies slapping together filling the room, mingling with Ashlyn and Layla's moans.
Layla, hopelessly aching for Goro's cock, felt every deep thrust he delivered into Ashlyn beneath her. The sensation drove her wild, her arousal mounting with each second. She turned her head toward him, her eyes heavy with need. "Mhmm, yes... keep pounding Ashlyn's pussy like that, Daddy," she moaned breathlessly. "Please hurry up and cum so it's my turn again."
Goro groaned at her words, hunger flashing in his eyes. As much as he wanted to fulfill her needs he still wasn't finished with Ashlyn. A smirk tugged at his lips knowing ways to ease her neediness. Without hesitation, he leaned over Layla, pressing her body tighter against Ashlyn's beneath them. His right hand slid over her waist toward her humid crotch, his bony fingers deftly finding her slick, needy slit. Layla gasped as his touch electrified her, her hips bucking into his hand for more.
"I'll get to you soon, baby..." Goro murmured, into her ear, his breath hot and heavy against her skin. His words dripped with promise, sending shivers through Layla's already trembling body. She bit her lip, her pulse racing as his hand slid lower, finding its way between her legs. His fingers parted her slick folds, pressing in with deliberate slowness that made her gasp, her body involuntarily arching toward him.
The first touch of his fingers slipping deep into her warm needy pussy sent a shockwave of pleasure rippling through her. Layla moaned softly, her hips rocking in time with the slow, teasing thrusts of his hand. Each stroke of his fingers coaxed more wetness from her, her body welcoming him eagerly, the heat between her legs unbearable. Goro's lips brushed against her ear, his low guttural voice making her toes curl. "Mmm, you're ready for me, aren't you? Don't worry... we have all night..."
Ashlyn and Layla whimpered, their bodies shaking with need as the thrusting from his rfingers and hips intensified. His cock drove deep into Ashlyn, his cockhead slamming against her cervix with vigorous precision while his fingers sleuthed and curled inside Layla's dripping pussy.
"Ah ah ah! Uh uh uh! Ouhhhh! Yes... Daddy! Keep going! Hmmm!" Ashlyn's moans spilled out in ragged gasps, her voice trembling with raw pleasure. Her body moved in sync with Goro's powerful thrusts, each deep stroke driving her closer to the brink. The intensity of his movements had her hips bucking upward, eager for more as her cries filled the room.
Layla followed soon after, joining in the chorus of lust with her own desperate moans. "Ah! Fuck! Yes... right there! Ouhh... nhg!" her voice hitched, each word strained as Goro's fingers worked her slick folds expertly, pressing and curling against her G-spot with relentless precision. Her hips rocked involuntarily, her body aching for release. "Please! Don't stop!"
The sounds of their combined moans, the rhythm of their bodies, and the heat between them only fueled Goro's determination. His fingers plunged deeper into Layla, while his cock continued to pound into Ashlyn, their cries of pleasure pushing him to the edge as he drove them both toward the peak of ecstasy.
Goro's breaths grew ragged and labored as he maintained his relentless sensual onslaught on his two lovers. Each deep thrust into his caramel goddess, each flick of his fingers inside his brunette queen, brought him closer to the brink of his pent-up release. His body tensed with mount pleasure, his control slipping as he devolved into erratic, urgent movements. The sounds of Ashlyn and Layla, moaning and begging for him with their breathy, lust-filled voices, only spurred him further. Their desperate cries of need wrapped around him, pushing him even closer to the edge.
Ashlyn and Layla's tight pussies tightened around him, their moans reaching a fever pitch as they both teetered on the edge of release. With a final, deep thrust of his cock, and a heavy curl of his fingers, Goro could feel their slick, warm pussies clenching around him, their muscles contracting as they surrendered to the waves of pleasure crashing over them. Their cries of pure ecstasy filled the room, mixing with the rhythmic sounds of their sweaty bodies moving together.
Ashlyn came first, her body arching beneath Layla, her moans transforming into desperate gasps as she shuddered with pleasure. Her pussy gripped his cock like an anaconda, drawing him deeper inside her, desperately trying to milk him for his Japanese seed. Layla followed close behind, her breath hitching as she too spiraled into orgasm. Her body quivered violently, her slick depths tightening around his bony fingers, pushing him to the edge of release.
"FUCK! AHHH!" Ashlyn wailed, her high-pitched squeals of pleasure piercing through the air as she desperately clung to Layla, burying her face into her best friend's neck. Her nails dug into Layla's skin, her grip tightening with every wave of her orgasm, her pussy creaming all over Goro's throbbing cock.
Layla followed close behind, her breath hitching before a deep, guttural gasp escaped her lips. Her body shuddered violently as she hugged Ashlyn close, their sweat-slicked bodies pressed together in shared ecstasy. "OOOUUUHHHH! AHHHHH! FUCKKKK! YESSSS!" Layla cried out, her hips bucking wildly against Goro, her voice raw and filled with carnal lust as she rode out her climax. Every muscle in her body tensed and released as the wet slit contracted around his fingers.
Goro groaned, feeling both women tighten around him, their simultaneous orgasms nearly undoing him. His cock throbbed inside Ashlyn, the temptation to release inside her like the many time he did before almost overwhelming. Every muscle in his body tensed, the heat of the moment clouding his thoughts. But as much as he wanted to spill his seed into her, he knew he had all night to enjoy them both. With a husky growl, he forced himself to pull out last second, holding back his release that threatened to overtake him.
Moving swiftly, Goro's hands guided them, urging the women to roll off each other, positioning them on their backs before him. His breath was ragged, chest heaving as he prepared for the final moment. "Augh, I'm about to cum, my pretties!" he grunted, his voice thick with urgency. "Nhg! Move, move!" he commanded, his words strained from holding back his orgasm.
Ashlyn and Layla, still hazy and breathless from their climaxes, instinctively understood what their Asian bull wanted. Their bodies moved on their own, and they brought their faces close together, their cheeks pressing against each other in eager anticipation. The intact between them remained palpable as they gazed up at Goro, their eyes half-lidded with lust.
Goro wasted no time, quickly kneeling over them, his cock throbbing in his hand, still slick with their juices. His strokes were fast and furious, his body trembling as he brought himself to the edge, his lust-filled haze locked onto the sight of their eager faces below him. Each pump of his shaft pushed him closer to release.
Both women parted their lush lips, stretching their tongues out in perfect unison to receive his Japanese seed. "Ahhhh..." they moaned softly together, their voices harmonizing in breathless anticipation as they waited for him to cum.
"Ohh... hai... hai..." Goro murmured, his voice trembling as he bit his lip, stroking himself faster with each passing second. The pressure in his cock was unbearable now, building to a breaking point as his body tensed. His breath sharpened, his muscles quivering as the sensation overwhelmed him. With one final pump, he let out a heavy, ragged breath as his release tore through him.
"EEAAAAAYYYYAAAAA!" the old man let out a decrepit roar, his voice booming with primal satisfaction as his thick, hot cum erupted from the cavernous slit of his cock. Ropes of white spilled onto Ashlyn and Layla's awaiting tongues, coating their lips and faces as they moaned in unison, savoring his masculine taste. His body shuddered with each pulse of his orgasm, his cock twitching as he emptied himself into his two lovers.
Goro kept stroking himself, his hand moving faster as he directed his throbbing manhood toward Ashlyn and Layla, ensuring they both received their fill. His body tensed with every spurt, his thick, virile seed spilling from his cock in heavy ropes. He aimed deliberately, guiding his release into their dark, welcoming mouths.
Each woman eagerly opened wider, their tongues outstretched and cupped, catching his hot cum as it splashed across their lips and faces. Goro took his time, taking turns to ensure Ashlyn and Layla had their fair share. His beady eyes darkened with satisfaction as he watched them savor every viscous drop, their moans of pleasure ringing in his ears as they licked away the remnants of his sperm from their lips.
Ashlyn's and Layla's pretty faces glistened in the dim light of the room with his seed, their eyes gleaming with desire as they shared in his satisfaction. He groaned, with each stroke, his orgasm drawn out as the last of his cum spilled onto their eager tongues, leaving them panting and covered with his essence.
Goro's eyes widened in surprise as Ashlyn and Layla suddenly turned to each other, their breath still heavy from the intensity of the moment. His heart raced, his chest tightening with renewed desire as he watched his two goddesses, their faces still glistening with his seed. Slowly, without a word, their tongues darted out, gliding sensually across each other's flushed cheeks, collecting every drop of his release with deliberate, teasing strokes.
The sight of their tongues racing each other's skin sent a jolt of heat through Goro's body. His cock slowly hardened back to life as they licked each other clean, their eyes half-open with lust, savory his salty goodness. Their moans were soft and breathy, creating as they moved in unison, their faces slowly becoming spotless.
With a shared, knowing glance, Ashlyn and Layla gazed back to Goro and parted their lips, revealing the accumulation of the seed he had delivered them and what they had collected between them. Their eyes locked onto his, dark and seductive, as they playfully displayed his pooled cum in their mouths.
Then, without a word, Ashlyn and Layla turned back to each other, their lips hovering tantalizingly close before they locked into a deep, passionate kiss. "Mhmm... hmmmm... mhmm..." Their moans filled their room as their tongues swirled and danced, mingling the taste of Goro's seed between them. The kiss was slow and sensual, each movement full of lust and desire as they savored the arousing moment.
Their bodies pressed together, their soft moans growing louder as the kiss deepened. The slick sensation of Goro's cum passed between their mouths, heightening the pleasure, each woman taking turns to explore the other's tongue, savoring the lingering taste of him and their sweet saliva.
Goro watched, entranced, as his two lovers' necks tilted back slightly, their throats working as they swallowed the mixture of his seed and each other's saliva. They returned their attention to the old man and showed them their mouths again, now empty.
"Mhmm, that was really good..." Ashlyn murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction as she slowly licked her lips. "Fuck... I can't believe we're doing this... It's so hot..." She let out a soft moan, her body still buzzing from her orgasm, her gaze flickering between Goro and Layla, dark with desire.
Layla followed, her voice husky with arousal. "Fuck... you taste so good, Daddy..." she purred, biting down gently on the corner of her lip as she looked up at him. Her body remained pressed close to Ashlyn's, the warmth between them adding to the steamy heat in the room.
The two women gazed up at the skinny old man kneeling over them, their fetching orbs captivated at the sight of his cock, slowly rising back to full erection. Their gazes were heavy with lust, drawn irresistibly to his length the pulsed with renewed vigor. Despite their exhaustion, the heat in their cores was undeniable, rekindling their desire as they exchanged knowing glances before turning to him once more.
A triumphant grin tugged at Goro's lips as he watched their hungry eyes devour him. His chest swelled with satisfaction, his cock pulsating with the promise of more pleasure to come. "Looks like you're both ready for another round, yes?" the old man murmured, his voice low and confident as he stroked himself, enjoying the way their eyes followed his every move.
Ashlyn and Layla flashed a devilish grin, their gleaming orbs filled with lust and desire, the shared moment sparking a wicked idea between them. Before Goro had a chance to react, their hands shot up, quick and eager. With a sudden, forceful tug, they yanked him down toward them, their bodies pressing against his as they pulled them into their embrace.
Goro let out a surprised grunt, momentarily caught off guard by their boldness, but the heat of their touch quickly reignited the fire inside him. Their fingers roamed across his back and arms, urgent and demanding, as they guided him closer, trapping him between their warm, sweat-slicked bodies. The feeling of their skin against his sent shivers up his spine, his cock throbbing harder in response to their playful dominance.
They laughed softly, the sound rich with satisfaction as they welcomed him back into their grasp, their lips brushing against his neck and shoulders. "You're not done with us yet, Daddy..." Layla whispered into his ear, her voice sultry and teasing as they prepared for the next round of nasty fucking.
"Mhm... Yes... You're going to fuck us all night long..." Ashlyn whispered, her voice low and breathy as she licked the inside of Goro's ear, sending a sharp shiver through his body. "We want you to fuck us until we can't walk, Daddy..." she continued, her words laced with dark promise, her breath hot and heavy against his ear.
Goro's heart raced as body surged with an unquenchable flame of carnal desire. Every fiber of his being was alive, the heat between him and his lovers igniting something primal within him. The old bastard felt like he was in heaven. Completely consumed by the lustful energy that surrounded him.
With a wicked grin spread across his wrinkled face, his eyes glinting with satisfaction as he gazed between his two, beautiful goddesses who had given themselves to him so completely "Hmm, hai hai... of course... let's get to it, shall we?" he murmured, his voice low and filled with anticipation. The weight of his words hung in the air as he leaned down to Ashlyn and Layla.
Soon, the sounds of their mingling moaning and wet, slapping flesh filled the dim bedroom as they immersed themselves in their naughty affair...
-
The sounds of the three of them moving together on the bed filled the room, thickened with the heat of their passion. Skin against skin, soft moans, and heavy breathing mixed with the rhythmic creaking of the bead. Layla, her body glistening with sweat, straddled Goro, her hips hovering above him before slowly lowering herself onto him. She moaned as she felt the familiar, pleasurable stretch of his cock filling her sopping pussy. Her breath hitched as she settled into a steady rhythm, her hands planted on his chest for balance as her hips rolled with practiced ease.
Across from her, Ashlyn positioned herself on Goro's face, her knees resting on either side of his balding head as she pressed herself down onto his hot, waiting mouth. She let out a low, breathless moan as his tongue found her clit, flicking and circling with just the right amount of pressure. His old hands gripped her hips firmly, pulling her deeper onto him, guiding her movements with eager determination. The sensation of his lips and prodding tongue in her most sensitive spots was overwhelming, sending goosebumps across her caramel skin.
Ashlyn's fingers gripped the headboard tightly, her knuckles white as she locked eyes with Goro, her head hanging low as her body trembled with the pleasure of his tongue wiggling into her pulsing, wet slit. "Mmm... yes... right there, Daddy..." she purred, her voice filled with lust as she began to roll herself against his mouth, her hips moving in slow, deliberate circles. Every curl of his tongue sent electric jolts through her, and the way his lips suckled at her clit left her gasping for more. Her body responded instinctively, pressing harder against him, her moans growing louder with each passing second.
Layla's moans grew louder as she rode Goro with increasing intensity, her hips grinding and rolling into him with skillful, fluid ease. She could feel every inch of him deep inside her love canal, his cock filling her completely, stretching her in ways that made her toes curl with pleasure. Her light blue manicured nails dug into his chest as her pace quickened. She sunk onto the entirety of his sizeable length, making slow, deliberate circles with her hips, drawing ragged moans from Goro.



"Ahhh, yes... fuck... you feel so fucking good, Daddy..." Layla murmured, her voice husky with heated desire as she moved with sensual rhythm, her hips grinding in perfect sync with Goro's cock. Each undulating motion was calculated, her body responding to the deep pleasure of Goro meeting her with his own thrusts, striking her most sensitive spots, sending shudders of pleasure through her. Her breath hitched as she rode him harder, her moans growing jagged and labored as she drew closer to the edge.
Goro's hands slid up Layla's waist, gripping her hips with possessive fervor as he continued to thrust upward, matching her rhythm. His beady eyes trekked up and down Ashlyn's alluring body trembling above him as he was flooding with their addicting embraces. The caramel goddess was lost in her own world, her head thrown back, eyes squeezed shut, her fingers still gripping the headboard as she ground herself against his eager mouth. "Mmm, yes... fuck, you're so good, Daddy... don't stop," Ashlyn whimpered, her voice low and breathy, the sensation of his prodding tongue wiggling into her very core sending waves of carnal desire through her shaking body. Her hips rocked steadily, rolling deeper into Goro's mouth in an attempt to extract every ounce of pleasure she could from this dirty old man.
Layla's movements became more urgent, her body driven by the need to reach her peak. "Mmm, right there... deeper... Fuck... ouhhh... ohhh..." she gasped, her toes clenched as she leaned forward to get a better angle on Goro, sinking deeper onto his cock. Goro groaned against Ashlyn's leaking slit as he matched her intensity, his cock throbbing inside Layla's married pussy. He could feel her tightening around him, her inner walls clenching as she edged closer to her orgasm.
Across from her, Ashlyn moaned, arching her back as she continued to grind against Goro's face, her body trembling from the onslaught of his curling tongue and sucking lips. "Yes... yes... fuck... keep going," she whimpered, her thighs trembling as the pressure in her core built rapidly. She could feel her orgasm approaching, her breath quickening as she pressed herself harder against his mouth, riding his face with reckless abandon.
Layla's voice broke as her pleasure peaked, her hips bucking wildly as she threw her head back in ecstasy. "Fuck... I'm gonna cum... oh God, ahhhhh!" she cried, her body shaking as her orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched tightly around Goros's cock, clenching around his veiny girth as her juices gushed over him.
Ashlyn wasn't far behind, her body spasming as she let out a loud, guttural moan. "Oh fuck... Goro! Ouuuhhhh!" she wailed, her voice breaking as her body tensed and shook violently. His tongue continued to curl against her weak spots, drawing out her orgasm as she reached down and gripped his balding head, her fingers tugging what was left of his graying hair.
As both women climaxed, their bodies quivering from the overwhelming stimulation washing over them, Goro groaned deeply. Ashlyn flooded his mouth with her sweet nectar, threatening to drown him and Layla's wet, milking pussy pushed him to the brink. "MMMHHHHHGGGHHHH!" he groaned loudly against Ashlyn, his cock pulsing as he thrust into Layla one last time, filling her to the hilt. He let out a low, primal moan as he spilled his seed inside the pretty brunette, his body shuddering with the sheer intensity of his release. His hands gripped her hips tightly as he emptied himself into her, his cock twitching as he deposited heavy ropes directly into Layla's womb.
Ashlyn and Layla collapsed, their bodies spent and trembling, their breaths heavy and labored from their shared climax. The room was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, their skin glistening under the soft, dim light. Ashlyn slowly rolled off of Goro's face, lying on her back beside him while Layla rested against his chest, their breasts rising and falling rapidly as they tried to catch their breath and their bodies still buzzing with the aftermath of their mind-melting orgasms.
Layla's limbs felt weak as she gently eased herself off Goro, his cock slipping from her used slit, leaving her feeling empty yet satisfied. She let out a soft sigh feeling his thick seed dribble from her quivering pussy. She rested her against his chest, her cheek resting on the warmth of his skin. "Mmm... that was so fucking good..." she murmured, her voice still breathy, a satisfied smile tugging at her lips
Beside her, Ashlyn's body involuntarily shuddered, her thighs shaking, still tingling from the pleasure he had given her. She lay sprawled out next to Goro, her fingers lazily tracing patterns on his arm as she smiled at him, her caramel skin glistening with the remnants of their passion. "You were amazing, Daddy..." she whispered, her voice low and thick with desire.
Goro couldn't help but chuckle, a proud smirk tugging at the corners of his lips as he basked in their warm presence. Their words stroked his ego, filling him with a sense of triumph knowing he could satisfy them far better than their husbands could dream of. "Heh, you two are something else..." the old man murmured, his voice low as he traced his fingers across their warm, slick skin. His touch was possessive, lingering over the softness of their bodies as he pulled them closer. His chest swelled with masculine pride as he felt their bigger, shapelier bodies wrap around him.
"These pussies are mine now," Goro continued, his voice dripping with authority, a smug grin on his lips. His fingers trailed lower, brushing teasingly against their thighs, marking his claim over the married women. "You belong to Goro now," he growled, his tone confident and dominant as he asserted his hold over them. "And I'm going to fuck you two until the sun rises. You won't be able to walk by the time I'm done with you."
Ashlyn and Layla exchanged a brief, knowing glance, their hearts raced with excitement from his naughty promise. The idea that this smaller, old Japanese man could completely take control over them was overwhelmingly arousing. It stirred something deep within them, a thrill that sent shivers through their already trembling bodies. It was so wrong, so naughty, so taboo... and that made it even more intoxicating.
Ashlyn bit her lip, her hazel eyes flickered to Layla, then back to Goro, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. "Mmm... I can't wait for what else you have in store for us, Daddy," she purred, her voice dripping with seductive teasing. "I'm not sure we've had enough of your cock yet... I want you to ruin us all over again."
Layla, catching the same sultry energy, leaned closer, her soft lips hovering over Goro's as she added, "Oh, yes... we want you to ruin us, Daddy... but this time, we'll make sure you can't handle it." Her tone was a playful challenge, her amber eyes gleaming with lust and anticipation as she reached beneath her, wrapping her slender fingers around his hardening cock. "We're going to milk you dry..." she whispered, her lips gently grazing his as she began to slowly stroke his length.
Goro's beady eyes narrowed as he hungrily licked his lips, embracing the challenge. He knew that he had a long night ahead of him...
-
After some time resting, the three found themselves entangled in each other's passionate embrace once more. The dim room was filled with the quiet sounds of heavy breathing and soft moans as Goro, ever insatiable, took his goddesses again. He lay on his side, his body pressed firmly against Ashlyn's back, spoon-fucking her with deliberate, deep strokes. His arm hooked beneath her knee, lifting her left leg into the air to give him easier access to her tight, wet pussy. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through her, her moans growing louder and more jagged as his cock drove deep into her love canal.
Ashlyn's head tilted back, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she writhed against him, her right hand clutching at the sheets beneath her while her left reached behind, sensually cupping Goro's wrinkled face. The angle allowed him to hit her just right, every deep stroke striking every pleasurable nerve she had, causing her eyes to roll back and her toes to clench. "Mmm... fuck, yes... ah ah ah... uh uh uh... ouuhhhh... yes, Daddy... just like that... deeper... fuck..." she moaned, her voice breathy and thick with desire.
Behind him, Layla pressed her body close, her soft breasts against his back as she hugged him tightly, her arms wrapping around his skinny torso. Her lips brushed against his ear, her breath hot as she whispered, "You feel so good fucking her... Mhh... keep giving her that big cock my Japanese bull... fuck her good and claim her," her voice was low and filled with lust as she reveled in the sight of Goro fucking her best friend. She could feel the power of his thrusts. She grabbed onto his thin waist, shifting her hips with his to help him with his thrusts.
Goro took turns kissing his beautiful lovers, his lips moving skillfully between Ashlyn and Layla, savoring the taste of their tongues with his. Every kiss was laced with primal lust and passion, his vigorous fucking never slowing as he claimed both women. The old man was completely intoxicated, lost in the feeling of being sandwiched between their soft, supple bodies. Their sweet scent and alluring warmth filled his senses, making his desire burn even hotter. The contrast of their fuller, shapelier bodies against his smaller, aged form only heightened the forbidden thrill, making him feel both powerful and deliciously outmatched.
With teasing forcefulness, Goro hooked his arm around Ashlyn's neck, tugging her closer as he leaned in, pressing his face into the crook of her neck. His li[ps found her caramel skin, and he began kissing and sucking sloppily, each kiss leaving wet trails as he tasted the salt of her sweat and the sweetness of her skin. Ashlyn's breath sharpened, her body shuddering as she felt his mouth work against her, the sensation of his rough kisses and sucking making her mind melt from the intense stimuli.
At the same time, Goro's free hand reached behind him, his fingers finding Layla's plush, round ass. He grabbed a handful, pulling her even closer to him, eliciting a playful gasp from her lips. "Mmmm... Daddy..." she purred softly, her voice laced with desire as she pressed her body even tighter against his. The feeling of his hand gripping her so possessively only made her want him more, and she let her lips graze his neck, returning the affection with passionate kisses, and long, wet licks.
Goro grinned wickedly, fully in control of the pleasure he was giving his two lovers. His cock slammed into Ashlyn's cervix from behind, her tight pussy gripping him as she moaned with every deep thrust. His lips left her neck to hover near her ear, his breath hot against her skin as he spoke, "Kimochii... you feel so fucking good, Ashlyn. I'm much bigger and better than husband, yes? He could never fuck you like this, yes?"
Ashlyn whimpered, her body trembling under the relentless rhythm of her bull's thrusts. She moaned louder, her head tilting back as his words sank in, igniting something deep within her. "Ouhh... no... he could never... not like this.., not like you, Daddy. My husband's got a shrimp dick... he can't fuck me like this," she gasped, her voice filled with pleasure and disdain as her body bucked harder against him. "He's so fucking little... such an idiot, he has no idea what I really need."
Without breaking his rhythm, Goro loosened his grip from Layla's ass and slithered further behind her, his bony fingers sliding between her slick inner thighs. He found her dripping entrance and pressed his middle and ring fingers deep inside her, making her gasp sharply. His digits skillfully curled inside her, hitting just the right spots as she clung to his skinny form, her body quivering with every flick of his fingers. "And you, Layla... does husband even know how to make you cum?? Does he know to fuck you like this?" he growled, his voice rough and commanding as his fingers drove deeper into her.
Layla let out a breathless laugh, her body quaking as his fingers sleuthed in and out of her sopping pussy. "Fuyck no, Daddy... he's got a shrimp dick too... such a fucking idiot," she whimpered, grinding her hips against his hand, her voice trembling with overwhelming arousal from how naughty their dirty talk is. "He doesn't know how to make me cum... never has, never will."
Goro groaned, reveling in their taboo confessions, the degradation of their husbands stroking his ego and fueling his masculinity. "That's right... I'm the only one making you cum. I'm the one who owns these tight pussies now," he growled, thrusting harder into Ashlyn, while his fingers moved faster inside Layla, curling deeper as she gasped loudly.
Ashlyn's breath came in ragged moans as she neared her climax. "Yes, Daddy... my husband's a fucking idiot... he can't even get me wet," she gasped, her voice shaky. "You're so much bigger... so much better... fuck, you're the only one who knows how to satisfy me."
Layla whimpered in agreement, her body trembling as Goro's fingers drove her to the edge. "He doesn't deserve me... You're the only one, Daddy... you make me cum every time," she moaned, her legs quivering from his sensual touch.
Goro grinned triumphantly, his cock throbbing inside Ashlyn as he claimed them both, pushing them to the brink. "That's right... you belong to me now yes? I'll fuck you better than those little dicks ever could," he growled, his body moving between them, owning every inch of their bodies.
The heat between them intensified, their bodies moving in a perfect, desperate rhythm. Ashlyn moaned louder, her breath catching as Goro's cock plunged deep inside her, his cockhead repeatedly smushing against the entrance of her womb. Behind him, Layla shook as his fingers pumped into her, her body buzzing with ecstasy. The air was thick with the scent of their steamy threesome, the sound of their moans and slick slapping of skin filling the room.
Goro felt himself nearing his orgasm, his cock pulsating inside Ashlyn as her tight walls clenched around him, the pressure mounting to unbearable levels. "So... gah... nhg... close," he growled, his pace quickening. "Mmm... augh... fuck... ohhh... hai... hai... I'm gonna cum," he added, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.
Ashlyn's voice shook, her body bucking against him, completely lost in the pleasure he was giving her. "Yes, Daddy... fuck me... cum inside me," she uttered, her voice breaking with each thrust. Her pussy clenched tighter around his veiny shaft, ever deep stroke drove her ever closer to her inevitable orgasm. "I'm gonna cum... fuck, you're going to make me cum! FUCCKKKKK!" she cried, her body convulsing as her orgasm tore through her.
Layla wasn't far behind her moans growing louder as Goro's fingers moved faster, curling and prodding her sensitive G-spot. "Me too... I'm gonna cum, Daddy... oh fuck, Ouuhhhhhhhhh!" she wailed, her body violently shaking as her climax hit her like a bus, her pussy contracting around his fingers, dripping with wetness.
The feeling of both women tightening around him--Ashlyn milking his cock and Layla creaming on his fingers--pushed Goro to the point of no return. "Augh! EEEAAAAYYYYAAAAHHHHH!" he roared, his voice hoarse and decrepit as he buried himself deep inside Ashlyn one last time. His cock throbbed vioeltnly as he spewed thick ropes of cum deep into her womb like he had many times before, filling her married pussy to the brim with his Japanese seed. His old body trembled as his eyes rolled back in utter ecstacy/ His heavy balls pulsed and contracted, emptying himself, every thorb driving deeper inside her.
Ashlyn gasped, her eyes rolling back as well and her tongue sexily lolling from her mouth as she felt his hot cum fill her very core, the sensation of each rope sending waves of pleasure through her shuddering body. "Ouhhh... yes... fill me full, Daddy... uhhh..." she moaned, her pussy eagerly milking every drop from him.
Layla, still shaking from her orgasm, pressed closer to Goro, her breath ragged as she leaned in. "You filled her up so good, my Japanese bull," she whispered, her voice low and satisfied. "I can't wait for you to cum inside me and claim my married pussy again."
Goro chuckled, eager to fulfill her request as the intensity of their climaxes began to fade, their bodies softened, collapsing together in a tangled heap of limbs and heavy breaths.
As Goro pulled out of Ashlyn and Layla, his cock and fingers still glistening with the mixture of their juices, his eyes fixated on the sight of his seed dripping from their swollen, well-used pussies. A low, satisfied grunt escaped him as he watched the thick, cream liquid slide down their inner thighs, collecting in the growing pool beneath them on the be. The sight of his mark on them--his cum seeping from their bodies--stirred a deep sense of accomplishment inside him.
Layla, her alluring amber eyes half-lidded and glazed with pure ecstasy, instinctively scooted closer to her best friend, filling the space Goro left behind. Her body pressed gently against Ashlyn as she wrapped her arms around her, pulling her into a tender, intimate embrace. Their shared warmth lingered, their bodies still buzzing with the dissipating orgasms, and Layla nuzzled her face into Ashlyn's neck, their skin slick with sweat and satisfaction.
Goro savored the sound of their shared soft mewling. But his thoughts were already elsewhere, his mind racing with the image of both his goddesses filled completely with his seed--not just for this moment, but permanently. The idea planted itself deep in her mind, taking root. He wanted more than just to own them in these fleeting moments of pleasure. He wanted to mark them forever, to intertwine his genes with theirs and see their bellies swell with his children, the ultimate proof of his dominance.
He watched Ashlyn's breathless form, her body lying still as she recovered from her mind-numbing climax. "I'll fill her again," he thought, a smirk forming on his lips. "And Layla too. They'll both be mine, bred by me. I'll have them bear my children." The idea of their husbands--those so-called men--completely oblivious to what Goro had done, what he was about to do, only made the idea sweeter.
His old eyes shifted to Layla, her body pressed against Ashlyn's back, still catching her breath. He reached over, lazily tracing her curves, giving her plush ass a teasing, possessive squeeze. "I'll knock them both up," he declared to himself, his primal instincts swelling in his chest.
Goro chuckled darkly to himself, his body tingling with satisfaction as he pictured Ashlyn and Layla, their toned, flat stomachs swelling with his children, their bodies forever tied to him. His eyes narrowed however, he was sure that they were on birth control, thwarting his dreams, but Goro was sure that he could easily change that with some convincing...
To be continued...
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A Naughty Getaway Pt. 01
Author's Note: The main female protagonist has a Swiss/German accent. So I tried to emulate that in her dialogue.
Arriving in a small town in Brazil, Sandra and her husband, Lucas visited his grandma for their vacation. Sandra was skeptical when Lucas made plans because the town he mentioned was completely unknown to her. She had never heard of the location and it was even hard to locate on any maps.
But he stated that this was his parents' hometown and that they should visit his aging grandma before it was too late. Of course, Sandra agreed considering that these were her inlaws.
Her doubts would be nullified to discover that the town was beautiful. It was tucked away on the coast of Brazil, filled with serene waters, white sands, and pleasant scenery. And with its somewhat isolated location, there weren't as many people or tourists compared to the bigger vacation spots in Brazil. Sandra was happy and content with this arrangement, excited even, she was eager to relax on the beach without the worries of the clutter of crowds of people. But first, she had to meet her husband's grandma, which made her a little nervous considering her ethnicity. What would she think about her grandson being married to a European?
Sandra was from Switzerland but later moved to the United States to study medicine. That's where she met her husband, Lucas. He was very nerdy and not too physically inclined. But what attracted her to him was his intelligence and good personality. He helped her get acclimated to the U.S. and stuck by her side since she had no friends or family in this part of the world.
Standing at a modest 5'7", Sandra possessed alluring platinum-blonde hair that went to her neck thanks to her Swiss and German heritage. That, paired with her Nordic blue eyes just screamed she was from Europe. She was a stunning woman as well. With her D-cup bust, long legs, slim, yet curvy body, and serene fair skin, Sandra was quite the catch for her husband.
Lucas on the other hand was pretty average. Given his South American heritage, he had Latino features: dark hair, tanned skin, etc. Physically, he was a bit scrawny and was no taller than Sandra.
Given his unassuming appearance, most of his friends and family wondered how he even obtained such a goddess like Sandra. Nonetheless, they loved each other. They dated through college and eventually got married once they had established their careers.
-
Instead of staying at a hotel, Lucas' grandma allowed them to live at their villa for the entirety of their stay. Sandra was pleasantly surprised that she lived right next to the ocean with their backyard leading directly to the beach.
"Wow, your home is very lovely. T'ank you for allowing us to stay here," Sandra happily spoke, her German-Swiss accent lining her words; although she had a noticeable, yet subtle accent, her English was very good.
Lucas' grandma, Joana carefully held Sandra's hands and smiled. "Of course, anything for my grandson and his lovely wife," the elderly woman replied. "You have to tell me, how did you meet him??" she sounded a little bemused that Lucas was able to marry such a fine woman.
"Hmm, ve met in college. He's a sweet guy and he helped me get used to living in the States," Sandra warmly replied. "Ve started dating during school and before ve knew it, ve got married!"
Joana chuckled and nodded. "Well, that's very nice. I'm happy that Lucas met a wonderful woman such as yourself. Do you plan on having kids yet? I want to see my great-grandchildren before my time passes," the elderly woman teasingly prodded.
Sandra blushed and nervously tucked her elegant platinum blonde hair behind her ear. "Not yet... But ve will be trying for one soon," she uneasily answered. As much as they loved each other, Lucas didn't really have a high libido. They would at least have sex once a week, and even then, it wasn't as fulfilling as she would like since he didn't last very long. He wasn't the biggest either, just average. But in the grand scheme of things, Sandra didn't mind. She wasn't that acclimated to sex since she had always been on the more conservative side anyway.
Joana laughed and replied, "Ah, just teasing! There's no need to rush." Sandra chuckled. "But I hope this lovely town will put you in the mood," the grandma snuck in. The Swiss wife's mouth fell agape at her suggestive comment. But perhaps she was right. Maybe this little getaway would ignite their sex life.
After some time talking to Joana, Sandra went to the spare bedroom where she would be sleeping with Lucas. Unpacking their luggage, her husband entered the room wearing some swimming trunks and a floral button-up shirt.
Sandra couldn't help but chuckle seeing his face and limbs covered in sunscreen. "Hey honey, how was my grandma? Does she like you?"
"I think so. Ve had a very pleasant conversation," Sandra said in relief. "She said that she wants great-grandchildren."
Lucas' eyes widened. "She what?! Jeez, she loves having a big family. My brothers and sister already have kids, and she wants more??" he complained. Sandra rolled her blue eyes and continued unpacking.
"Once you're done here, let's relax by the beach!" Lucas continued.
"Sure, do you mind helping me vith this? It vill be a lot faster," his Swiss wife retorted.
"Eh about that... I- I need to get our umbrella and setup for our spot ready. Sorry, honey!" he hastily came up with an excuse, to cop out of the task of unpacking. Sandra gave Lucas a dead stare as he carefully shuffled back, before dashing out of the room not wanting to feel the daggers her eyes were giving him.
Letting out an annoyed sigh, Sandra resumed her burden. "Vat am I going to do vit him..." she muttered, letting out a long, resigned sigh. As much as she loved her husband, she found it a bit annoying that he would always flake out in helping her. But as always, since she was always polite at heart, she would never object not wanting to cause problems.
-
Exiting through the back of the house, Sandra made her way to the beach. She wore an alluring white bikini, a short white sarong wrapped around her waist, and a straw sunhat.
The warm embrace of the sand against her feet and the sight of the clear blue waters eased Sandra. She was certainly going to enjoy herself during her stay here.
"Hey, Sandra! Over here!" Lucas called out, waving his arms to get her attention standing near their beach spot.
Sandra caught her cheerful husband and quickly made her way to him. She observed the setup: it was just a simple umbrella, a laid-out towel, and a beach chair. "Oh, I hope this vans't too hard to put together," Sandra said, her voice dripping with sarcasm seeing that he could have easily helped her unpacked with the amount of effort this took to assemble.
Lucas rubbed the back of his neck uneasily. "Erh, I- had to secure a good spot for us, love..." Sandra glanced around. There was almost no one around except a few individuals further down either end of the beach.
His Swiss wife gave him another dead stare. Lucas gulped nervously. "Ugh, I'm just joking, Lucas!" she exclaimed, playfully nudging him. "It's lovely, t'ank you." Gifting him with a tender kiss on the cheek, she carefully lowered herself down to sit on the beach chair.
Once settled, she retrieved a book from her bag and began reading it. Sandra was never one to go out and swim at the beach; she disliked the sticky feeling of salt water on her skin and sand clinging to her wet feet. Instead, she enjoyed basking in the scenery, she found it the perfect environment to read her books.
Hearing the faint noise of people walking closer in their direction, Sandra glanced up from her book to find a group of people near them. Lucas noticed this and quickly went to meet them.
It turned out they were his cousins who had come to see him. After sharing pleasant greetings and getting to know each other, Lucas and his relatives went ahead to the ocean for a nice swim in the waters.
"Are you sure that you don't want to swim? The water seems lovely," her husband tried to encourage her.
Sandra just smiled and shook her head. "I'm okay, I'm just going to vatch you guys vile I read. You go have fun now!" Lucas chuckled and understandably nodded.
Sandra watched as he plunged into the water. He splashed and tussled with his cousins. The sounds of their playful cheering and shouting were fulfilling and heartwarming. She was glad her husband was enjoying himself. His relatives all seemed very welcoming and appeared to be unfazed by her European heritage which brought her more relief.
Sandra relaxed and immersed herself in her readings. Everything felt like pure bliss. The sounds of the waves crashing on the beach, the gentle ocean breeze, and the bright sunny day were very relaxing. There weren't too many people to bother her while she read except the occasional ongoers strolling down the beach.
Some were other tourists who managed to discover this secret tucked away on Brazil's coast. But most were locals. The men in particular made Sandra uncomfortable since some of their stares lingered on her longer than she would have liked. Perhaps they were just curious seeing a European in their somewhat isolated town, however, it became painfully obvious to Sandra that they were ogling her upon closer examination with her watchful blue eyes. Some men even circled back a few times to get a better look at her. A shudder went down her spine. As much as she disliked what they were doing, there was nothing she could do about it, and she certainly wasn't going to ward them off and cause problems. So Sandra just ignored them.
Returning to her readings, she eventually found it a little hard to focus, being a bit exhausted from all the traveling they had done to get here. So putting her book down, Sandra laid on the towel to take a relaxing nap. Removing her sunhat, she put on some sunglasses, closed her eyes, and surrendered to her slumber.
After an unknown amount of time, she was awakened by the sound of someone speaking to her. However, the voice was gruff and deep instead of anyone she recognized.
"Hey there, pretty lady. I haven't seen you around," the deep voice spoke directly in front of her, his Latino accent lining his words.
Opening her eyes, Sandra was taken aback by the person who obstructed her view. He was an older man, somewhere around his late fifties, or early sixties. He was bald and had a fat, burly build, and his skin had a shiny brown tone, a bit darker than Lucas', and shiny with sweat. Wearing a white tank top and simple shorts, he was maybe the same height as Sandra and had a sleeve tattoo along his right arm, he was quite the contrast to herself. The Swiss cautiously sat up as she discerned a toothy grin on his face with a distinguishable gold crown on his top left canine. Sandra thought that he was rather unattractive and somewhat crude-looking.
"Oh, um, excuse me? Who are you? Can I help you vith something?" Sandra awkwardly said as she removed her sunglasses. She couldn't help but feel a little uneasy sensing his eyes hungrily eating up her revealing form. The Swiss wife sighed, figuring that it was only a matter of time before she was approached by a man.
The man's expression became one of amusement hearing her German-Swiss accent. "Ah, apologies. My name is Bruno!" he roared. "What's your name, pretty lady?" Sandra shuddered, detecting the suggestiveness behind his tone.
"Erh, meine name ist Sandra..." she answered in German-Swiss.
"Ah, Sandra! That's a lovely name!"
Sandra slowly nodded, showing an uneasy smile. She wondered what this man wanted from her, he was giving off strange vibes. "What brings you to this lovely town? Are you here on vacation?" Bruno asked.
"Yes, I am on vacation..." she answered.
"Heh, alone I might hope?" the older man interrupted, licking his lips.
Sandra's brows arched as she skeptically leered at him. "No, I'm vith my husband. We're here visiting his grandma," the Swiss wife was quick to explain, she made sure to emphasize 'husband'.
"Hmm, is that right..." Bruno annoyingly squinted. Glancing behind her he noted the house not too far away. "Oh, does his grandma happen to be Joana??" Sandra nodded. "Ah! I have known her for a long time! She's a wonderful lady!"
"You don't mind if I get to know you better, do you? I love to meet new faces, we don't get them here around often. Especially a pretty one such as yourself," Bruno continued as he welcomed himself into her beach setup. Sandra's Nordic blue eyes widened as he lowered his bigger body down onto the towel with her.
Sandra swiftly sat up and cautiously scooted away from the stranger as he settled right next to her. The burly man was getting too close for comfort. "Oh, um, of course..." she politely said. As much as she didn't want to converse with this man, she didn't want to appear rude, she disliked having conflict. And even though she caught onto his flirtatious behavior toward her, he did sound like he was a genuine older gentleman. Men like him can be quite playful, especially when talking with young women, Sandra figured.
"So where are you from, Sandra? I've never seen a woman as beautiful as you visit our town before?" Sandra hastily searched for her husband only to find him nowhere to be found. His relatives were also missing. Had they left her?
"Vhere did he go??" Sandra urgently thought to herself. She quickly glanced at her phone to see if Lucas shot her a text about his whereabouts. Nothing. And his phone was out of sight too, so that meant he must have stopped by. Why didn't he have the decency to at least inform her? It made Sandra a bit frustrated again. Even though she would get too ticked off at Lucas' inconsideration, the nefarious situation she found herself in prompted a spark of resentment toward him.
A sudden hand on her hip forced Sandra to break from her thoughts. She gasped feeling Bruno's big hand give her a firm squeeze as he pulled her close. "Oh! I'm from Switzerland," Sandra stammered, blushing a bit. He was getting a little bit too comfortable. Perhaps he was a little more than just friendly. She tried to scoot even further away, but his grip was quite impressive as he held her firmly.
"Switzerland! I've heard there were plenty of pretty ladies over there. I'm glad to know that the rumors are true!" Bruno exclaimed. Sandra felt him tug her closer.
"Yeah..." she muttered. Although he complimented her; now his intentions were apparent. She didn't appreciate the manner he conducted his praise and how he held her so casually. She was a married woman! One thing is to be flirtatious, but openly touching a woman so suggestively? Surely this was too far??
"Heh, never knew I had a thing for Swiss women until now," Bruno continued his flirty antics, his hand slowly falling from her thigh and to her soft ass.
Sandra quickly caught his wrist. "You should be careful now. I'm a married woman, remember? Didn't your mother teach you better?" she respectfully chided. It would be in her right to give him a slap for even trying to do something so crude, but her polite nature prompted her to just suck it up and endure.
Bruno temporarily pulled his hand away back to her waist; still not the best place to leave his hand, and it still made her uncomfortable, but at least it wasn't near her butt. "Ah, my mother taught me if I want something, go get it." Sandra's facial expression went flat.
"Some mother she was..." she disappointedly thought.
"And I want you..." he stated bluntly, forcing his hand back down onto her ass, managing to sneak it under her and giving her cheek a firm squeeze.
"Oh! Bruno!" she involuntarily gasped. However, it sounded like she enjoyed his salacious advance.
"Hehe, did you like that? I can tell a woman like you loves to be touched..."
"You know nothing about me. Please move your hand away before my husband returns," Sandra tried to remain as calm and polite as possible as her cheeks blushed heavily, she had never been grabbed so salaciously like that before. She wanted to shove his hand away and retaliate with a jab or slap, but she felt that it would anger him, and she disliked conflict. So she was left in such a precarious situation, especially being a foreigner. It was getting harder to retain her composure as his squeezes were so firm and determined, that she had to even had to suppress a whimper.
"Oh, come on, Sandra," he purred. "I saw him go into town with some people not too long ago. We have some time to get to know each other some more..."
"He vent into town vithout me?? He said that ve vould go together!" Sandra frustratedly exclaimed to herself. Now she was really getting mad at Lucas. Not only did he just abandon her to the company of this flirtatious older man, but he also went forward with the plans that they had made together! However, for the sake of her marriage, she remained steadfast in her chaste.
"Just because my husband isn't here, it doesn't give you the right to act so inappropriately," Sandra said firmly, although, the fact that Lucas left without a word still nagged at her. At least he could've said something.
Bruno chuckled and placed his free hand on her left leg, slowly tracing her smooth serene skin with his fat fingers. "And yet you're letting me..."
Sandra's eyes shot open. Why wasn't she putting up a fight against this lecherous bastard? This would easily be considered assault, but she kept allowing him to touch her. She had even grabbed his wrist but didn't attempt to push it away. Her mind raced and her stomach churned with disgust. However, his touch was making her feel strange. He was so strong... so rough... Not like Lucas...
"I- I'm just trying to let you down carefully..." Sandra politely reasoned, still attempting to be diplomatic even if it was working against her.
"It seems like it isn't working," Bruno teased, slipping his hand deeper into her inner thighs. But before he could venture further, Sandra caught his hand and insistently pushed it back.
"I think I should get going now," the beautiful blonde put her foot down, breaking from her paralyzed state and away from Bruno. She figured that instead of confrontation, creating distance between him and herself would be the best course of action before things got too far. "I vould suggest you don't show your face here again. You vouldn't vant my husband catching you talking up his wife."
"Heh! You think I'm scared of your husband??" Bruno amusingly exclaimed as he grabbed Sandra by the arm and yanked her back to him.
"Hey!" she gasped.
"I've seen him. He's just a skinny little wimp!" Sandra's eyes glared out of fury hearing him disrespect her lover. "I doubt he could even satisfy you in bed. I can tell he has a small dick. You need a real man who knows what you want."
"Excuse me?!" she replied, bemused by his statement. But as defaming his words were, she knew deep down, he was right. "He's perfectly f-fine in bed!"
Bruno grinned knowingly, catching her stutter. "Ah ah ah. And that's a lie."
Sandra ground her teeth and stared daggers at the older man. "Enough of this!"
"Don't look at me like that. I was just speaking the truth. You want to know how I know?"
"Vhat??" Sandra replied, confused.
"It's because of how uptight you are, pretty lady. I have a good eye for women that are just aching to be fucked like they deserve. And, sexy, well, you are giving off all the signs." Sandra's jaw dropped in disbelief at how vulgar this bastard was. "You can tell the truth, there's no one here except us... So tell me, does your husband satisfy you?"
The blonde Swiss just blankly stared at Bruno's aged face not knowing how to respond, his gold crown shining through his smug grin. Her involuntary silence only cemented his conclusions. "Hmm, just as I thought... I think you need a real man to satisfy you..." the burly man declared, licking his lips.



"My husband is man enough..." It was foolish to entertain Bruno, but Sandra objected anyway for the sake of defending her husband, but she knew deep down she was lying to herself. Deep down she knew, Bruno was a man's man and Lucas simply wasn't. But even then, that didn't mean that her husband didn't satisfy her! He was perfectly fine, right?
Chuckling, Bruno took Sandra's left hand and placed it against his crotch. "Oh my! Bruno! Vhat are you doing??"
"Feel me, Sandra. Feel what a real man is like..." he growled.
Sandra was left appalled as she felt his manhood under his shorts. It was so big, so thick, so hard... A maelstrom of emotions washed over as she held onto his cock. Shame, disgust, and, strangely, intrigue swelled within. It felt so thick and hard, but surely it couldn't be that impressive.
But as wrong as it was to hold another man's penis, Sandra remained still, not making any effort to back off. She felt paralyzed, frozen. "Heh, all chaste women like you always switch up once they feel what I'm packing!" Bruno victoriously said with a wide grin.
Shaking her head into focus, Sandra attempted to jerk her arm away, but Bruno held her firmly. "Feel it... Feel how big I am..."
Sandra began to frantically mumble to herself in Swiss, kicking herself for allowing this to go too far. She was flustered that she was doing something so taboo. Her slender fingers involuntarily wrapped around the outline of his fat shaft, giving him a subtle squeeze.
"Oh, yeah... Here, let me pull these down real quick for you so you can get a proper look," Bruno said, pulling his shorts down.
"That is not nece-" Sandra tried to say. But her lack of firm protest against his provocative advances made Bruno more confident to proceed. As Bruno's shorts fell, his erect cock flung straight up, causing her to gasp in utter surprise.
His uncircumcised Brazilian hog was so big and monstrous with a patch of dark pubic hair perched above his shaft, it had to be at least eight inches, maybe more: it had thick veins wrapping around his shaft, his cockhead was bulbous, and it throbbed heavily. Sandra was almost hypnotized, she had never seen someone this big in person. The sight of something so... monstrous... so magnificent, caused her resistance to momentarily falter. Lucas and all her past lovers could never compare to what Bruno was carrying.
Bruno hungrily licked his teeth observing Sandra's mile-long stare. He had her hooked, now he just had to reel her in. "Do you like what you see?"
The Swiss beauty momentarily snapped from her daze. "V-vhat? Ugh... Vhat am I doing?? This is not right... I can't be doing this vith you... My husband vill be back soon."
Sandra made another weak attempt to pull away, but yet again, Bruno kept her anchored down. "Oh, come on, Sandra. Look how hard you made me with your incredible beauty. Why don't you just hold it for a second? Just to see what it's like, what a real cock feels like. And if you're a good girl, well, we're just getting to the good part," he insisted, alluding to something more as he tugged her hand back toward his monstrous manhood, and his compliments made her feel weirdly flattered.
Sandra nervously glanced around her surroundings to see if Lucas was returning from wherever he went. It was beneath her to even consider continuing these adulterous activities, but Bruno's cock had her in its grasp. She just needed to observe him for a little longer...
Bruno gave her another strong tug. "Come on, look at how hard you made me... I can't go through the rest of my day like this... Your beauty is making me so aroused. Please, just touch it for a bit..." he persisted with a more whiny tone, playing at her polite and kind nature, her weakness...
"Sheisse... This is so wrong, Bruno, I can't be doing this vith a total stranger!" Sandra exclaimed in her native tongue. She now felt strangely responsible. She had no idea why since Bruno came onto her. It was a blessing and a curse, she was too polite and empathetic for her own good!
"Come on, it will just be for a second. You know you want to hold it too, so just do it. There's nothing wrong with some harmless touching. Satisfy some curiosities," the burly man continued to compel the Swiss woman.
"This is more than harmless! I vould be cheating!" she hissed.
"Hmm, perhaps... You can always refuse... But if you don't, you'll leave this old man all riled up and restless all day..." Sandra had tried to refuse many times, and now, when allowed to refuse she was left incredibly guilty and responsible for Bruno's current state.
Sandra was confused. His persistence, guilt-tripping, and prolonged exposure to his strangely alluring cock had wreaked havoc on her rationale. The Swiss wife was beginning to forget how she got here in the first place!
Sandra nervously bit her lip as her alluring blue eyes searched their surroundings once more. Little did she know, her slit was moistening from this whole depraved scenario. She just kept staring at his throbbing, needy cock, begging for her touch.
Letting out a resigned sigh, she capitulated, her kind nature getting the best of her. But as obligated and pressured as she felt, this was just a mere ploy her aroused subconscious deployed to explore her deepest and darkest desires. Composing herself for what she was about to do, she reached for his cock. But as she did the glint of her wedding ring caught her eye just before she could wrap her fingers around his shaft. Guilt and shame crashed over her, but her curiosity, obligation, and growing arousal toward his endowment pushed back against these feelings.
Tilting her eyes toward Bruno, he gave an affirming nod to keep going. Her inhibitions had been thoroughly eroded at this point from the storm of emotions tangling her heartstrings. Swallowing her saliva down her drying throat, she swiftly removed her wedding ring and put it aside.
"Forgive me, Lucas..." Sandra mumbled to herself as she grasped his hog with her delicate hand. However, a small part of her blamed him for her being in such a nefarious situation.
"Ohhh, your hand is so soft, Sandra!" Bruno roared out. Sandra couldn't believe how her day could have taken a drastic turn. She went from a wholesome vacation with her loving husband to holding some damn bastard's cock, squeezing it to feel how firm it was, to feel its girth.
Sandra felt his heat against her palm. The sensation of him pulsating in her hand made her feel butterflies in her stomach. Handling his beast of a cock was completely foreign to her. Lucas never got this hard and wasn't even half his length and girth. Her subconscious agreed to the brutal reality that Bruno was a real man, and Lucas wasn't.
She examined him as if he were a patient at the hospital where she worked; although she wasn't in that specific field of practice, she knew how the procedures went. She directed his erect pole to get different angles. Her eyes scrutinized him, baffled at how different he was in contrast to her husband. Her blue eyes widened discerning how big his balls were as well. They looked so heavy and full of sperm. Lucas' looked like small grapes compared to Bruno.
"Okay, now stroke it for me..." Bruno told Sandra. The blonde gave him an uneasy look. "Please?" he made some poor excuse to sound nice after all his salacious advances. Sandra was already down the rabbit hole, so she begrudgingly agreed to his naughty request.
"Dammit, keep an eye out for my husband..." she ordered. She felt so depraved for saying that, now that she was actively participating in her adultery.
"Heh, you got it," Bruno agreed.
She slowly began to stroke the length of his cock. His foreskin peeled from his cockhead as she pulled down on his veiny shaft. Bruno grunted and groaned quietly as she jerked him off with shallow movements. Her motions were a bit awkward since she wasn't used to handling this type of equipment. "Come on, Sandra. You can do better than that..."
Rolling her eyes, she gave him longer strokes, eliciting satisfied moans from his lips. His slimy precum profusely leaked from his cavernous slit as she pumped him, lathering his shaft, making it easier to jerk him. "Ohhh, ohhh, yess!" Bruno grunted.
Sandra was so enthralled in what she was doing. Her thoughts about her marriage and since been shoved in the back of her mind. This was just to scratch some curiosity. Just an experiment to see what it was like. Nothing more! Still, the way Bruno throbbed and dribbled for her was arousing. The hidden primal instincts she thought she never had lurched out, unleashing her lustful desires.
She unknowingly salivated and nibbled on her lip as she watched her hand glide up and down his magnificent cock. Her fingers were barely able to wrap around the entirety of his girth. Leaning more into it, she repositioned herself and sat on her knees before him. Bruno smirked seeing her falling deeper into his grasp as he splayed his big legs for her.
"Augh, use both hands..." Bruno winced. Sandra sighed and grabbed him with her right hand. The older man bellowed with pleasure as his bald head fell back. Her undulating hands made his mind go numb, but as good as it felt, it could be better.
"Augh, Sandra... It's a bit dry..." Bruno groaned uncomfortably.
"And vhat do you vant me to do about it??" Sandra confusingly replied, maintaining her focus on jerking off his manhood.
The bald man smiled sinisterly. "Spit on it," he simply stated.
Sandra jerked her face up toward him. She looked disgusted and bewildered. However, the more she stared at his big cock, the more sense it made. So much of his precum was coming out and yet, his cock was still somehow dry. Surely that was chafing him! Maybe some lubrication would help?
So hesitantly, Sandra spat on his cockhead, lubing his cock with her saliva. She was even surprised by how much she produced. A thick, stringy line of saliva trailed from her lips to his tip. It was such a vile thing to do, but it did wonders for him. And her. She had never done anything like this, but it seemed like the natural course of action.
Bruno let out a deep moan as she resumed jerking him off. It was so hot to see her spit on his cock, the sexy innocent foreigner doing something like that for him. Especially since she was a married woman. He wondered if her husband ever got her to do anything like this. Bruno doubted it, so he planned to take full advantage of this lucky opportunity.
He ran a fat hand through her pristine blonde hair, making Sandra tense up as she felt him guide her head closer to his formidable manhood. But Sandra wasn't having it, she didn't grace this man any more sexual favors. She was already doing enough as is. Sandra roughly pulled his hand away, causing Bruno to let out a hearty laugh at the Swiss woman's displeasure.
Ignoring his smug looks, Sandra concentrated on stroking the girth of his hog as her other hand squeezed the length, varying the pressure. She slowly realized she was putting in way more effort in jerking off Bruno than she had with Lucas! Of course, time was of the essence, but still, Sandra couldn't believe herself, it was so wrong, yet, so arousing...
Still, he felt amazing. The weight and heft of his manhood were much more significant than that of Lucas's. Sandra wanted to think of something to excuse this but struggled to think as she stared down the barrel of his cock. Maybe his age made him different from younger men.
Sandra also never felt anything this hard before. She squeezed him tighter as she stroked him faster, earning more satisfied grunts from Bruno. His cock was just so impressive, she didn't want to stop. She wanted to feel more of it. The heat of his cock in her palms, the smoothness of his skin, the sticky sound of her hands gliding up and down his shaft, and the sounds he made all meshed together in her head. Her pussy was getting wetter by the second.
She was so enthralled in jerking Bruno off that she didn't realize that Bruno was about to cum. But he knew. And he was going to give her a proper send-off. Oh, what a sight she'd be with his huge load across her face, pastry and sticky clinging to her beautiful facial features. He was going to make sure to make her his before she departed.
"Ahhh, Sandra... keep going! Just like that!" he roared.
Sandra kept up her pace and then some, eager to finish him off. The fact she was about to make another man cum from her hands alone was oddly empowering. She felt almost proud to bring him to completion with her hands. His fat cockhead swelled with each stroke, and his balls churned.
Then his balls jumped, surprising Sandra completely, as several huge ropes of cum launched out and coated her face with his hot seed. "Oh meine Gott!" Sandra shrieked in surprise, unable to process what was happening.
Bruno bellowed loudly as his cock kept pulsing and firing more of his thick load. It splattered all over her face and chest. A few strays even hit her in the blonde hair that Lucas adored so much. Sandra instinctively tried to pull away as his gooey load drenched her. But Bruno didn't allow it. His grip held her head firm.
Sandra let out a frustrated growl as she was forced to endure his cum shower. His hot seed stung her eyes and got into her mouth, coating her tongue with his nasty bitter, salty flavor. Her face was covered with his seed as more and more ropes shot out of him. It was so hot and heavy, almost like syrup. Lucas never came this much, he wasn't even close to the sheer volume Bruno produced!
After about a couple of more ropes, Bruno finally pulled his cock away, leaving Sandra shocked and covered with his mess. Shutting her lips, she reflexively gulped down what was in her mouth, savoring his flavor. It wasn't that much, but it was incredibly potent.
"Hah! You liked that, didn't you?"
"V-v-vhat? No! I- I just want your cum out of my mouz!" Sandra hissed, her accent thickening as she wiped off what she could from her lips and face.
She became acutely aware of her state of disarray. She needed to get cleaned up as soon as possible! Getting up to her feet, she undid her sarong and hurried down to the water. Submerging herself into the warm water, Sandra splashed her face and hair, watching away his sticky semen.
She felt so dirty on the outside as well as the inside. What she did was so wrong, so taboo, giving another man a handjob, spitting on his cock. Sandra just wanted to curl up into a ball and cry. But as guilty as she felt, her body tingled with curiosity and arousal. There was this strange tingling feeling buzzing inside of her that made her heart race with excitement. Despite how depraved she acted behind her husband's back, it was thrilling. Never had she felt this rush before. It made her want to seek this feeling again.
Sandra kept comparing Bruno to her husband. The older man was so big, way bigger than Lucas. She couldn't help but wonder what it would feel like inside her. An itch manifested deep within her core as she thought about his impressive manhood. The vivid image of it was seared into her mind, rendering her hopelessly confused about her predicament. It made her feel guilty, but at the same time, hopelessly intrigued and curious. Though, after what she did with Bruno... It was just so wrong... So taboo...
Stepping out of the water, Sandra groaned in discomfort feeling the sand sticking to her feet and between her toes. But she was quickly reminded of her depravity seeing Bruno now standing in front of her beach setup with his shorts back up his big hairy legs. She discerned his smug toothy grin and seemingly glowing gold crown.
Sandra's stomach churned and her face blushed from the sheer amount of embarrassment crashing over her. She still couldn't believe that she jerked this old man off and let him cum on her. It was beneath her to do something so vile! What on earth even led her to do such a thing?
Bruno's dark eyes hungrily ate up the Swiss wife's elegant wet form as she approached him. He felt his cock swell once again in his shorts as he examined her fair serene skin, elegant curves, perky, yet supple tits, and long legs. The burly man licked his lips imagining having her on his bed, fucking her better than her husband ever could, and making her addicted to his cock. He chuckled to himself knowing that this goal was tangible. If he could persuade this polite, Swiss woman into a handjob, it was a certainty that he could get more.
"Ugh, vhat are you still doing here??" Sandra snarled as she tried to move past him.
"Me? I still want to get to know you better," Bruno replied with his signature smug smile as he grabbed her arm.
Sandra gasped as she felt his strength and how brazen he was! He just grabbed her! His big rough hand had her in a vice grip, causing her to halt in her tracks. "Tsk, vould you stop grabbing me like that?!" the Swiss wife spat.
"Oh, come on, you know you like it, being handled by a real man like me," Bruno declared confidently as he forcibly tugged her to him.
Sandra was rattled by how easily this burly man could move her. Lucas could never do something like this to her; mostly because he was never the dominant type, but his lack of physical prowess may have also played a role in that.
Bruno was a vulgar man, everything opposite of what her husband was. Everything about the older man seemed flawed, but, even after all that, Sandra had this strange attraction toward him. It was as if his forceful and salacious behavior was unlocking her hidden desires. As if it was instinctual.
Being the same height, Sandra and Bruno's faces became dangerously close as she was pulled toward him. Her boobs pressed against his chest, causing her cheeks to flush. She could even feel his intimate warmth and heavy breathing.
"Augh, enough of this. You need to leave, now," Sandra commanded, pushing against his chest. But Bruno wrapped his big big arms around her wet torso, holding her still. Her breaths got sharp and shallow as her heart raced. His raw strength made her knees go weak as she melted into him.
"Yeah, yeah, I will in a bit. But first, I want to know what you thought about my cock," Bruno said as his rough hands carefully traced the sides of her torso.
Sandra winced at his touch. He was suddenly so delicate, so sensual. It was forceful, but with determined conviction, as if he was taking what he wanted. Her pussy was growing insatiably wet. "Vhat is there to talk about? I touched you, and that's that. Vhy must you torment me," the beautiful blonde replied.
"Why must you deny your desires?" Bruno retorted. "Just tell me. Tell me the truth. I'll keep it a secret," Bruno responded with a more gentle voice. Sandra pursed her lips and leered at him. "And don't say anything about your husband, he's not here. What he doesn't know won't harm him," the bald man added.
Sandra unknowingly bit her lip feeling his hands down the curves of her hips and onto her ass. "Sheisse..." she quietly cursed.
"Tell me... Tell me what you think..." he persisted.
Rolling her Nordic blue eyes, Sandra let out a heavy sigh and finally answered, "It vas big..."
"Hmm, how big?"
"Very..."
"Bigger than your husband?"
Sandra hesitated. "Yes... vay bigger than him..." It felt wrong admitting that to Bruno, but oddly enough, it gave her that tingling buzz she grew to enjoy. It was like admitting his superiority over the man she loved, which gave her mixed emotions.
Bruno grinned victoriously and gave her ass a firm squeeze, eliciting a moan from her lush lips. "Did you enjoy stroking me off?" he continued, his aged face inching closer to Sandra's.
"Yes... I- I liked stroking you..." Sandra replied, her face involuntarily approaching Bruno's as well. She had no idea why she was falling deeper into this man's grasp. Thoughts of her husband were shoved to the back of her mind as she gave into her carnal desires.



"Did it feel good in your hands?" Bruno continued. Sandra slowly nodded, nibbling on the corner of her lip. "Say it, I want to hear from your lips," the bald man ordered.
"Yes, it felt good in my hands... It vas so big..."
"And what about my cum? Did you like it?"
Sandra's throat got dry. This man was summoning the depravity from her very being. "Yes... I liked your cum..." the beautiful blonde admitted.
"Tell me why you liked it."
Sandra's breath trembled with arousal. "Your cum is so thick... so hot..." she began.
"Keep going..." Bruno prodded.
"There vas so much of it... I've never seen a man cum as much as you do..." Lucas never came that much for her, no matter what she did.
"And how do I taste?"
"Good..." was all Sandra could say in the lowest of mutters. Bruno grinned victoriously. This sexy Earuopean would be his in no time.
Sandra's heart pounded in her chest finding that her face was now dangerously close to Bruno's. Her hands reflexively grabbed onto his wrists feeling his big hands fall onto her ass. His pudgy fingers dug into her soft flesh, salaciously kneading and groping her cheeks, splaying them around as if it was playdough. He was so rough, so vulgar, but Sandra felt herself get flustered from getting manhandled by him.
Then, making the first move, Bruno shortened the remaining distance between them and connected lips with her. Sandra's eyes shot open as she felt his tongue force its way past her lips and into her mouth. Why wasn't she pushing him away, or putting up any sort of resistance? Instead, she fell into it. She couldn't believe she was kissing a man that wasn't her husband. How could she allow herself to be seduced by this lecherous old man?!
But no matter how wrong she knew what she was doing, Sandra continued to allow Bruno to keep kissing her. His big tongue danced and twirled with hers, and his saliva tasted like cigarettes and alcohol, causing her stomach to twist with disgust. But despite all that, Sandra found herself melting deeper into his kiss.
Eventually, she got into the flow of things and began to kiss him back. Their lips sloppily pressed and smacked together as her tongue lurched into his mouth. Sandra's pussy became sopping went as she swapped saliva with Bruno. As they made out, her hands left his wrists, allowing the older man to have free reign on her ass, and wrapped her arms around his wide torso.
The two pushed and tugged at each other as their naughty kissing intensified. Sandra felt Bruno's mast grow against her, making that itch inside of her grow. "Mhmm, hmmm, mhmmm," the Swiss wife moaned between their lips as she pushed her body further into his.
She was lost in the arousal. She would admit that Bruno was a far better kisser than Lucas ever was. Bruno was just so assertive, so domineering with her. From how he grabbed at her and kissed her screamed that he was a man that took what he wanted, and that made her even more attracted to the old bastard. It was wrong to admit such feelings, but it is only natural that a female would gravitate to a stronger and more dominant male.
But eventually, their sloppy kissing session was cut short by the abrupt sound of a group of people approaching them from behind the brush further behind them. Sandra's ears perked up, discerning the familiarity of some of the voice, and hastily jerked back from Bruno, strings their mixed saliva connecting from their lips.
"Sheisse! You need to leave, now!" Sandra urgently said, breaking from Bruno's embrace. "I think my husband is back!"
Bruno casually turned around and recognized the group of people approaching their location. "Hmm, that's a damn shame... but sure thing sexy... You wouldn't want your husband catching you with a real man," the burly man replied. Sandra blushed heavily grasping the gravity of her nefarious situation.
"I hope to see you around soon," Bruno smirked, reaching over and giving Sandra's ass one last firm squeeze.
"Shush it, and just leave already! Schnell!" Sandra hissed in her native tongue, pushing Bruno away from her beach setup. Rolling his eyes, Bruno chuckled and walked off showing with a gentle wave, leaving Sandra alone.
Sandra nervously glanced between Bruno and the sound of the encroaching group of people. She sighed in relief to see that her new 'friend' was now a safe distance from her to stave off any suspicion. She quickly looked over herself to see if she was somewhat presentable. She wasn't. Sandra was still soaked from the water, and her entire demeanor was left utterly flustered from her adulterous encounter.
Turning the corner, Sandra spotted her husband and his cousins with cases of beer in hand, loosely laughing and conversing. "Oh, you went for a swim??" Lucas surprisingly queried, noticing her wet body.
Sandra's cheeks became rosy knowing the reason why she uncharacteristically went into the water. "Yeah... I just thought I might take a quick dip... It vas getting pretty hot out..." she explained to her husband. Lucas smiled and nodded.
"Well, that's fun! You should have swum with us earlier!" he cheered, it was becoming more apparent that he was a little tipsy.
Sandra was quickly reminded of where Lucas' whereabouts, causing her eyes to frustratingly glare at him. "And vhere did you go??" she asked, maintaining a calm voice.
"Oh, me? Eh... I just went into town with my cousins to get a few drinks, that's all."
"And you didn't bother to tell me?" Sandra said sternly. Lucas' eyes widened.
"What?? You were sleeping, I didn't want to bother you since you were sleeping."
Sandra rolled her eyes and shook her head. "And you didn't even text me..." she added.
"Oh, right... I forgot, sorry..." Lucas' nonchalantly shrugged. A vein popped in Sandra's forehead. Did he not understand how this was a big deal? He just left her completely on her own in a foreign country! Well... almost completely on her own...
Maybe her fidelity would have been in full condition if Lucas hadn't abandoned her. How could he just go off like that?
"Ugh, vhatever," the elegant blonde sighed at his inconsideration.
"Are you mad or something??" Lucas asked; could he really not tell?!
"Hmmm, maybe," Sandra grumbled. "It's just that ve made plans to go into town together, remember? I appreciate the thought of not vanting to vake me from my nap, but you have to remember the things ve agreed on together!"
Lucas visibly shuddered hearing his wife rip him a new one. Sandra was both frustrated and mad at her husband. If he had just woken her up, none of the things with Bruno would have ever happened! She would have never broken her vows and delved into the alluring pool of depravity if Lucas just would have cared just a little more.
But as mad as she was, Sandra spotted his cousins awkwardly standing behind him. Her ears got red hot recognizing she was causing a commotion; something she hated doing. While she still thought Lucas was in the wrong, it was not right for her to cause a scene. "Hmmm, it's fine, though... just please be a little more considerate next time," Sandra sighed, attempting to de-escalate the situation.
Lucas' glum face quickly lit up and happily nodded as if nothing happened which caused Sandra to feel a little irked that her husband seemed to not grasp what she told him. Nonetheless, the tension had seemingly loosened, allowing everyone to move on.
-
Back inside Joana's home, Sandra, Lucas, and his cousins spent the remainder of the evening drinking more alcohol and eating delicious food Joana had cooked. Sandra's mood had been somewhat lifted after indulging herself in a couple of drinks. She wasn't much of a drinker, but she certainly enjoyed having a light buzz. Hell, she needed it with the day she had so far.
As for Lucas and his relatives, they were going a little too hard with the alcohol in Sandra's opinion. Empty beer bottles seemingly piled up as the sun descended. They were becoming excessively boisterous and jolly as they conversed, as they had worked quite a level of intoxication earlier in town. It was a bit amusing for Sandra as she observed them descend into incoherence. What surprised her was that Lucas was drinking more than he should. He was never a drinker either. Hell, he was lightweight when it came to alcohol! She knew that he was going to have one hell of a hangover by tomorrow. She should have stopped him, but considering that he was just having fun with his relatives, she abstained, he was just letting loose for a bit, maybe a little too loose. Plus, she wanted to get a little revenge on her husband for being inconsiderate.
As Sandra lounged alone on the couch, she couldn't help but recall everything that had happened earlier with Bruno. Everything from jerking his big cock to orgasm to sloppily making out with him made her stomach flutter and cheeks turn red.
Sandra would admit it was wrong what she did, but at the same time, it just felt oddly right. The way that bald old man manhandled her made her feel things. Little did she know, she was clenching her loins reminiscing about it. Sandra stared at her husband as he loosely laughed and spoke loudly. Guilt and shame washed over her for cheating on Lucas. She couldn't help but feel her stomach churn as she observed him enjoying himself on their vacation. Everything would be ruined if he were to find out what his lovely wife did with another man. His family would certainly chastise her, and Sandra could assume it would bring a swift end to their getaway. She shuddered imagining the awkward flight home. For the sake of their marriage, Sandra concluded that this was something she was never going to admit to Lucas.
As shameful as she felt, resentment also swelled within her. Her mind shifted the blame of her inaction and capitulation to Lucas' thoughtlessness. It was his fault that she had that illicit encounter with that burly old man. The more Sandra thought about it, she began to recollect all the offenses her husband had committed.
Sandra was ticked off at this point. But the Swiss wife also kicked herself for being such a rollover. It wasn't in her nature to lash out and state her true thoughts, but she wished it was. Maybe if she put her foot down more, Lucas would have stopped being so discourteous, and none of the stuff earlier would've happened if she had taken more charge.
"Hey, honey! I- think..." Lucas drunkenly called out to Sandra. "I think we ran out of beer! Hiccup!" Sandra quizically arched her brow.
"And?" she replied.
"Co-could you go out to the store and b-buy some more for us??" her husband stuttered his words.
A flat and dead expression fell on Sandra's face. "No, I think you've had too much to drink, Lucas," the blonde wife sternly declared. She ignored the snickers from his cousins.
"Ah, what?!" Lucas whined. "C'mon, Sandra, I love you..." he tried to sweet talk her. But Sandra wasn't having it, she was officially putting her foot down. He could whine all he wanted, this was it.
"No! Don't give me that." It felt a little good finally taking matters into her own hands. However, this feeling was short-lived as her husband's cousins began to chime in.
"Oh, come on, Sandra. A little more drinking won't harm anyone. You're on vacation!"
"Yeah! Could you just do this for us?? Pleasseee."
"Don't be a buzz kill. Let us have our fun!"
Sandra's cheeks went flush. She felt cornered, trapped by their prodding. A part of her wanted to remain steadfast, but another was succumbing to their peering pressure. Sandra didn't want to feel like she was killing the mood. She wanted to be liked by Lucas' relatives.
"Yeah, please, Sandra. Could you go get us some more drinks?" Lucas added to the urging.
Taking a deep breath, the blonde Swiss let out a heavy exhale. There was no point in arguing, they had her outnumbered. "Fine..." Sandra finally agreed with a resigned, annoyed tone. Their pestering won. Their childish immaturity battered her defenses to a pulp. So much for her foot being put down...
Lucas and his cousins cheered out in victory.
"Yeah! You rock, Sandra!"
"You're wife is awesome, cuz!"
The compliments helped to ease Sandra's frustration. "Vhere do I go to buy the drinks??" she queried as she got up from the couch.
"There's a shop nearby the house just a couple of blocks down the street. You can't miss it," one of Lucas' relatives explained. "Here, use my money, this round is on me!" Lucas and the other cousins cheered as Sandra accepted the cash.
Heading to her room, Sandra slipped on a loose black buttoned beach cover-up dress that went down to her mid-thigh since she was too lazy to change out of the bikini she was still wearing earlier.
Leaving her room, she slipped on her sandals and exited the front door of the house. "Be safe!" Lucas and his relatives called out. Sandra just rolled her Nordic blue eyes and sighed.
Since there were no sidewalks, Sandra had to walk on the dirt closely next to the small two-lane road. The sun had since set and the sky was dim with darkness. All that lit up the road were a few sparsely placed light posts, homes, and shops.
Sandra was cautious of her surroundings since she felt sketched out walking alone in a foreign country. The fear of being mugged or worse played in her mind. "Vhy did I agree to this?! Ugh, screw them..." Sandra screamed to herself. She jumped hearing a noise over by the silhouette of a dumpster, causing her to up her pace.
The Swiss wife certainly felt like she was drawing the eyes of people lounging on their porches, walking by, and driving down the road. With everyone in this town sharing the same brown complexion, Sandra felt like she was sticking out like a sore thumb with her serene, fair skin and platinum-blonde hair.
To her relief, the creepy atmosphere dissipated as she was met with kind smiles and welcoming waves. The people here appeared to be very kind just like Joana. Well, most of them except for a few curious onlookers at the beach and one particular bald older man... The thought about Bruno caused Sandra to blush again. She wondered if she would even see him again. For the sake of her marriage, she hoped that they would never cross paths again, but with how small this town was, likely they would.
As she ventured on, she felt a drizzle beginning to land on her skin. A few drops soon would progressively intensify as she continued to walk, eventually shifting into rain. "Augh, scheisse, no!" Sandra spat as she increased her pace; her clothing was ill-equipped to deal with the rain.
The rain only got stronger, seemingly shifting into a tropical storm. Luckily, before things got worse, Sandra spotted a neon liquor sign glowing down the street, she concluded she was nearly at her destination. Hastily making her way there, she stepped up the porch stairs. Reaching for the rusted handle of the shop's front door, Sandra opened it and entered.
A loud jingle from the door chimes rang as she entered the shop. Sandra's nostrils were immediately filled with this rustic aroma that permeated the interior of the shop. It looked a bit run down but in a good way. Glancing through the window behind her, she let out an uneasy sigh discerning the abrupt rainstorm raging outside. She got in just in the knick of time it seemed. "How am I going to get home now?" Sandra mumbled to herself. She shook her head and prayed that the storm would momentarily subside enough so she could rush back to the house.
Sandra glanced and found that the shop was devoid of any other people. There wasn't even a person at the cash register. Shrugging, she figured that they were probably in the back. Navigating the small aisles filled with foreign snacks and condiments, Sandra found the coolers that stored the alcohol that Lucas and his cousins desired.
Opening it, she carefully rubbed her chin trying to figure out what to buy. She couldn't recall what kind of beer they were drinking, and it didn't help that all the bottles used lacked any sort of branding beyond the casing they came with.
"Damn, vhat vas it again?" Sandra mumbled to herself as she examined the plethora of beverages in front of her.
As she continued to search her ears perked up and her body jolted hearing someone suddenly speak to her. "Need any help, pretty lady?" Sandra's heart raced. The voice was deep, rough, familiar, and unmistakable...
Slowly turning to her right, Sandra's eyes widened and her mouth parted out of shock. It was Bruno! That distinguishable toothy grin was painted on his face as he leaned against the cooler next to her.
Sandra immediately stumbled back. "Vhat are you doing here??" she stammered as her face became red hot. She hadn't expected to run into him so soon!
"Me? I own this lovely shop here, sexy," Bruno amusingly responded. "What are you doing here? Missing me already, Sandra?" the bald man shot back suggestively, purring her name.
Shame and disgust filled Sandra's chest as she was quickly reminded of their previous encounter and the misfortune that occurred earlier. "Huh?! I vould never! I'm just here to buy more beer for my husband and his cousins. Nothing more!" the blonde urgently explained.
Bruno took a moment and scanned up and down Sandra's alluring form before continuing. Her cover-up was marked with droplets of water and her elegant blonde hair put up into a loose bun was moist. "Did you go for a swim again or something?" Bruno teased.
Sandra rolled her alluring eyes and snarled. "It vas starting to rain before I got here," she explained.
"Is that right..." the older man muttered, glancing out the window and discovering the bullets of rain prickling the glass. "What kind of drinks are they looking for?" he continued. Striding to her, Bruno wrapped his big arm around her waist and directed her toward the open cooler. Sandra gasped feeling his strength once more as he tugged her with him.
The older man began to list a bunch of local brands she wasn't knowledgeable in, seemingly shifting their suggestive conversation. But at the same time, Sandra could hardly focus on what he was saying feeling his big hand trace from the curve of her hip down to her ass.
As much as she wanted to stop him, Sandra's depraved desires lurched out, hindering her inhibitions. Having already done one salacious act made some groping seem almost tame... or perhaps even fine to some odd extent. Bruno then slipped his hand under her beach cover-up and hiked it up her legs before taking a handful of her plush ass, bringing her back to her senses.
"I vould stop that if I were you," Sandra halfheartedly chided, secretly clenching her loins at the sensation of his big rough hand squeezing her ass.
"Hmm, I don't want to stop, though..." the bald man retorted. "I think you are liking this too. It explains why you haven't stopped me..." Sandra's blue eyes flashed him a stern side glance. But he was right. His assertive nature allured her as if it was in her instincts.
Sandra's silence only answered Bruno's conclusion. "Hey, do you want to play with my cock again?" he whispered into her ear, his hot breath sent shivers down her spine.
"Huh? I don't think I should do that again. I'm a married woman, remember?"
"Yeah, I remember. But the thing is, don't you remember that I don't care?" Bruno replied with a devilish smirk. "I'm not scared of your wimpy husband, and speaking of him, why did he send you to go buy drinks alone in a foreign country? It's not exactly safe around here, and my, my, look at that storm raging outside. I couldn't live with myself sending a woman like you out in such conditions. It's very inconsiderate." Bruno lied about the town not being safe—crime was considerably low in this area, especially compared to the rest of the country.
Sandra's resentment toward Lucas surged once more hearing Bruno say 'inconsiderate'. "I might say, that's not what a real man would do," he serenaded the Swiss wife.



Sandra closed her eyes and winced feeling yet another strong squeeze. She felt herself slipping into her primal desires. Why was she falling for his lecherous advances once again? Sandra should have known better and resisted against Bruno, but she simply couldn't. Her inner consciousness and newfound taboo desires battled within her. And the thought of Lucas made her stomach churn. It was wrong that she was allowing this old man to have his way with her, but at the same time, it was his fault for putting her in this nefarious situation.
"Are you wet?" Bruno suddenly asked.
Sandra shook from her daze and responded, "V-vhat?! Stop talking to me like that!"
"No, I won't... Like I said, you like it. So stop denying it..." the older man reiterated. Sandra's cheeks went flush, he was picking her apart with his truthful words.
Then, grasping her shoulders, Bruno forcefully turned her to him. "Oh! Hey! Bruno! Vhat are you-," the blonde Swiss tried to say before getting caught off guard by his big lips.
"Mpphhhpppp!" Sandra squealed into his mouth as his tongue slipped past her lips and forcefully danced with hers. As the burly old man hungrily kissed her, he pinned her against the glass door of the cooler next to them. The cool air was a stark contrast to what was going on inside of her.
Sandra was shocked and bewildered at his salacious advance, but oddly enough, not fearful or scared. She provided some form of resistance by pushing against his wide torso but didn't fight as if she were in a life-or-death situation. In all reality, she was relishing the fact that Bruno was taking what he wanted like a true man should. It was such a difference to a certain individual who had no problem sending his woman out to do his errands.
Grabbing her ass with his left hand, Bruno traced his right down the curves of her perfect body and under the cover-up dress. He wasted no time shoving his hand down the front of her bikini bottoms. His dark eyes widened feeling that she was clean-shaven. Reaching deeper, his fat fingers reached the source of her sex. Sandra felt so hot and wet, just like he predicted she would.
Sandra gasped and squirmed against Bruno feeling him touching her pussy. She desperately tried to shove him away but the sensation of his digits beginning to play with her sopping slit caused her resistance to wane. Her pushing progressively got weaker as he fiddled his fingers across her lips, eliciting involuntary moans from her lips.
"Mwah... Damn, Sandra, you're so wet for me. I must be really missing my cock..." Bruno said in a low voice, momentarily separated from her soft lips.
Sandra's eyes were glazed with lust and her mouth was sexily parted with her tongue slightly hanging out. She panted heavily as her body burned with raging arousal. She knew it was wrong to allow this man to take advantage of her again, but she couldn't deny her true desires.
"Ugh, shut up..." the Swiss mumbled under her breath. Bruno happily obliged her request by joining his lips with hers again.
As they twirled tongues, Bruno prodded middle and ring fingers against her folds. Sandra moaned and quivered with pleasure as her arms relaxed and subtly began to wrap around his wide body. The taste of his alcohol and cigarette-ridden saliva flooded her tastebuds. As gross as it was, she oddly became accustomed to it, she even enjoyed it in some strange way.
It felt so naughty that her chaste had been breached once again. But Sandra couldn't help it. The way Bruno interacted with her, touched her, and kissed her unlocked feelings she had never felt before. It made her blood rush with adrenaline and her body tingle with pure arousal.
She did feel a bit guilty that she was cheating on Lucas again but in her mind twisted and rationalized her actions as a result of his incompetence and selfish ways. Everything that had happened to Sandra during their brief arrival to the town was because of Lucas. She would have never had that illicit encounter with the bald old man, which ultimately led her to this very moment. In some wicked way, this was her revenge toward her husband.
"Mhhmmmm," Sandra emitted a satisfied moan feeling Bruno's fingers plunged deeper into her wet depths. He wiggled himself deeper, causing her knees to wobble and her hands to grip his stained tank top. Her sweet nectar flowed down his digits, pooling onto his callused palm. With each movement, her guilt washed away, replaced with a desire for more.
The sensation of how rough he was only stimulated her further. Releasing lips once more, Bruno nestled his face into her long, exposed neck and began to hungrily suck, lick and kiss her. "Ohhh... uh, augh... Bruno!" Sandra purred. The burly man smiled sensing she was falling further into his grasp.
Sleuthing his fingers in and out, Bruno skillfully pleasured the European foreigner. Her nordic blue eyes rolled behind her skull feeling his prodding at places she never knew existed. "Ah ah ah... My Gott... Bruno..." she continued to spill her sounds of sultry pleasure.
While he fingered her, she hiked her cover-up further up her body over her chest, exposing her bikini top and more of her skin. She shuddered feeling her skin in direct contact with his thin tank top. The fabric subtly grazed against her seren skin, and she could feel his warmth emitting from his body, further increasing her arousal.
Tracing her hands up his back, Sandra encased his neck with her arms, pulling him deeper into her neck. Her toes clenched and her legs trembled. Bruno's fingers felt thicker and reached far deeper than Lucas' penis ever would! Sandra had also never been fingered like this before, not that her husband fingered her anyway.
"Ohh, ah!" Sandra moaned out, as Bruno hit a specific part of her.
Bruno felt satisfied with her reaction as he ravished her neck, suctioning her skin with his lips and lathering her with his saliva while blasting her innards with his thick fingers. Her alluring aroma filled his nostril and her sweet taste caused his cock to swell in his shorts. He needed to claim this woman as soon as possible!
Exploring her depths, Bruno curled his fingers up, causing Sandra's eyes to shoot open and moan out in pleasure, indicating he found her G-spot. "AH! Bruno!" she screamed out. The bald man grinned and attacked her weak point, repeatedly prodding and pressing it.
Sandra's pussy throbbed heavily and her body like it was on fire. Subconsciously rolled her hips toward him in an attempt to extract as much pleasure from his fingers as possible. Bruno loved how this chaste woman gave in to her desires.
With a few final surgical prods and curls, Sandra finally came. "AHHHHHHH!" she wailed. Her wet walls constricted tightly around Bruno's thick fingers and her womanly juice gushed out, completely slathering his hand and her white bikini bottoms.
Sandra's alluring eyes rolled behind her skull and her tongue sexily lolled out from her mouth as her orgasm ripped through her. It felt like electrical currents pulsing through her body, making her nerves go numb and her body tense with pure ecstasy. The blonde Swiss reflexively stood on her toes and her body lurched toward her extramarital acquaintance. She was experiencing the best orgasm in her life! Lucas never made her cum this hard, not that he did all. Even when she took the time to relieve herself, Sandra had never achieved this level of release.
With her mind-melting orgasm slowly subsiding, Sandra let out a long exhale. Her arms loosened around Bruno's neck and she fell from her toes. She couldn't believe that she let this man finger her to orgasm, nor that it could be this good. But as wrong as it was, she couldn't deny that he gave her the best orgasm of her life.
Lifting his face from her neck, Bruno unsheathed his fingers from her quivering slit. Sandra involuntarily twitched at the sensation of his fingers leaving her empty. "Heh, how was that, sexy?" the older man inquired with a victorious grin.
Sandra's eyes slowly rolled back from her skull and met his gaze. Panting, she weakly replied, "Th-that was good..." It pained her a bit to admit that, but there was no use in lying.
"I can tell that was the best orgasm you ever had. Your wimp husband sure does a shit job tending to his wife," Bruno declared. "A real man should never leave his wife unsatisfied." He was playing at her weakness again.
Taking his slathered hand to his face, he lapped and sucked off Sandra's juiced from his fingers. "Hmmm, you taste so damn good..." Bruno grumbled with satisfaction. Sandra watched in stunned awe as the bald man salaciously consumed her nectar. It was so vulgar, so... arousing.
But with her post-orgasm clarity settling in, Sandra gasped and remembered her original task. "Augh, scheisse! The drinks! I need to leave, now!" she exclaimed. Mustering the strength she pushed Bruno off of her, opened the cooler again, and reached for a random case of beer.
"Woah, now. I don't think you're going anywhere," Bruno said, catching her arm.
"Huh?!"
"Look outside, sexy," the burly man pointed out the window. Sandra's blue eyes widened to see that the rainstorm only got worse. The heavy bullets of rain hit the building like it was fired from a gun and the howling wind became noticeable. Where did this monsoon rain come from, and why did it seem to cooperate with Bruno's intentions? "I don't think it's safe for you to head home now... Rain storms like this can last quite a while, and you'll get sick, or worse if you attempt to return home. It's best you just wait out the downpour here... with me..." Bruno suggested with a low voice.
Sandra's throat got dry as she blankly stared out the window. Her mind raced, wondering what she was going to do, and it was apparent that Bruno wanted to do more naughty things with her. She needed to leave while she still had a clear mind before descending back into more depravity with Bruno.
"Come on, Sandra. Let's keep having fun... Don't you want to see my cock again?" the older man said with a mischievous grin. Sandra slowly turned to him and glanced at the tent at his crotch. She unknowingly salivated, picturing his massive manhood in the flesh again.
"But... my husband... he's vaiting for me vith his cousins. I can't stay any longer," the alluring blonde tried to reason. "It's too risky."
"Psh! I doubt that they're even conscious right now, gah! I know how drinking goes. Once the alcohol stops flowing, you would just pass out. Trust me, I know!" Bruno explained with confidence, his beer belly was a sign of his expertise.
Sandra was conflicted. She knew that she couldn't stay but at the same time, she was eager for more naughty fun. And it was raining. Taking another glance outside, as if to confirm that fact, she was given the perfect excuse for her absence if Lucas wondered about her disappearance. She didn't want him and his family to worry.
"Come on, Sandra. Let's have some more fun together. I know you want to. Don't you want to play with my big cock again?" he repeated. Sandra closed her eyes and struggled with herself to make a choice. "You're on vacation, you deserve to let loose and have fun, no? No one has to know... this will be our little secret..." the bald man continued to prod. The Swiss wife gasped feeling him tug her hand directly onto his stiff mound.
Involuntarily biting her lip, Sandra frantically began to mumble to herself in her native language. The feeling of this lecherous man's throbbing cock under his shorts made her hopelessly horny, and her body was longing for more. The memories of her jerking his big uncircumcised cock on the beach earlier that day made her pussy grow wet once more. Just imagining the throbbing rod in her hand, how warm and how heavy it had felt... it all helped make the reasoning part of her brain more docile about the situation.
Her mind began to rationalize reasons to cheat on her husband again. She blamed him for driving her into another man's arms. Neglecting her, sending her on his own errands... Not being man enough... And the weather provided the perfect conditions to conceal her adulterous activities, and it gave her ample time to commit plenty of mistakes. If there was any opportunity to allow herself to give into her carnal desires, now was the time...
"Fine..." Sandra finally capitulated. "But no one can know, ever," she sternly continued. Her fate was sealed.
"Of course! This will be our secret, sexy" Bruno gladly agreed, making a zipping gesture on his lips. Amusingly rolling her eyes, Sandra went for her phone to inform her husband that she was stranded, and won't be home until the storm recedes. But as she did, she realized she didn't have her phone.
"No, no! My phone!" she exclaimed with an uneasy expression on her face.
"Ah, don't worry about that, sweetheart. This is a quaint community. Many of us here shelter people during storms like this all the time! Plus the reception gets bad when this happens, so your phone is not much use anyway," Bruno assured. "Assuming if your people aren't knocked out, but I'm sure they are, they can safely assume you're fine. So we are safe to conduct our fun without any bother!"
Sandra was apprehensive about his reasoning. But considering that Lucas and his cousins were very drunk, it was likely that Bruno's predictions may be true. Furthermore, his statements about this town being a quaint community appeared true based on the pleasant interactions she encountered on her way to the shop.
Sighing, Sandra just gave an affirming nod. "So... vhat now?" she asked, her tone relaxing.
Bruno smiled from ear to ear, his gold crown shining from the lights above. "Heh, that's the spirit. Let me close up shop before I take us somewhere with a little more... privacy..." he said, his words rolling off his tongue with that Latino allure.
Closing the cooler door, she watched Bruno turn off the neon sign and lock the door. Shutting off a few of the lights, the main space of the shop became dark, lit up by a few ambient lamps near the cash register.
Sandra's heart thumped in her chest with each action. She felt nervous and exhilarated at what she was about to do. She had no idea what Bruno had in store for her, but she was certain it would be fun. Thoughts about her husband and wedding vows were shoved into a dark place in her mind. This little taboo escapade would be hers, and hers alone.
Confidently striding toward her, Bruno locked eyes with the Swiss babe before him. He discerned an aroused glint in her fetching blue orbs as she eagerly nibbled on her lip. His cock swelled even more knowing she would be his by the time this storm ended.
Stepping closer to her, he could feel her sweet, hot breath brush against his aged face. "Are you ready?" Bruno asked in a low, quiet voice. Sandra hesitated for a brief moment before nodding in agreement.
Licking his lips, the burly man reached under Sandra and swooped her from her feet. "Oh my!" she squealed with sudden amusement. The feeling of his strength made her even more attracted to the older man. Lucas never picked her up like this before, not like he could anyway due to his skinny stature.
A sinful grin formed on her beautiful face as she encased her arms and legs around him for support. With her mind concluded to her naughty desires, she leaned forward and placed her lips with Bruno's.
Bruno was delighted to see Sandra finally making some moves on her own. The burly old man carried her deeper into the store as she eagerly made out with him. Passing through some decorative door beads in the corner of the shop, he journeyed through the storage area before arriving at a door. Opening it with one hand, he slipped inside and kicked it shut with his foot.
Sandra pulled away from Bruno's lips and scanned her new surroundings. The dark room wasn't large, but wasn't very spacious either: It was big enough just for a messy full-sized bed against the flaky wall ahead of them, a small desk with a dusty, old computer, and a drawer. Just above the bed was a small window with a broken blind. Outside, she could see the rain sprayed against the glass and some flashes of lightning brightening the dark sky.
"Welcome to my humble abode," Bruno chuckled—his shop doubled as his home.
"Hm, cozy," Sandra sarcastically said with a small chuckle. Her nostrils flared out picking up a musky aroma permeating the air. But instead of being grossed out, it oddly heightened her arousal. Perhaps it was Bruno's manly scent activating her primal instincts.
Setting her back down to her feet, Bruno grabbed Sandra's soft ass and forcefully tugged her to him, intertwining their lips again. As their lips smacked and their tongues danced, the bald old man moved his hands from her flawless ass and reached for her beach cover-up, and began to unbutton it.
Sandra couldn't help but let out a playful, excited giggle at Bruno's eagerness. If there was any guilt left in her, it had long since been forgotten. At the same time, the attractive Swiss grabbed the hem of his tank top and lifted it from his wide body.
Sandra's cover-up fell from her body first, revealing the sexy white bikini she had worn earlier, while Bruno's hairy, burly body and protruding beer belly came into full view not long after. Although he looked out of shape, boy was he strong.
"Hm, still wearing that bikini I like so much I see," Bruno playfully remarked. "I like you dressing up for me like this."
Sandra rolled her striking blue eyes. Then, with a playful smile, she reached behind her and slowly unlaced the knot of her bikini top, allowing it to gracefully fall to the floor, giving her salacious partner the nakedness of her breasts.
Bruno's eyes shot from his sockets seeing her nice, full D-cup tits display. Her cute, pink nipples were erect from her arousal. The bald man licked his chops wanting to suckle on her mammaries like a baby.
"Like vhat you see?" Sandra said with a low, seductive voice; she was really leaning into her infidelity now. There was no point in denying it now, this was happening. Bruno swallowed his saliva to quench his drying throat and rapidly nodded. With a proud grin, Sandra reached for her bikini bottoms and carefully loosened its tie, teasingly pulling on the string until they fell to her feet.
Bruno's breathing became heavy and labored as her smooth, clean-shaven pussy came into full view, her juices seeping from her slit, glazing her inner thighs. "God, damn, you are a sexy woman!" the older man exclaimed, his cock jumping in his shorts.
"Danke," Sandra thanked in German. It brought her pleasure to be so openly desired. But she squinted annoyingly as it just dawned on her that Lucas barely even compliments her looks. That boy took her for granted, and now see what happens.
Wanting to join his sexy European foreigner, Bruno swiftly dropped his shorts with his underwear down his big legs. Sandra sexily licked her lush lips seeing his big Brazilian cock once more, his bulbous cockhead lurching past his foreskin, looking purple and angry. It was as magnificent as she had seen before, maybe even better due to the erotic setting she found herself in.
"Do you like what you see?" Bruno asked in return.
"Mhmm," Sandra let out a long, agreeing pur, her tone dripping with satisfaction.
With a triumphant smirk, Bruno grasped Sandra's perfectly curved hips and shuffled her toward the bed behind. "Oh!" she gasped as she was pushed onto the edge of the mattress, having a sneaky suspicion of what was next. Propping herself on her hands, she gazed at the burly naked man standing over her. His cock stood erect and his heavy balls hung low.
Sandra's pussy quivered imagining what it would feel like to have such a thing lodged into her married depths. A shudder went through her at the probability of that happening. "Hmm, come up here. I want to feel those pretty lips of yours around my cock," Bruno sternly ordered, his voice low and commanding. Sandra obeyed the hung older man and rose from the bed.



Sitting up, her face became level with his throbbing manhood. Her eyes crossed, fixating on his bulbous cockhead and she carefully watched as his viscous precum leaked from his cavernous slit down to her serene, white thighs. His masculine smell penetrated her senses, making her inhale deeply.
"Hold it," the burly man commanded. Biting her lip, Sandra reached out, wrapping her slender fingers around his veiny shaft with her right hand, and cusping his healthy baby makers with her left. "Ohhh, that's it! I missed feeling these hands!" Bruno bellowed. He grinned feeling a cold tingle from her wedding ring making contact with his sack.
She carefully stroked his shaft, drawing his foreskin back, revealing his cockhead, and gently squeezed his balls, causing even more precum to spew from his slit. "Ohhh, oohh, augh! Put it in your mouth!" Bruno groaned with need.
Sandra swallowed the saliva building in her mouth, hesitating for a moment. She didn't even give Lucas blowjobs. It made her body tingle knowing she was about to do something for another man she didn't do with her husband. She loved the sense of danger this experience brought, even more than their previous lecherous encounter.
"Now," Bruno urgently repeated his prior demand. Sandra bit her lip with guiltless thrill hearing this commanding Latino old man order her around.
Releasing her grasp from his genitals and resting her hands on her lap, Sandra leaned forward and wrapped her soft lips around his bulbous cock head. Goosebumps formed on her skin as his salty and musky flavor washed over her tastebuds. "Yeah! That's it! Deeper, Sandra, deeper!" the bald man urged, closing his eyes and tilting his head back to focus on the pleasure this married woman was giving him.
Titling her alluring eyes up his body, his beer belly slightly obscuring his aged face, she hummed and took him deeper into her wet mouth. Inch by inch, his monstrous manhood slid into her welcoming orifice toward the back of her throat. Sandra was grateful that she lacked a gag reflex because this old bastard was simply massive!
Bottoming out in her throat, Bruno let out a gratifying moan of relief surrounded by Sandra's warmth and wetness. Locking eyes with the attractive Swiss beneath him, he gave a beckoning smirk for her to continue.
With an aroused glint in her blue orbs, she drew her head back and initiated her oral pleasuring. She slowly bobbed her head back and forth eliciting heavy breaths from Bruno. Her mouth felt so good around him. The pleasure he was receiving felt even more rewarding knowing she was a married woman. So warm, and so soft. Her tongue glided across the first inches of his veiny shaft, creating delicious friction, and her saliva coated his cock in a thin gloss.
But as good as she was making him feel, Sandra was going rather shallow with her bobbing, only going just past his cockhead by a mere inch or two. Bruno wanted his new woman to be able to take all of him, though. "Augh, come on, Sandra. I know you can do better than that," Bruno encouraged. Sandra squinted up at him and let out a heavy exhale through her nostrils.
She proceeded to take him further into her mouth, going well past her previous limits. Sandra was a bit inexperienced when it came to sucking cock, but she did have that naughty secret of watching porn when she masturbated to take inspiration from.
Relaxing her jaw, Sandra had an easier time sliding Bruno's fat cock down her mouth. Each time she pulled away and delved back in for more she took a little more of his length. She needed her tight throat to grow accustomed to his massive size. Bruno's groans and moans of pleasure signaled to her that she was doing something right.
This only invigorated her efforts, recalling what she had seen in pornos, she proceeded to incorporate circular motions into her undulated sucking. This addition was taken into great effect by hearing a roar from Bruno. "OH YEAH! THAT'S IT BABY!" he gasped as he reflexively grabbed a hold of her head, his fingers sinking into her elegant platinum blonde locks. Sandra moaned, feeling his strong, gripping hands forcing her to take his cock even deeper.
The Swiss beauty was finding it harder to breathe with how far his cock was buried in her throat, but she willed her nerves to get used to it. She never would have believed that she could take a cock, no less such a huge one, down her gullet without much issue, but here she was.
Bruno clenched her hair as Sandra's amateur fellatio seemingly improved with every bobbing motion, her slurping and sucking pierced through the ambient rain rumbling in the background. Sandra's throat had since adapted to his size, and now she freely deepthroated him with ease. Having no gag reflex was a true blessing now.
His cock glided in and out of her wet mouth as her motions became increasingly more fluid. Assisting Sandra in her sucking with gentle, yet firm tugs, Bruno began to thrust his hips forward, plunging his cock ever so deeper into her welcoming throat.
"Gclk... Glck..." The sounds of Sandra getting deepthroated played like music to Bruno's ears.
"Oh, yeah, take it. Take it all, Sandra," he hungrily cooed, providing her with steady strokes. "Yeah... take that cock..." the bald continued.
Bruno glanced down at Sandra and reveled in the erotic scene before him. He smiled victoriously seeing her lush lips firmly wrapped around his thick shaft as she gazed up to him, appearing to be utterly entranced in her pleasurable duties. The old man couldn't help but bask in her pure beauty. Even with his cock lodged in her mouth, she had this heavenly glow to her that he couldn't describe.
Meanwhile, Sandra was hopelessly horny from her sloppy blowjob. This old man was drawing naughty skills she never knew she pocessed! "Hmmm, mhmmm, hmmm," she moaned as she nimbly rotated her mouth around his throbbing love pole with her hands still quality resting on her thighs. Bruno's manly pheromones permeated her buds, enhancing her arousal for her new mate.
His cock was just so big, so manly, it deserved all this and more. It deserver her utmost attention from this sexy woman. A fire burning within the Swiss hottie, her muffled, aroused moans and her continuous rotating stimulation helped create the most delicious, velvety sensations around his cock, encouraging his own movements. As time progressed, Sandra took in each stroke with vigor, gradually acclimating to the pace of his hip thrusts. Her throat became looser with each plunging motion, accomodating her new lover.
Wanting to take things further, Sandra fully swallowed his cock and held herself there. Using her tongue, she stretched it past her bottom lip and began to lick and tickle Bruno's sack. Bruno's bald head fell back out of pure pleasure shooting through his engorged cock. There were little to no words that could describe how Sandra's throat felt; it could only be expressed through his moans.
Feeling her chest burning from the lack of oxygen in her lungs, Sandra unsheathed herself from his entire length. The attractive Swiss gasped for air as strings of her saliva connected from his slathered cockhead to her lips.
Bruno gazed upon her as she panted. Sandra had this buzzed look in her eyes as if she were drunk from sucking his cock. Cock drunk some might say. Her mouth and chin was coated with her drool from her enthusiastic sucking. This only made her more attractive to the burly man.
"Where did you learn how to suck cock like that?! You're a pro!" Bruno bemusely exclaimed.
Removing her hands from her thighs, Sandra grasped the base of his saliva-slathered cock with her left hand. "Hmm, vatching porno..." she bluntly replied with a sinful grin as she slowly began to stroke his wet shaft. Bruno chuckled, as chaste as she appeared, she turned out to be naughtier than he imagined!
But as he watched her stroke his cock, the old man couldn't pry his eyes away from her wedding ring in direct contact with his manhood; the old lecher wanted her to keep it on when she jerked him off earlier, but he held his tongue in fear of warding her off. He found it incredibly hot that this was the most blatant offense to Sandra's marriage. Bruno was proud of himself that he single-handedly ruined this European woman's marriage for his own gain.
"Do you do this for your husband??" he genuinely asked, but with devious intentions as well; this couldn't possibly be the first time she had sucked cock.
Sandra offered a knowing smirk. "Hmm, no. I don't," she answered plainly. Bruno's eyes widened with surprise and triumph.
"You naughty girl. Doing things for strangers that you don't for your husband," Bruno teasingly said. Sandra sighed and amusingly rolled her fetching blue eyes. "Do you like sucking my cock?" the old man continued.
"Mhm," Sandra hummed. "It's so big. I love how it slides down my throat..." She then gently slapped his cock against her left cheek, leaving an erotic wet mark on her before giving the underside of his cockhead a kiss.
Bruno felt his blood pumping seeing how much she was leaning into their sexual mingling. Reaching down with his right hand, he tenderly cupped her face and placed his thumb against her soft, wet lips, parted them ever so slightly.
"God damn, I need to fuck the shit out of you," the bald man declared. Sandra flashed an agreeing smile before wrapping her lips around his thumb and gently sucking it.
Pulling his hand away, Bruno ushered Sandra to move up the bed. She obediently scooted up the mattress, slipping her sandals off her pretty feet. Laying in the center of Bruno's bed, Sandra couldn't help but smell the musk of his dirty sheets. The older man's pheromones only boosted her arousal, causing her pussy to leak onto the sheets, forming a damp spot beneath her.
Kicking his slippers off, Bruno joined his European lover in bed. Sandra gasped as the mattress sunk before her, drawing her closer to the old man. Her heart pounded in her chest with anticipation and anxiousness. She was going to do it. She was going to fuck a man she just barely met. How could she descend into depravity so easily?
Kneeling in front of her, Bruno took each of her legs and splayed them out before getting between them. Sandra nervously bit her index finger as her Nordic blue eyes were firmly locked onto his erect cock hovering just over her lower abdomen. She estimated how far deep he would go.
"Meine Gott! That thing is going to rip me apart!" she thought.
Her breathing got slow and heavy as she anticipated Bruno to make his move. Licking his lips, he drew his hips back and lined his cockhead against her moist slit, splaying them as he prodded her lips. A sharp breath escaped Sandra's lips feeling his sex against hers. It felt warm and it throbbed heavily against her, aching to delve into her welcoming depths. But as the old man was about to slip himself in, she hastily stopped him.
"Vait! Nein! Vait!" the Swiss spoke, pushing against his abdomen.
"What??" Bruno grumbled with annoyance.
"D-do you have a condom??" Sandra asked. "I'm not on a pill..." she nervously admitted. The old man's eyes widened with excitement.
"Oh, no, no, no. Real men don't use condoms," Bruno declared with a sinful grin, his cock eagerly throbbing to dive into her unprotected slit.
"Vhat?! Bruno, I..." Sandra tried to say. She couldn't risk having unprotected sex with a stranger!
"Trust me, it's better when it's raw. It's more natural and fulfilling that way, baby," the bald man interrupted, slipping his big arms under her knees and pushing her legs toward her chest, putting her into a mating press. Sandra was left puzzled and nervous, struggling to come up with any reason to object.
Sandra reflexively bit her lip being put into such a submissive position that Lucas never did this with her. Her pussy became tingly feeling his slip further past her lips. "Come on, Sandra. You want this. Don't you want to experience what it's like to fuck a real man? I'm sure your wimp husband does a piss poor job satisfying you." Sandra cautiously leered at Bruno as he teasingly rubbed his cockhead along her pulsing lips, seemingly taunting her. But as fucked up as it was, the old bastard was right.
"I- we... No, it's not..." Sandra stuttered, her mind racing. She let out a moan feeling Bruno slip deeper, his cockhead now enveloped by her lips.
"Just let this happen, Sandra... I'm gonna pound this European pussy of yours raw whether you like it or not anyway. I'm going to show you what real sex is like. So just sit back and enjoy this. I know I will!" Bruno stated affirmingly. Sandra's breath trembled, there was no way out of this.
"Augh... vait! It's dangerous! Ah! Oh... ohhhh..." Sandra lost her words as the old lecher lurched his hips forward, dipping his cock deep inside her married pussy.
Inch by inch his raw Brazilian hog delved between her lips, stretching her insides to its limits. "Oh, meine gott!" Sandra exclaimed, her voice trembling as she received his monstrous length and girth. "It's so big! Augh! You're ripping me apart!"
"Argh, so tight!" Bruno winced with pleasure as he bottomed out in Sandra's cunt. The sensation of his fat cockhead smushing against the entrance of her womb caused her fetching blue eyes to roll back in pure pleasure. Bruno was reaching places Lucas had never come close to.
"How's that, sexy?" Bruno amusingly asked seeing the lustful expression on Sandra's beautiful face. The blonde just let out a heavy moan, signaling her pleasure.
Given the green light to continue, the burly man slowly drew his cock back before diving back in. Sandra let out sharp gasps as she adapted to his endowment. It was painful but in a good way. Each time Bruno's cock slipped in and out, the more accustomed she became, causing her sharp breathing to relax into slow into an erotic pace.
"Ah, ohh... Yes..." Sandra moaned melting into the pleasure.
Bruno grunted and winced as he fucked her tight pussy with a slow, steady tempo. Her wet walls wrapped and contorted around his sleuthing shaft, gripping him with salacious ferocity. He feared that if he fucked her too hard too early, he would bust his load right then.
Bruno gave Sandra long, deep strokes, eliciting heavy moans from the Swiss woman. Sandra's mind was melting and her pussy was on fire. Bruno was hitting places she had no idea existed! Sensing their sexes were more acquainted with each other, Bruno leaned forward, pushing Sandra's long legs further toward her chest and planting his big hands onto the stained mattress for more leverage.
"You like that? You like my big cock fucking your pussy?" Bruno hungrily said as he increased the speed of his pistoning hips.
Sandra's eyes rolled back from her skull, flashing a glint of utter lust and desire. "Yes... It feels so good... K-keep going..." she responded incoherently, seemingly forgetting about the risk of them fucking without protection.
"Ah! That's right! Take it! Take this big cock, baby!" Bruno roared as the clapping of their flesh reverberated through the dim and musky room.
"Ah ah ah! Uh uh!" Sandra moaned. She glanced up and locked eyes with the burly man over her. The way he looked back made her stomach flutter and her pussy quiver. His eyes gazed upon her with determined intensity as he ground his teeth. She was a mere passenger in the pleasure she was receiving as he thrusted away at her wet cunt.
Sandra gripped the stained sheets and held on for her dear life as Bruno repeatedly slammed against her the entrance to her womb. Thoughts of her marriage were being forcefully dug out from Bruno's big cock.
"Has your husband ever fucked you this good?" the bald lecher grunted.
Sandra bit her lip. "No... He's never fucked me this good!" she responded with a needy voice, her inhibitions and chaste behavior had been tossed aside.
Bruno grinned victoriously and released her legs from his arms. "Heh, that's what I thought," he began learning down to Sandra's face. "How does it feel to fuck a real man, Sandra??"
A devious smirk formed on Sandra's soft lift. "It feels so good. I love the vay you hold me down and pound me. My husband's little penis could never fuck me this good!" the blonde Swiss answered with her unfiltered thoughts.
"Gaha! That skinny little wimp doesn't deserve you! A woman like you deserves to get her world rocked by a man! A man like me! GAHA!" Bruno exclaimed, giving Sandra one big thrust.
Sandra gasped and her legs sexy legs reflexively wrapped around his wide waist as her orgasm ripped from her very being. Holding himself balls deep inside her pulsing love canal, Bruno bent his head down and intertwined lips with Sandra. He groaned and winced feeling her tight walls constrict around his thick shaft like an anaconda.
"Mhhmm, mhhhm, hhmmmm," Sandra moaned into Bruno's mouth in utter ecstasy as she creamed all over his cock. She clenched her toes, bracing herself as he resumed her thrusting. She never knew sex could feel this good!
The sounds of their lustful mating battled with the raging storm outside. The metal frame of the bed creaked loudly as their rutting intensified. Sandra felt like she was living a wet dream. It was surreal to her that she allowed herself to be seduced by a total stranger on the first day of her vacation. However, as taboo as it was, Sandra was loving it. Bruno was unleashing all her pent-up sexual frustrations, causing her to act so uncharacteristically depraved.
Pulling away from her lips, Bruno went to her long neck and began to kiss and lick her. "Ah! Yes, Bruno! Ohhhh! Bruno! Fick mich!" Sandra wailed in Swiss-German as the older man continued his onslaught, giving her no room to rest. He understood her even though he couldn't understand the direct transition to her words. Her cries of pleasure only invigorated the older man, causing his thrusting to become heavier and faster.
Sandra's eyes were glazed with pure lust as she endured the jolts of pleasure buzzing heavily through her body. Crossing her ankles, she assisted Bruno in his fucking, eagerly dragging his hips down every time he drew back. Entangling his neck with her arms, she tugged her Brazilian lover deeper into her neck.
Sandra loved the sensations of Bruno's eager lips on her and his big cock penetrating her tight pussy. His heavy balls slapped against her ass adding another layer of erotic pleasure over her. Everything about Bruno made her body tremble. She never wanted this to end. Luckily, thanks to the storm outside, she would seek to make the most of her taboo coupling.
The contrast between Bruno's dark, tan skin and Sandra's fair, serene white skin was an erotic mixing of two differing peoples from across the globe. Bruno loved that he was getting his cock wet with European pussy while Sandra was aroused that she was fucking a foreign man. Even though Lucas was of the same ethnicity as Bruno, she didn't consider him the same. Lucas was very Americanized while this burly old man was a true native through and through. And there was this added allure at how this dark, vulgar man corrupting her serene body and soul that made Sandra unbearably horny. Did she just unlock a new fetish?
Giving Sandra's slathered neck one last, long lick, Bruno pulled away from her, getting himself back upright. "How was it cumming on a real man's cock, Sandra?" Bruno said with a heavy exhale as he grasped her hips.
"So good! I've never cum so hard before, Bruno. Augh, I need you to keep fucking me..." Sandra responded, her voice breathy and needy.
"Hehe, of course, sexy. We have all night to enjoy ourselves," Bruno devilishly replied, lifting Sandra's ass from the bed with ease.
Holding her up, the burly man resumed his thrusting, causing Sandra's striking blue eyes to roll back and her body to tremble. Her long legs swung beside Bruno's wide body as he vigorously pounded away at her married pussy.



"Ah ah ah! Uh uh! Like zat! Keep fucking meine muschi like zat!" Sandra wailed, her accent seemingly becoming thicker. Her body rhythmically slid up and down the bed in tandem with Bruno's fucking. The pressure inside her core was mind-numbing. Bruno left every nook and cranny of her pussy stimulated. Sandra was quickly becoming addicted to his cock.
The bed frame creaked heavily, sounding like it was on the verge of collapsing from their nasty mating. "Yeah! That's right! Who fucks you better!" Bruno roared as he grabbed under Sandra's left knee for better support.
"You, Bruno!" the Swiss wife eagerly responded.
"Better than your wimp husband??" the bald man continued.
"YES! Vay better than him!" Sandra screamed out, feverishly grabbing at the stained sheets.
"I want you to say it! Tell me!" Bruno roared, driving his cock deep into her wet depths, slamming against the entrance of her womb.
"You fuck me better than my little vimp husband!" As wrong as it was disrespecting Lucas, letting out all her frustrations toward him felt liberating.
Bruno licked his lips seeing this woman devolve into a mindless fuck toy. "Yeah, that's what I like to hear!"
Setting her ass back down to the bed, Bruno slipped out of Sandra's dripping pussy and wiped the sweat from his brow. The blonde let out an annoyed sigh feeling his cock leave her empty.
"Roll over. I want to pound your pussy from behind." Sandra showed a sinful smirk and obediently did what she was told.
Rolling over, she lay prone for her Brazilian lover. Swiveling her head around, she locked eyes with Bruno and teasingly wiggled her perfect ass, taunting him to come fuck her.
Getting into position, Bruno kneeled over her with her legs between his. Grabbing Sandra's plush, white cheeks, he spread them apart and admired her pulsing slit, eagerly awaiting for him to slip back into its welcoming warmth. The old man licked his chops observing her juices and cream seeping from the Swiss woman's pussy.
Taking his cock, Bruno sandwiched himself between her cheeks, giving her a few playful thrusts. "Bruno! Hehe," Sandra giggled. "Hurry up and put it in."
Bruno's signature toothy grin from on his lips. He loved how he turned this chaste woman into his slut. Tilting his slathered manhood down, he pushed his cockhead against Sandra's pussy lips and delved back into her depths.
"Ohhhh, yes!" the blonde let out a long sigh of relief feeling his sex fill her once more.
Bruno started with long, deep strokes. Sandra writhed beneath the burly man feeling his manhood reach her previously unventured territories. "Ohhh, hmmm, yes..." she mewled.
The bald man sensually rolled his hips into her soft ass. With every few thrusts, he would hold himself balls-deep inside of Sandra and twist and make circles with his hips, eliciting long, heavy moans from the Swiss wife.
Bruno admired her perfectly toned back as he fucked her. Everything from her long legs, serene white skin, and shapely body made the old man thank God for encountering this Goddess of a woman.
Increasing his tempo, Bruno leaned down and planted his hands onto the bed for more leverage. The mattress bounced and shook beneath them as he dicked Sandra down like the needy slut she was. The sounds of their clapping flesh and heavy panting managed to pierce through the heavy rain outside.
"Ohhh, yes... Like zat... Please keep fucking me like zat. Your cock feels so deep inside of me... It feels so amazing, Bruno," Sandra sexily cooed as she grabbed onto his wrists. His heavy weight bearing over her made her feel so aroused.
Sandra bit on the salty sheets as his pumping intensified further. She was thoroughly delighted that this old man was taking her to pleasurable heights she never knew existed! Her body shifted against his as their contrasting skin connected. It felt so good to be fucked. Not making love, nor having sex, to be fucked!
Going for her elegant blonde hair, Bruno dug his fat fingers into her soft locks and undid her messy bun, allowing her hair to fall freely to her shoulders. Bending down closer to her, Bruno went to Sandra's left ear and began to whisper naughty things to her.
"You're such a good fuck. The best fuck I've ever had," the older man grunted, his hot breath hitting her. "Aren't you happy we met? Until now, you've never known what it's like to have real sex," Bruno stated affirmingly.
Sandra glanced over and met his gaze. Her eyes were glazed with lust. The only thing she could think about was Bruno's incredible manhood rearranging her guts and the man whom that cock was attached to.
Stretching her wet tongue from her lips, she leaned up to Bruno for a kiss. The old man happily obliged and wrapped his lips with hers. They sloppily tongued each other as their sexes combined in the most primal ways. The two eagerly swapped saliva, practically drinking each other's oral fluids. Pulling away, they left long strings of their mixed spit connecting to each other's lips. Sandra never shared a kiss as passionate as that before. Yet another mental check mark for the long list of things she didn't do with her own husband.
Refocusing his efforts, Bruno seized Sandra's wrists and pinned them against the bed. "Oh?!" she amusingly gasped. Biting on his lip, the burly man proceeded to slam himself into her.
"Ah uh ah! Ohhh! Fuck! Keep going, Bruno! Don't stop! Never stop! Keep fucking me! Claim this married pussy!" Sandra wailed out, her legs kicking up behind him.
They two were deeply immersed in their intense fucking. Hell, they were mating more than anything. Their bodies were slick with sweat from their rutting, utterly soaking the sheets beneath them. Combined with the profoundly erotic setting they found themselves in, it made everything even more arousing. The raging monsoon outside provided the perfect storm for Sandra and Bruno's illicit infidelity.
"Pound me, Bruno! Give it to me! Ah! Yes! Fuck me harder! I need it! Do something my vimp of a husband can't! Fuck me!" Bruno was loving how Sandra was berating her husband on her own. He had her firmly in his grasp.
Her lustful pleads made Bruno insatiable. He found it a miracle that he even lasted this long! But alas, he was edging closer to his limit. Her hot, gripping pussy was proving to be too much to handle for the aged man. Luckily, he had all night to indulge himself in this European delicacy.
"Oh, yeah! That's it! Take that cock! Augh! Fuck yeah!" Bruno grunted, his sweat dripping from his chin and onto Sandra's naked back. He pistoned his cock in and out of her sopping hole with skillful precision. Her pussy had a firm hold on his shaft, eagerly trying to pull him back in every time he drew back.
"Argh... Gah! So tight!" Bruno groaned as he rapidly reached his limit. Sandra's heavy moans and serenades of pleasure caused to old man to finally announce his impending orgasm.
"Augh! I'm gonna cum!" Bruno roared, thrusting faster to achieve his long-awaited climax. However, his words seemingly snapped Sandra from her lustful stupor.
"Huh? Vhat??" she uttered, grasping what was happening. "V-vait! Augh! No! You're not vearing a condom! You can't do it inside! Pull out! Pull out!" she desperately exclaimed, trying to pry herself away, but to no use.
"Sorry, sweetheart. I ain't pulling out of this pussy!" Bruno cheerfully declared, keeping her firmly pinned beneath him. Sandra attempted to thrash free from his hold, the burly man was simply too strong and heavy.
"No! This can't happen! I might get pregnant! I can't get knocked up by a stranger!"
Sandra continued her hopeless struggle, causing Bruno to grunt with annoyance. She gasped as the burly man grabbed her face with his big and forced her to make eye contact with him. "Stop squirming, would you?!" he growled causing Sandra to tremble by his dominating demeanor. "Now listen. You are my woman now, got it?? For as long as you're in town, this pussy belongs to me, and me alone. So that means I get to cum wherever the fuck I want!" Bruno's aggressive words were backed by his forceful thrusting.
"Ah! No... This isn't right..." Sandra mewled in submission.
"Shut it, slut! You are my woman now!" Bruno cut her off, squishing her cheeks with his fingers. "I'm going to bust my load deep inside of this married pussy and claim you once and for all!"
Sandra's mind raced. Her situation was hopelessly precarious. Bruno had no intention of pulling out. She groaned feeling his cock tensing inside of her, on the verge of unleashing his load inside her unprotected pussy. Lucas, her marriage, everything was on the cusp of being destroyed if Bruno managed to knock her up.
However, the way the old man was pounding her was causing her instincts to seize control over her inhibitions. "You're about to be knocked up by a real man! You're wimp of a husband doesn't deserve a woman like you!" Bruno roared. His declaration made Sandra's stomach curl.
However, instead of objecting the Swiss wife went silent, and her resistance subtly waned. "Hmm, you like that sound of that, don't you, Sandra? Being impregnated by a real man, unlike your husband," Bruno said, noticing her slowly giving in.
"Huh? Ugh, no! My husband is man enough!" Sandra stammered. That was a lie.
"Yeah, sure he is!" the bald man sarcastically replied. "That's why you're fucking me then, right? Just give in to your desires. I know your body wants this. I can feel it in your tight pussy. It's wrapping around my cock, eager to take my load. So why do you keep fighting it? It's only natural that women are attracted to more assertive men, like me! HA!"
As much as Sandra wanted to deny it, Bruno was right. A big factor in why she gave in to the old man's advances was because of how upfront and dominant he was. She was allured by it, attracted to it. It made her feel gitty and excited inside.
But before Sandra could properly gather her thoughts Bruno let out a roar. "Oh shit! Here it comes, bitch! Augh! YOU - ARE - MINE!" Driving his cock deep, Bruno bottomed out inside Sandra's love canal and planted his bulbous cockhead against the portal of her fertile womb, flooding it with his thick virile seed.
"OH MEINE GOTT!" Sandra involuntarily gasped as her legs kicked up and her toes curled. She felt his hot sticky ropes fill her insides to the brim. Her Nordic blue eyes rolled behind her skull as another orgasm tore through her. It felt undeniably good being creampied by a man like Bruno. It was so primal, so natural, so amazing...
"Ohhh, yeah! Take it like the good slut you are... Yes... Fuck, I'm filling you up good, baby!" the bald man cooed, giving Sandra a few good pumps.
"Ah... scheisse... you came in me... you came in me..." Sandra incoherently mumbled in pure ecstasy. Her wet walls hugged Bruno's throbbing shaft tightly, milking him for everything he had.
Spewing his last few loads, Bruno, slowly withdrew his manhood from Sandra's inseminated pussy. His cock sprung into the air, flinging their mixed bodily fluids onto her ass and back, leaving long strings between their sexes as well.
Letting go of her face, Bruno plopped onto his ass and let out a victorious sigh. "Wow, that was something, eh?" he calmly said, as if didn't just attempt to impregnate her.
Sandra quivered as she just lay there limp. Her mind struggled to grapple with what just happened. "Damn, you, Bruno..." she weakly spat, turning her head toward the bald old man. "I can't believe that you just did that. Vhat am I going to do if you get me pregnant??" Rolling over, she spread her legs and reach down to her used pussy. Her eyes widened feeling the thick globs of cum leaking from her slit. Collecting some, she raised her hand and saw how thick and creamy it was. It was almost a certainty that Bruno could knock her up.
"Heh, then you'll get pregnant!" Bruno answered with a wide grin. "What's the issue with that??"
Sandra scoffed and shook her head. "Vell, for one, you aren't my husband! I can't have your bastard child!"
"Ah, you want this and you know it. It explains why you cheated on your husband so easily. You needed a real man to come around and show you what you needed. Alas, here we are," Bruno explained to his European fuck buddy.
"It's in every woman's nature to seek superior genes for their offspring, all that science stuff blah blah... You're really just in this for the good fucking I'm givin' ya. I'm doing things to you that your husband could ever dream of! And don't even try to make up some bullshit. Your body was speaking all kinds of truths to me..." the smug older man continued. "As for you getting pregnant, well, that's just the consequence of this whole sexy ordeal."
"You say that as if it's not a big deal," Sandra remarked, showing a stern expression.
"Heh, that's just nature, baby. I figured that a woman like you wants a kid anyway. So let's just say this is my gift to you, a kind welcoming gesture from a mere local man."
Sandra bemusely arched her brow. Bruno was so cocky and brazen! It made her mad, but at the same time, strangely aroused. "That still doesn't change the fact that you aren't my husband... Vhat do I tell him... if I do... end up pregnant..." Sandra struggled to string her words.
"You tell him nothing," the bald man answered plainly, leaning back, propping himself on his hands. "You're already this far off the deep end, there's no turning back now."
Sandra nervously bit on her finger contemplating Bruno's statement. There was no going back, she was effectively stuck in a hole she couldn't climb out of. There was no way in hell Sandra would tell her husband, it would mean the end of everything! All she could do was swallow her pride and do something so egregious to her marriage; keeping this a secret. For the sake of everyone it was the right thing to do, the only thing to do...
"Enough of the pondering, Sandra. Why don't we continue with the fun?" Bruno suggested, grabbing the base of his monster cock and teasingly waving it from side to side.
"I don't think that's a good idea..." Sandra murmured, her eyes narrowing with apprehension.
"Oh come on, I know you want another good fuck. I'll even let you ride it, hehe," Bruno kindly offered.
Sandra unknowingly bit her lip seeing his mast rise for her again. Her inner core ached, feeling an empty void inside her pussy. She needed to fuck him again. "You're going to cum in me again..." the blonde tried to make an excuse.
"Psshh, and I'll do it again! And you want that!" Bruno roared. "And what's the harm in that? I already did it once. So what does it matter if I do it again?? It's not like you can go anywhere as well. That storm is still wreaking havoc out there, you're stuck here with me!" His twisted reasoning made Sandra's mind swirl.
Her inhibitions battled with her desires. She knew that continuing would increase the risk of a morally unjust pregnancy, but at the same time, her female instincts screamed at her to take another dip into the depravity. She needed to be mated by a big, strong man like Bruno again...
A heavy, resigned exhale escaped her nostrils as she made her conclusion. "Scheisse... Dammit... Forgive me, Lucas..." Sandra mumbled guiltily to herself.
Sandra blushed, abashedly grabbing her arm, and offering a subtle nod. Noticing this, a victorious smile formed on Bruno's lips as he crawled to her. Kneeling before her, he grabbed the curve of her hip and shoulder and tugged her in for a passionate kiss.
The Swiss wife was tense initially, but as their tongues swirled and danced, she slowly melted away. Taking hold of her body with his big arms, Bruno rolled onto his back, hoisting Sandra with him. She gasped as she was now straddling him.
Pulling her lips away, a noticeable glint of lust could be seen in her Nordic blue eyes as she accepted her true desires. Bruno just smirked proudly. He was going to make the most of this opportunity he was given...
To be continued...
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The Old Neighbor Ch. 05
After months of meticulous planning and anticipation, the day had finally arrived. The early morning air was cool, carrying the faint scent of dewy grass as Sarah loaded her luggage into the car. Nearby, Alice babbled happily in her seat, her bright blue eyes tracking the world around her with innocent curiosity.
Sarah paused, taking a deep breath to steady her racing heart. The thrill of taking a trip with her secret lover and baby filled her with mixed emotions: excitement, a tremor of guilt, and undeniable arousal from how naughty the whole prospect was. She crouched down, carefully lifting Alice and settling her into the backseat. "Are you ready for our big adventure, sweetheart?" she cooed, kissing the baby's forehead softly. Alice responded with a cheerful gurgle, her tiny hands swatting playfully in the air.
The sound of approaching footsteps broke the quiet moment. Sarah turned, her breath catching slightly as she saw Albert strolling up the driveway, luggage in hand. His ever-present smirk curled at the corner of his mouth, his faded blue eyes glinting with that familiar charm and mischief that tangled her into this whole affair.
"Ah, there they are! My two beautiful girls!" the old man greeted, his tone far too lighthearted to be innocent.
Sarah forced a smile, though her cheeks flushed faintly. "Morning, Albert," she responded with a smile, stepping aside as he set his bag.
Albert's gaze softened as it shifted to Alice, who kicked her feet excitedly in her seat, reaching her small hands toward him. "Ah, my little angel!" he exclaimed, crouching beside the car. His uncharacteristically warm voice held no hint of smugness that always colored his words when he spoke to Sarah. He tickled Alice's belly, eliciting a stream of giggles from the child.
Sarah stood back, her arms folding across her chest as she watched the scene. For all his faults--and she had a long list of them--Albert was undeniably good with Alice. Seeing him dote on her daughter brought a reluctant smile to her lips.
But that smile faded just as quickly. Alice wasn't just her daughter. She was their daughter. The proof of an affair Sarah still couldn't come to terms with, no matter how many months had passed. Those bright blue eyes, identical to his, were a constant reminder of her choices, the secret they both carried and the tangled mess they could never undo.
Albert glanced back at Sarah, his expression knowing, as if he could hear the guilt swirling in her mind. "I still can't get over how cute Alice is. She's perfect, isn't she?" he murmured, his voice low and filled with something that made her stomach twist.
Sarah bit the corner of her lip, swallowing hard as her arms tightened around herself. She instinctively clenched her thighs, aroused by how naughty their whole ordeal was. "Yeah," she said quietly. "She is."
Albert's grin widened, dark with satisfaction flickering in his old eyes as he watched Sarah carry his luggage into the trunk. He reveled in the fact that he'd knocked her up right under her husband's nose, and Alex could be none the wiser. Every time he looked at Alice--those bright blue eyes, so unmistakably his--filled him with a sense of triumph.
His gaze lingered on Sarah, the flush on her cheeks, the way her curves filled out her worn sweats and cropped t-shirt as she shut the trunk with a soft thud. The thin fabric rode up just enough to reveal a sliver of her smooth stomach, teasing him like a promise. Albert's grin deepened, his cock already straining against his pants at the thought that awaited him.
It didn't matter how many times he'd fucked her. Seeing her like this, casual and unaware of how irresistible she looked, made him want her all over again. He could already picture her naked beneath him, her body trembling, her soft voice moaning his name. The image seared into his mind as his hands twitched at his sides, eager to pull her close, to claim her again and again once they arrived at their hotel.
As Sarah moved to adjust Alice's car seat, the sound of the garage door creaking open made her pause. Alex stepped inside with a cheerful smile as he made his way over to them.
"Ah, heading out now?" he asked, his tone bright, though a hint of reluctance lingered in his voice.
"Yeah, just about," Sarah replied softly, brushing her hands down her sweats.
Alex made his way over to Alice, crouching beside her seat. "And you, little miss," he cooed, gently brushing his fingers over her soft curls, "You be good for mommy and Albert, alright? Don't give them too much trouble while you're off having adventures."
Alice babbled happily, her small hands reaching up for him as Alex pressed a kiss to her forehead. "I'm going to miss you," he murmured, his voice tender.
Sarah stood by the trunk, her arms resting lightly at her sides as she watched the moment unfold. She caught Albert's gaze, his sharp blue eyes meeting hers with a knowing look that made her stomach flutter. They both know the truth--a truth that Alex would never suspect. Alice, so bright and happy in her car seat, wasn't his daughter. She was Albert's, their elderly neighbor.
Albert smirked faintly, his arms crossed as he leaned against the passenger door, watching Alex dote over the child that wasn't his. His expression was calm, almost amused as if he relished the irony of it all.
"Take good care of my girls, Albert," Alex said, straightening and patting the older man lightly on the shoulder. "I appreciate you keeping them company on this trip."
"Don't worry about a thing, bud," Albert replied smoothly, his voice full of practiced charm that came so easily to him. "You know I'd do anything for Sarah and the little one." His words were innocent enough, but when his gaze slid back to Sarah, there was nothing innocent about it.
Alex turned to Sarah, pulling her close for a lingering kiss on the lips. "You two have fun," he said softly, his thumb tracing her cheek affectionately. "You deserve this."
Sarah nodded, forcing a smile as she met his gaze. "We will," she murmured, her voice calm, though her pulse quickened at the weight of Albert's stare.
As Alex stepped back, waving one last time as he disappeared into the house, the garage fell quiet again, save for the faint hum of Alice babbling in the backseat.
Albert tilted his head, watching Sarah with the same knowing grin. "You hear him," he drawled, his voice low and teasing as he slid into the passenger seat. "We're supposed to have fun, sexy."
Sarah rolled her fetching green eyes, though her cheeks flushed as she slid into the driver's seat. "Oh, I intend to," she said softly, gripping the wheel with a playful smirk.
Albert chuckled as he leaned back, placing a hand on her upper thigh and giving her a firm, possessive squeeze. "That's my girl. Now let's get going before we miss our flight."
Sarah started the engine, the garage door closing in front of them as they backed out of the driveway. The tension between them remained heavy and electric. As they pulled onto the road, leaving her house behind, Sarah felt a thrill curl in her stomach.
Whatever guilt lingered was drowned out by anticipation. She would have fun, just as Albert said.
-
The airport buzzed with the usual hum of hurried travelers, announcements echoing overhead, and the faint whirr of suitcase wheels gliding across the polished floors. Sarah maneuvered the stroller with Alice nestled comfortably inside, her tiny head bobbing as she dozed, while Albert walked away leisurely beside her, his hands tucked into his pockets.
Now that they were alone--no prying eyes, no Alex--Albert's demeanor had shifted. He no longer bothered with the carefully measured charm or practiced restraint he'd perfected in front of others. Instead, he moved confidently, stepping closer to Sarah as though staking his claim.
At security, Albert took the stroller to fold it up, leaving Sarah to hold Alice in her arms. As she passed through the scanner, her daughter in tow, Albert's bony hand found the small of her back, his touch possessive and lingering. Sarah didn't shrug him off. She told herself that this was practical and reassuring but a shiver danced up her spine sensing something more intimate.
Not long after they made their way to their terminal, Sarah sat quietly, her legs crossed and Alice cradled in her lap, the baby's small hands clutching at the fabric of her shirt. Next to her, Albert sat back in his seat, one ankle resting on his opposite knee as though the world belonged to him.
But it was his hand that caught her off guard. Reaching out, his fingers brushed against hers before curling around her hand with a confidence that left no room for argument. The warmth of his grip made her tense awkwardly, though she didn't pull away.
For a moment, Sarah glanced around, her heart pounding. The terminal was crowded with strangers, none of whom gave them a second glance. No one knew the true nature of their relationship. Most wouldn't care, and if they did show some interest they would assume that Albert was Sarah's dad.
"You're tense," Albert said softly, his voice low and intimate as he looked at her. "Relax. There's no need to hide out here. Heh, it's not like your husband is around to see us."
Sarah shot him a sidelong glance, trying to ignore the way her hand fit so naturally with his. "Well, it's not exactly normal that I'm going on vacation with my secret lover... So... I'm just getting used to it."
Albert's smirk deepened, his thumb brushing slow, deliberate circles along the back of her hand. "Secret lover, huh? I like the sound of that," he teased, his voice soft but edged with satisfaction. He leaned in slightly, the space between them shrinking as his gaze lingered on her flushed cheeks. "You make it sound so scandalous, Sarah."
"Because it is," she whispered, glancing quickly around the crowded terminal before narrowing her eyes at him. "I still can't believe we're doing this..."
Albert chuckled, unbothered, as he laced his fingers more firmly with hers. "You just need to relax, baby. No one knows who we are. Out here, we're just another couple with their kid, off to enjoy a little getaway. Nothing wrong with that."
Sarah exhaled slowly, trying to steady herself against the boldness of his tone. "You're old enough to be my dad... old enough to be Alice's grandpa," she continued, her voice laced with disbelief and a sliver of amusement. "That's what people probably assume when they look at us. God... it's crazy that I let you knock me up."
Albert tilted his head slightly, his faded blue eyes glinting with that mischievous light she'd come to know too well. "Hmm, that's what they assume..." he echoed, his tone thoughtful. He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a low murmur for her ears. "Let them think. It doesn't bother me. If anything, it's exciting, don't you think? Makes it all the more fun when they're dead wrong."
Sarah swallowed, suddenly hyperaware of how close they were, the tension between them like a current she could no longer ignore. Biting her lip, she unlaced her fingers from his hand and, after a brief moment of hesitation, let her hand drift to his lap, her green eyes scanning her surroundings for any possible onlookers. Her fingers brushed over the firm outline of his cock, her touch cautious at first but deliberate, feeling him thicken beneath her palm.
Albert's sharp breath broke the air between them, his beady eyes darkening as he turned his head to look at her. "Oh... Sarah... Such a naughty girl," he muttered, his voice low and rough, vibrating with restrained desire.
Her pulse quickened as a wave of heat curled through her, her cheeks flushing deeper. "Hmm, fuck... why am I so turned on by that..." she whispered, her voice barely audible, laced with arousal she couldn't suppress.
Albert's smirk returned, slow and predatory. "You already know why," he murmured his voice a gravelly hum. His hand slid under the armrest, his fingers grazing her thigh through her sweatpants as he leaned closer. "Keep acting like this and I'm going to put another baby in you by the time we get back..."
Her breath hitched, but she didn't pull away, her hand still pressed firmly against him. The crowded terminal around them might as well have disappeared.
Albert's words hung in the air, bold and unapologetic, sending a shiver down Sarah's spine. The thought of it--her virile, elderly lover claiming her again, filling her, getting her pregnant with another affair baby--made her stomach tighten and her thighs press together instinctively. It was wrong, twisted, and yet it stirred something deep within her, a feeling she couldn't name and didn't dare to admit out loud.
Albert watched her, his thumb tracing slow, lazy circles against her thigh as if he could feel her unraveling beneath his touch. "I can see it now," he whispered softly, the heat in his voice unmistakable. "You, round and glowing again, knowing I did that to you. Knowing it's mine and not your husband's."
Sarah's chest rose and fell, her breathing unsteady as his words lingered, fanning the fire now burning between her thighs. She swallowed hard, forcing herself to look away, to focus on anything but the wicked gleam in his eyes.
But before she could respond, the speakers overhead crackled to life, the announcement of their flight ringing through the terminal. "Flight 482 to London is now boarding at Gate 17. All passengers, please proceed to the gate."
The moment shattered like glass. Sarah jerked her hand back as though she was burned. She cleared her throat, shifting awkwardly as her cheeks flushed crimson.
Albert chuckled quietly, unbothered as he sat back up in his seat, his smug satisfaction unmistakable. "Saved by the bell," he teased, his voice low as he stretched his arms lazily. "But don't think I'll forget where we left off."
Sarah shot him a sharp glare, though it lacked any real fire. "Get up," she muttered, standing as she reached for Alice's stroller. "It's time to board."
Albert's smirk deepened as Sarah tried to stand up. But before she could, his grip on her thigh firmed, and with a low chuckle, he leaned in close, his breath warm against her lips.
"You're not getting away that easily," he murmured, his voice dripping with amusement and control. "Give me a kiss, honey..."
Before she could react, Albert closed the difference between them, capturing her lips in a deep, deliberate kiss. It wasn't hurried or fleeting, he kissed her as though they were a true couple, his hand sliding up to cradle the side of her face as his lips moved with hers.
Sarah froze for a moment, startled, but the feel of him--firm, insistent, confident, melted--her resolve. Her body betrayed her as her eyes fluttered shut and she kissed back, her lips parting slightly as his tongue brushed against hers. It was bold, far too intimate for the crowded terminal, but she couldn't bring herself to stop him.
When Albert finally pulled back, leaving her breathless, he looked with that familiar smug glint in his eyes, his thumb tracing her lower lip for just a second longer. "You look so good when you're flustered, baby," he whispered low enough for only her to hear.
Sarah's cheeks burned, her pulse racing, and as she opened her eyes, she realized they weren't as invisible as they thought. A few nearby passengers had turned their heads, their eyes wide with surprise.
One older woman, seated across from them, watched the scene unfold with a raised eyebrow, her gaze flickering between Sarah's flushed face and Albert's satisfied smirk. A younger man with earbuds glanced over, doing a double-take before quickly looking away, though his curiosity lingered.
The age difference between them was impossible to miss--Sarah, young and vibrant, and Albert, older, wiry, and weathered but undeniably confident. It wasn't hard to guess what they were thinking, and the weight of their silent stares made her squirm.
Sarah cleared her throat and quickly got up from her seat, throwing Albert an apprehensive look. "What the heck, Albert? We're in public," she hissed, her voice barely above a whisper, though her lips still tingled from their kiss.
Albert, entirely unfazed, let out a quiet laugh as he hoisted himself from the chair. "What?" he replied, his voice smooth and teasing. "Can't a man kiss his lover and mother of their child?"
"People are staring," she shot back, leering at him as she searched for their boarding passes in her purse. "And you used tongue, I felt it. Have you ever heard of public decency??"
"Heh, let them look. We're not bothering anyone," Albert said with a shrug. "Maybe they're just jealous?"
Sarah rolled her green eyes, huffing under her breath as she reached for Alice, unbuckling her from her stroller. She tried to ignore the lingering stares, but she couldn't shake the heat in her cheeks--or the way Albert's kiss left her body humming with arousal.
As Albert joined her, standing close enough for his arm to brush hers, he leaned in once more, his voice low and unmistakably smug. "You liked that kiss, didn't you? I bet you're so fucking wet for me right now..."
Sarah's eyes widened, her lips pressed into a tight line as she busied herself with Alice, carefully lifting the baby into her arms. But the truth was written all over her face. "Could you please fold Alice's chair for me, honey?" her voice was firm and sharp, the word honey punctuated with a bite that sent a jolt through Albert.
His brow quirked slightly, his smirk faltering for just a moment. He liked the way the word rolled off her tongue--honey. It was possessive, domestic, and dangerously close to the kind of things real couples said to one another. But it also scared him a little, the way she said it. There was a warning there, an edge that reminded him not to push too far.
Albert cleared his throat as he turned toward the stroller, letting his hands get to work and folding it down. "Sure thing, sweetheart," he replied smoothly, though his tone had lost just a sliver of its cocky edge. He stole a glance at her as he finished, his blue eyes flickering with curiosity.
Sarah shifted Alice in her arms, her expression unreadable as she looked back at him. "Thank you, Daddy," she said softly, her tone more composed and teasing as she shot him an alluring wink.
Albert's grin recovered as he felt a sense of relief and satisfaction wash over him. Quickly, he held onto the folded stroller along with some of their carry-on luggage. "Anything for you," he murmured.
Sarah smirked faintly, her attention focused on Alice as she pressed a kiss on the baby's head. As they proceeded to the gate, Albert fell in step beside her, watching her carefully out of the corner of his eye.
As they handed over their tickets and made their way onto the plane, Sarah couldn't shake the curling in her stomach, or the echo of Albert's words that played over and over in her mind.
Keep acting like that, and I'm going to put another baby in you...
The worst part was, she wasn't sure if the thrill coursing through her was from fear... or desire.
-
The flight to London was long, and Sarah barely noticed the hours slipping. Alice had been surprisingly calm, spending most of the flight either sleeping in her arms or babbling softly in fascination with her surroundings. Albert, meanwhile, had taken full advantage of their time together. When he wasn't making smug comments or resting his hand on Sarah's thigh under the thin blanket, he was leaning close, whispering little things that made her stomach flutter, making it impossible for her to think of anything else.
For him, the flight was more eventful than he thought. Albert enjoyed taking the reigns over Alice while Sarah slept. For once, Albert seemed content to play the role of doting grandfather--or so anyone watching would assume.



He held Alice close, his wiry frame oddly gentle as he snuggled against her, her small breaths soft against his chest. He took quiet satisfaction in moments like this, feeding her when she stirred, pressing the bottle to her lips as her tiny fingers curled around his knuckle. It felt natural, almost too natural, and as Sarah dozed off next to him, Albert allowed himself to soak in the feeling. He was finally a father after all these years. This little girl was proof of what he and Sarah had done.
When they landed, the brisk airport of Heathrow greeted them. Albert's age turned out to be a blessing, as they were fast-tracked through customs and security, bypassing the long queues with barely a second glance. Sarah shot him a glance of gratitude, though she couldn't help but smirk when Albert leaned into the act, adopting the slightly exaggerated shuffle as he muttered about "old knees" to the attendant. But she and he knew better. Albert was anything but an ordinary old man.
Once through, Sarah pushed Alice's stroller as Albert walked next to her, his posture straighter now, his blue eyes bright with satisfaction. London awaited them, sprawling and alive, but Albert had his focus elsewhere.
He glanced over at Sarah, his grin tugging at his lips. "See, baby? Perks of being an old man," he teased.
Sarah rolled her eyes, but there was no hiding the smile on her pretty face. "You and I know you're anything but a senile old man," she chuckled. "You better keep this act up during the entire trip so we get preferential treatment."
Albert cackled softly, his gaze flickering to Alice, who cooed happily in her stroller. "You can count on me, sweetheart. Wouldn't dream of spoiling our getaway," he responded confidently bracing his hands on his hips. "So, what's the plan now?"
Sarah took out her phone and began sifting through some apps. "For starters... we need to check into our hotel. We can't go exploring London with all our luggage at hand, can we?" she explained, casually putting her phone back down as she searched for a taxi. "Plus, I think we can all use a break from being on that plane for so long. We can't have Alice being all restless later."
Albert nodded in agreement. Then, with a devious smile, he replied, "And at the hotel... do you think we can..."
"Can fuck?" Sarah said, finishing his sentence, her hand resting on her hip as she locked eyes with him.
Albert's smile widened, his old eyes glinting with mischief as he straightened up, feigning innocence. "You always know what I'm thinking, baby," he teased, his voice low enough that only she could hear.
Sarah shot him a pointed look, though the corners of her lips curled into a faint, knowing smirk. "It's the only thing you think about you, Albert. Let's just focus on getting to the hotel first," she said, her tone firm but laced with amusement. "We've got a good two weeks. We have plenty of time to enjoy ourselves."
Albert chuckled, his gaze trailing her as she stepped toward the curb to flag down a taxi. "Oh, trust me," he replied smoothly, following close behind. "I'm just pacing myself. You'll thank me later."
Sarah ignored him, though the heat rising between her cheeks betrayed her. As the taxi pulled up, Albert helped load their bags into the trunk, and Sarah settled Alice into her lap inside the car. Once they settled in, the hum of the city became a steady backdrop as they sped toward their destination.
Albert sat back, stretching his wrinkly arms lazily across the seat, his smirk never faltering. He leaned closer to Sarah, his voice low and teasing. "But seriously... you're looking forward to it, aren't you?"
Sarah turned her head, leveling the old man with a glare that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Albert, if you don't stop, I'll book a room across the street."
His laugh was subtle and smug as he settled back into his seat, clearly pleased with himself. "Sure, baby. You can try but you'll just end up sneaking back into my bed anyway."
Sarah didn't respond, choosing instead to focus on the passing scenery outside the window. Yet, the small smirk tugging at her lips gave her away, and Albert knew he won--at least for now.
The taxi rolled smoothly through the crowded streets of London. Sarah leaned back against the seat, her focus on Alice, who was already nodding in her car seat, her tiny chest rising and falling steadily.
The driver, a middle-aged man with a friendly demeanor, glanced at them through the rearview mirror. "Long trip, was it? Where are you folks from?"
"New York," Sarah replied casually, stretching her legs out slightly.
The driver nodded, his gaze flickering to Albert and then back to Sarah, a curious smile tugging at his lips. "Must've been a long flight for the little one. I'm sure Grandad here was a big help, yeah?"
Sarah froze for a second, her eyes widening faintly as she glanced at Albert, unsure how he'd take the comment. She opened her mouth to clarify, but Albert beat her to it.
"No," Albert uninterrupted smoothly, sitting up straighter with a confidence that was impossible to miss. His faded blue eyes met the driver's gaze in the mirror, his tone calm and deliberate. "You're wrong there, mate. I'm not the grandfather. She and I are partners. And this little bundle of joy is our daughter."
The driver blinked, momentarily taken aback, his brows furrowing in surprise as he processed the statement. "Oh! Uh... I see," he said awkwardly, his eyes darting between the road and the mirror. "Didn't mean to assume, sir."
Albert grinned, clearly enjoying himself. "No harm done," he replied, his voice carrying an edge of pride. He turned to Sarah, his hand resting casually on her thigh as though he emphasized his words. "People tend to make assumptions, don't they sweetheart?"
Sarah flashed him a sharp look, her cheeks flushing, though she managed to recover quickly. "Yeah, they do," she replied, her tone smooth but clipped. She forced a polite smile at the driver. "It's fine, really. We get that a lot."
The driver cleared his throat, clearly eager to change the subject. "Well, London's a great city for families," he said, his voice brighter now, steering the conversation into safer waters. "Plenty to see, especially with little ones."
Albert tilted his head out of acknowledgment, leaning back in his set as his bony fingers gave Sarah's thigh a light squeeze. "That's why we're here. A proper family vacation."
Sarah gave him another warning stare, though she had a flicker of arousal burning in her fetching green eyes. She turned her attention back to the window, pretending to take in the passing sights, but the driver's words and Albert's bold claim lingered in her mind.
The rest of the ride passed uneventfully, but the tension inside the car was electric. As they pulled up to the hotel, Albert leaned in close, his breath warm against her ear. "Told you I'm not hiding, baby," he murmured smugly.
Sarah said nothing, though her pulse quickened as she stepped out of the car. Albert followed, his confident stride unshaken, his hand against hers as he grabbed their luggage.
The driver's words echoed in her mind, but one thing was clear: Albert was right. He wasn't hiding. And somehow, that made everything between them even more real.
The hotel suite was spacious and elegant, with a modern yet cozy charm. Warm light filtered in through the large windows, illuminating the soft beige tones of the room. The space had a separate bedroom and living area. The bedroom had a king-sized bed that sat against the far wall, its plush, white comforter begging to be messed up, while the living area with a couch, coffee table, and small kitchen provided plenty of space for the three of them.
Albert groaned, dropping the heavy luggage by the door, his old eyes sweeping across the room with satisfaction before settling on his blonde goddess. She stood in the center of the room, gently bouncing Alice in her arms as the baby fussed, her little blue eyes blinking sleepily.
"Well, look at this," Albert said, his voice smug with approval as he loosened the buttons of his shirt. "Perfect little nest for us, wouldn't you say, baby?"
Sarah glanced at him, her brow lifting. She could already see the hunger in his eyes, the way he looked at her, his intentions as clear as day. "Albert," she said firmly, her tone a mix of exasperation and amusement. "Not yet."
The needy old man groaned dramatically, running a hand over his balding head as he watched her pace the room with Alice in her arms. "Come on, Sarah. We're here, aren't we? I've been aching all flight! Let her nap in the stroller or something. She won't know the difference."
Sarah rolled her eyes as she continued to bounce Alice gently, her voice calm but commanding. "She will notice. And I'm not listening to her cry while you're pawing at me. If you're so eager, why don't you be a good Daddy and set up her crib?"
Albert froze, his smirk faltering for a half second as he blinked at her. "The crib?"
"Yes, the crib," Sarah repeated, turning just enough to shoot him a pointed look. "You know, that portable thing we brought with us? It's in the suitcase with all of Alice's things. I'm sure that a big, strong man like you can figure it out."
Albert muttered something under his breath, though a crooked grin tugged at the corner of his lips as he crouched by the luggage. "Fine, fine," he said, unzipping the bag with exaggerated effort. "Anything to keep my two girls happy."
Sarah smiled as she turned her attention back to their daughter, softly cooing to her as she bounced her in a slow rhythm. Alice's cries quieted little by little, her tiny head lolling against Sarah's shoulder as her breathing grew steady.
Meanwhile, Albert wrestled with the collapsible crib, grumbling as he unfolded the pieces. "You know, this thing is probably harder to set up than an entire camp tent," he muttered, looking up at Sarah as she passed him with a small smirk.
"Don't be dramatic," Sarah teased quietly, her voice so soft as not to disturb Alice. "You're doing great, honey."
Albert shot her a look, narrowing his eyes as he finally clicked the last piece into place. "You're lucky I'm patient, Sarah," he said smugly, standing up and brushing his hands off. "Things things I do for you..."
Sarah glanced over at him, the crib now standing neatly by the window. "Oh, I know," she replied sweetly, her green eyes glinting. She laid Alice down in the crib, carefully tucking a small blanket around her before stepping back, watching the baby's peaceful face.
For a long moment, the room was quiet, save for the faint hum of the city outside. Sarah turned toward Albert, her expression softer now. "See? Was that so hard?"
Albert grinned as he stepped closer, his hands tenderly settling on her hips. "I've got a lot more energy to burn, baby," he murmured, his voice low and teasing as he leaned in. "And now Alice is asleep..."
Sarah's lips tugged into an amused smile, she didn't pull away as his fingers kneaded her hips, his body pressing against hers. "Hmm, okay, I think we can now," she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. "But if you wake her up, you're the one getting her back to sleep."
Albert chuckled darkly, his grip tightening as he guided her toward the bedroom. "Don't worry sweetheart," he said smoothly. "I'll make sure you're the only one making noise."
Sarah bit her lip, letting him lead her as her heart raced and pussy moistened, aching to have Albert's big cock inside her.             
-
The steam hung heavy in the bathroom, curling around them as the water poured down in steady streams. Sarah's palms pressed flat against the tiled wall, her back arched as Albert thrust into her from behind. His strokes were deep and unrelenting, his bony hands gripping her hourglass hips tightly, holding her firmly in place.
"Augh, yes... take it, baby... take this cock," Albert growled, his voice a gravelly rumble. Each thrust rocked her forward, the slap of wet skin echoing off the walls, punctuated by the heavy swing of his balls against her thighs.
Sarah let out a shaky moan, water streaming down her flushed face, her body trembling with every salacious movement. "Yes... Fuck me, Albert... Deeper, baby... deeper..." she gasped, her voice breathless.
Albert leaned forward, his chest pressing against her slick back as his lips brushed her ear. "You feel so good, Sarah... so tight and wet for me," he growled, his tone needy and dark with satisfaction. "I was so horny during that entire plane ride. I wanted to fuck you so badly... heh, join the mile-high club."
Sarah chuckled, an amused smirk tugging at her lips as her fingers curled helplessly against the tiles. "You dirty old man... Hmmm, ouuhhh... You would like that, wouldn't you?"
Albert returned a laugh, his hips slamming into her harder, forcing another cry from her lips. "You know me well, hehe..." he rasped, his hands sliding up to squeeze her shapely tits. "You were thinking about it too, weren't you?"
Sarah squeezed her eyes shut, biting back another moan as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak. "Hmmm, perhaps... But it's hard to do anything with our baby around, honey..." she whispered, her breath hitching with each roll of his hips.
Albert's grin widened, his blue eyes glinting with satisfaction as her words sank in. That one word--honey--sent a surge of pride through him. It was intimate, personal, something she shouldn't be saying to him, and yet she did. It wasn't just a slip: it was deliberate, her voice thick with the weight of their secret.
"Hmmm, that's right..." Albert said in a low, triumphant growl, his big cock driving deep, slamming into her cervix. "I gave you that baby... I knocked you up and now you're all mine."
"Yes... you knocked me up, Daddy..." Sarah cried out, her body arching into his smaller frame, water cascading over them both. "I'm yours... I'm... ouuhhh... yes! Yours!"
The steam thickened around them like an erotic mist as the water cascaded down their bodies Albert pulled back just long enough to turn her around, pressing her bare back firmly against the slick, shower wall.
Her breath sharpened as she looked down at the shorter old man, droplets streaming down her pretty face, her green eyes wide and heavy with lust. Albert grinned, his smug confidence unwavering as his hands slid up her sides, palms against her soft, wet skin.
"You're so fucking sexy, baby," he growled, his voice low and rough as he positioned himself between her thighs.
Sarah moaned softly as he slipped his cock past her folds once more, filling her completely. Her head tilted back against the wall, her lips parting as he began to thrust with deeper, steady strokes, pressing her harder against the cool tiles.
Albert leaned closer, his wiry frame surprisingly strong as he cradled her body against him. "Wrap your leg around me, baby," he murmured, his voice hot against her cheek.
Sarah complied, hooking her left leg around his skinny waist, drawing him deeper with every movement. The angle sent a jolt of pleasure through her, her hands flying against his shoulders to steady herself.
Albert groaned as he drove into her wet slit, his mouth trailing from her collarbone to her lips. "You're so fucking perfect... I'm so lucky to have a woman like you..." he muttered, before capturing her mouth in a kiss.
Their lips crashed together, frantic and hungry. Albert kissed his goddess deeply, his tongue sweeping into her mouth as they tangled and danced, hot and desperate. Sarah whimpered against him, her fingers sliding down to grip his ass, urging him to move faster... harder... deeper...
"God, Albert..." she moaned in between kisses, her voice trembling with need as her perfect, light pink painted nails dug into his wrinkly skin. "Mmhh, fuck... you feel so fucking good..."
Albert groaned into her mouth, his hips snapping against her in sharp, rhythmic thrusts. The slap of their bodies echoed off the walls, the water streaming down in rivulets, mixing with the heat around them.
"Yeah? You love this cock, don't you?" he whispered hoarsely, his forehead pressing against hers, his old eyes locked into hers. "Love how I fuck you like this... like you're mine?"
"Yessssss! Ah ah ah, I love it so much, Daddy..." Sarah gasped her voice a trembling confession as her body began to shake, pleasure coiling tighter inside her. "I'm yours... all yours..."
Albert grinned, thrusting harder as his hands gripped her waist, holding her steady against the wall. "That's my girl," he groaned, his voice rough with satisfaction.
Sarah's moans grew louder, her leg tightening around him as the tension inside her snapped like a taut wire. She cried out, her body trembling uncontrollably as waves of pleasure rolled through her.
"God, Albert--" she gasped, her head falling back against the wall as she came around Allbert's throbbing cock. "OOOUHHHH! YES!" She pulled him even deeper with her leg, her fingers gripping his wiry hips as the pleasure surged through her.
Albert leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a bruising kiss, their tongues tangling in desperate, hungry strokes. He swallowed her moans as he thrust faster, chasing his own orgasm with carnal need. The sensation of her tight walls clenching around him was mind-melting, his pace faltering as his release loomed.
Albert groaned at the way her pussy hugged his veiny shaft. His grip on her hips tightened, his thrusts erratic now, and he pulled back just enough to look into her flushed dazed, face.
"Augh... on your knees baby," he groaned, his voice low and commanding with need.
Still catching her breath, Sarah blinked at him, her lush lips parted as she tried to focus. Before she could respond, Albert pulled out, gently lowering her leg as he guided her to kneel. She sank slowly to the shower floor, the warm water streaming down her shoulders and matted blonde hair as she looked at her elderly lover, understanding exactly what he wanted.
Albert wrapped his old hand around his pulsing cock and stroked himself, his eyes locked on her face with that familiar, triumphant grin. "Augh, here it comes, baby," he murmured, his voice thick with arousal. "Open that pretty little mouth of yours."
Sarah held her gaze, her chest still heaving as water dripped down her flushed skin. "Give me that big load, Daddy..." she whispered softly as she parted her lips, sexily stretching her tongue out to receive his seed.
Albert groaned, his breathing ragged as he worked himself faster, his other hand braced against the wall. Within moments, he let out a deep, guttural moan as he came, ropes of hot release spattered across Sarah's mouth and face. The contrast of the heat against the cool water sent another shiver through her, her green eyes flickering up at him as he grunted through his climax.
"Fuck," he muttered under his breath, the smirk creeping back onto his weathered face as he leaned forward against the wall, catching his breath.
Sarah exhaled slowly, blinking water and cum from her lashes as she shut her lips, swallowing what he managed to deposit in her mouth before wiping her face with her hand. "Hmmm... I love shower sex so much...." she murmured, her voice low and satisfied as she slowly rose from her knees.
Albert chuckled, backing away just enough to let her stand. He wrapped his wiry arms around her, pulling Sarah into an intimate hug as the steamy droplets showered their wet bodies. "I can't get enough of you, baby..." he said, his tone warm and genuine as he stuffed his face into her cleavage.
Sarah's mouth curved into a faint, knowing smile as she returned the favor, wrapping her arms around him. In that moment, nothing else mattered--only Albert and their illicit affair were subtly evolving into something more...



-
The warmth of the London Afternoon greeted them as they stepped out of the hotel. The sun hung high in the clear sky, bathing the city in golden light. It felt like the perfect day for exploring, and Sarah took a deep breath of fresh air.
She wore a soft, flowing sundress that danced lightly around her legs with each step, its pale fabric catching the sunlight. A pair of simple sandals completed her look, her toenails were painted a delicate shade of pink to match her fingernails. Her golden blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders in loose waves, and a pair of sunglasses perched on her nose, shielding her striking green eyes.
Albert trailed beside her, his smug grin as permanent as ever. The old man looked both casual and oddly proud in his cargo shorts, a light blue collared shirt tucked neatly into his waistband, and a pair of sensible walking shoes. He carried himself with a confidence that didn't waver, even as people occasionally gave the two of them a glance--likely puzzled by the contrast between the refined youthful Sarah and the wiry elderly man beside her.
"You look good in that dressing, darling," Albert remarked, his voice tinged with approval as his gaze swept over her. "Makes me forget how much you made me work this morning."
Sarah shot him a sideways look, though there was no heat behind it. "Almost?" she teased lightly, her lips curving into a faint smirk.
Albert chuckled, his hands tucked casually into his pockets as they strolled through the pavement, Alice dozing contently in the stroller between them. "Let's just say you got me walking funny," he muttered under his breath, earring a quiet laugh from Sarah.
They wandered through the heart of London, the city alive with the sounds of tourists, buskers, and the occasional red double-decker bus rumbling by. Trafalgar Square was buzzing with life as pigeons fluttered past children playing near fountains. Alber stopped at one of the stone railings, leaning forward with a hand shielding his old eyes to look around.
"Big city for us small folks, huh?" he commented as his gaze flicked toward Sarah.
She rolled her eyes but smiled as she adjusted her sunglasses. "You're saying that because you're short," she teased, giving a playful nudge.
Albert straightened, giving her a look of mock indignation. "Careful, baby," he replied, grinning. "Short or not, I can still keep up with you."
They continued on, strolling past cafes and historical architecture that stood proudly against the modern hum of the city. Sarah and Albert would walk closely with each other, occasionally swapping stroller duties. She often found herself hooking her arm intimately with his, causing her stomach to flutter and cheeks to flush with something she hadn't felt in a while, not with Alex at least.
Alice stirred in her stroller every now and then, babbling happily when they stopped for lunch at a small outdoor restaurant. Alber surprised Sarah by deftly feeding the baby, his aged hands surprisingly gentle as he cooed at Alice, earning their daughter a round of soft giggles.
Sarah watched the two of them, her fingers wrapped around a cup of tea. For all of Albert's sharp edges and lecher behavior, there were moments like this, moments that reminded how deeply he cared which sparked an ember of affection for him in her heart.
"You're a natural with her," Sarah said softly, almost to herself.
Albert looked up, his faded blue eyes meeting hers. "Of course I am," he replied simply, his tone unusually tender. "She's my kid, isn't she?"
Sarah's chest tightened slightly, but she nodded, offering a faint smile as she looked down at Alice, her little face bright and happy with her true father.
As the day wore on, they explored further--wandering along the Thames, passing at landmarks, and enjoying the energy of the city. By late afternoon, the air had cooled just enough to be comfortable, and the sun began its slow descent.
As they strolled, Sarah pulled out her phone, capturing little moments as they explored. Alber rolled his eyes every time she stopped to take a picture, but the small, smug smile on his wrinkled face never really disappeared.
"Do we really need another photo of that? You've been taking pictures all day," Albert grumbled as she pointed her camera toward the historic buildings lining the street.
"Yes," Sarah said pointedly, snapping a shot with practiced ease. "Unlike you, some of us like having nice memories."
Albert scoffed, but his smirk softened when Sarah turned the camera on to them. "Smile, Daddy," she teased, crouching next to Alice in her stroller as he stood behind them. "Come on, it's not that hard."
Albert's expression was one of exasperation, but he relented, leaning in just slightly as Sarah framed the shot. He looked wiry and weathered in his collared shirt and cargo shorts, his face lined but unmistakably alive, his beady eyes contrasting with Sarah's soft smile and Alice's tiny, sleepy grin.
"Perfect," Sarah said with a satisfied nod as she checked the photo. "Not bad for an old man."
Albert chuckled, shaking his head. "Watch it, baby."
Over the next hour, they gathered a collection of pictures--Sarah posing in front of a fountain with Alice on her hip, Albert pushing the stroller as the London Eye loomed in the background, and little candid shots of Alice babbling happily with crumbs on her face after snacks.
At one point, Sarah handed her phone to a stranger who kindly offered to take a photo of the three of them. Albert stood beside her with one hand on her lower back, his other resting on the stroller handle, while Sarah tilted her head slightly, smiling warmly as Alice dozed in her seat. The two lovers soaked the warm moment as a secret little family, enjoying the freedom of their responsibilities back home.
When they returned to a small bench near a river, Sarah scrolled through the photos with a quiet smile. After a moment, she selected a few and sent them off to her husband with a quick message: "London is so beautiful! Alice is loving the trip so far :) I Hope everything's good back home."
Albert glanced over her shoulder as she hit send, his brow quirking slightly. "You're sending those to him?"
"Of course," Sarah replied without looking up, her voice even. "Well, not all of them. Especially the ones with us together where your hands are... let's say... not in the appropriate places."
Albert chuckled knowingly as she continued. "He'd worry if I didn't check-in. Besides, he loves seeing pictures of Alice."
The old man leaned back on the bench, a smug grin creeping on his face as he stretched his legs out. "I'm sure he does," he murmured, the words laced with subtle satisfaction.
Sarah shot him a quick look, narrowing her green eyes just slightly. "Don't start."
Albert snickered, holding up his hands innocently. "I didn't say a word."
"Good." Sarah turned her attention back to her phone for a response but there was nothing from Alex.
Sarah slipped her phone back into her bag and stood up, brushing her dress straight. "Come on," she said lightly, glancing down at him. "Let's head back to the hotel, my feet are killing me."
Albert rose to his feet, falling into step beside her as they continued down the path. His hand resting on her hip possessively. She nibbled on her lip feeling his grip on her, her loins clenching feeling a heat of arousal rise within her belly.
They moved through the golden glow of the late afternoon, the city alive around them. And while Sarah kept thoughts of Alex in the back of her mind, the weight of Albert's presence next to her, his insistent touches, and the thrill of their unspoken secret made it impossible not to get swept up in the moment.
-
The next morning, London greeted them with another day of perfect weather, and they spent it exploring its final corners before packing up for their next destination, Paris. The train ride on the Eurostar was smooth and quiet, Alice dozing peacefully in Sarah's arms as Albert sat back with a faint smile, his gaze lingering on Sarah's serene face.
By the time they arrived in Paris, the air felt different--lighter, warmer, and buzzing with a quiet magic that seemed to hum through the streets. It was the city of love, after all, and both of them could feel it.
Sarah stepped out of their cab into the heart of the city, her sundress fluttering softly in the afternoon breeze. The pale fabric hugged her curves in all the right places as she adjusted the sling strapped snuggly against her, where Alice nestled happily, her tiny head peeking out. The baby cooed softly, and Sarah smiled, brushing a strand of blonde hair behind her ear.
Albert stood beside her, looking proud in his neatly pressed collared shirt and cargo shorts, his faded blue eyes flicking from Sarah to the Eiffel Tower rising in the distance. "Look at us," he murmured, slipping his hand into hers as they began to walk. "We fit right in, don't we?"
Sarah glanced at him, her lips curling into a faint smile. "We're walking clichés. Well, not really," she teased lightly, though there was no denying the warmth that settled in her chest as his hand held hers, firm and steady.
Once checked into their hotel, they spent the day wandering the streets of Paris, letting the rhythm of the city pull them in. The air was filled with the smell of fresh bread and coffee, the distant murmur of French mingling with laughter and music. Albert guided them down the cobblestone paths, stopping every now and then to point out a charming café or a little shop window that caught his eye.
Sarah held onto Alice as they explored, her daughter content and happy in the sling, occasionally babbling as she watched the world pass by. Sarah couldn't help but smile as Albert bent down to make faces at Alice, earning soft giggles from the baby that made her heart flutter.
"You really love her, don't you?" Sarah said softly, watching her elderly lover with a look she couldn't quite recognize, something gentle and unspoken.
Albert straightened, slipping his arm around Sarah's waist as they strolled along the Seine, the river shimmering in the late afternoon light. "Of course I do!" he replied, his voice unmistaken and full of pride. "I did say I would be there for the kid if I knocked you up, didn't I?"
Sarah offered a knowing chuckle as she rolled her serene green eyes, his assurance and presence warming her cheeks with affection. "Yes, you did."
They stopped often, taking pictures against the backdrop of iconic landmarks--Sarah leaning against a railing with the Eiffel Tower behind her, Alice's tiny smile peeking out from the sling. Albert stood proudly beside them, his arm draped around Sarah's should, his grin wide and triumphant in the presence of his secret little family.
As the sun began to dip lower in the sky, they settled at an outdoor café, sipping coffee and sharing a small pastry. Alice had fallen asleep in her sling, her little face peaceful against Sarah's chest. Albert leaned back in his chair, his bony fingers brushing lightly over Sarah's knee as they sat in comfortable silence.
"This is nice," he remarked, his voice low as his eyes lingered on her.
Sarah glanced at him over the rim of her coffee cup, her soft lips curling into a smile. "Hmm, couldn't agree more, Albert."
"I never thought having a family could be so fulfilling. Makes me regret not starting one sooner, heh," Albert replied, his voice low and satisfied.
Sarah looked at him, her cheeks flushing at his words. The rare vulnerability in Albert's tone caught her off guard. She lowered her coffee cup, her fingers brushing over the edge of the saucer. "Well, I suppose it's never too late to start, is it?" she said quietly, her voice laced with gentle amusement.
Albert's beady eyes sparkled with something more profound as he chuckled. "Never thought it would look like this, though. A gorgeous young woman like you, and..." His gaze dropped to Alice sleeping soundly against Sarah's chest. "...a little one that I didn't know I needed until she was here."
Sarah's chest fluttered, though she smiled, glancing down at Alice. "She's a blessing," she murmured, her giners absentmindedly brushing over the baby's hand. "Even if things are... complicated."
Albert smirked, his hand sliding up slightly on her knee, his thumb tracing slow circles. "Complicated? Sure. But worth every bit of it," he said firmly. "You've changed me, Sarah. Both of you have."
She met his gaze, her lips pressing into a faint line as she studied him. For all the chaos he had brought into her life, there was a tenderness in his expression that she couldn't deny.
"Well, I'm glad you think so," she said softly, leaning back into her chair as the light breeze played with her golden hair. "Because you're playing a dangerous game, Albert. What we have isn't exactly traditional, given that I'm a married woman after all."
Albert laughed, the sound amused and gravelly. "Heh! You may be right but I don't give a damn. A sexy lady like you deserves to be worshipped and fucked like you deserve."
Sarah's eyes widened, her cheeks reddening as she cautiously glanced at their immediate surrounding. "Albert!" she hissed silently, her tone sharp but lacking any heat. "You can't be saying such things out in public!"
Albert's smug grin widened as he casually shrugged. "What? I'm not wrong, am I?" he shot back as his grip tightened on her knee.
Sarah tilted her head at him, letting out a long, exacerbated sigh. A knowing smirk betrayed her lips. "Anyways... Sometimes I wonder what's ahead for us," she continued, her tone quieter. "If this will ever feel normal."
Albert's grin softened into something more genuine as he leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table. "Normal's overrated," he stated simply. "What matters is that we've got each other and our daughter. That's enough for me. Unless you want more babies of course, hehe."
Sarah let out an amused laugh, shaking her head, although her thighs pressed together feeling the seriousness in his words. "Ugh, you horny old bastard. You're impossible," she muttered, though the warmth in her voice betrayed her fondness.
"And you wouldn't have it any other way," he quipped, his hand moving further up her leg, giving her thigh a firm squeeze.
As the sun dipped lower, casting the café in a warm, golden glow, they sat together, the weight of their unconventional bond settling comfortably between them. For all its complications, it was theirs, and for now, that was more than enough.
-
The warm glow of the Parisian night stretched over the city as Sarah and Albert reclined on the lounge bed on their hotel balcony, wearing nothing but loose silk robes. The Eiffel Tower sparkled in the distance, its lights dancing in the dark, and the soft hum of the city below created a soothing backdrop. Alice was sound asleep in her crib inside, leaving the two of them alone in the quiet intimacy of the night.
"This feels surreal," Sarah murmured, her voice soft as she looked out over the city. "Sitting here with you... like this."
Albert's eyes glinted in the dim light as he turned his gaze to her, a faint smirk tugging at his lips. "You mean sneaking around in the city of love?" he teased, his tone low and amused. "Nothing surreal about that, baby. Just feels... right."
Sarah chuckled softly, shaking her head as she took another sip of wine. "It's crazy, Albert," she admitted, her voice trembling slightly. "This all started with the dumb bet we made in my front yard... and I was stupid enought to agree to it."
Albert let out a low chuckle as he swirled the win in his glass. "Ah, that bet... and the shed... hehe. I will never forget that," he murmured, leaning back on the lounge bed, his wiry frame relaxed but his gaze sharp as it lingered on her. "The best gamble I ever made."
Sarah glanced at him, her green eyes filled with a mixture of exasperation and amusement. "It was ridiculous," she said, setting her glass down on the small table beside them. "You said you could guarantee the size of your cock, and like an idiot, I took you up on it."
Albert smirked, setting his own glass down as he shifted closer, his hand resting on her thigh. "And correct I was. Eight inches... hard..." he teased, his voice low and smug. "You didn't stand a chance, Sarah. The way we fucked after that? I already knew I had you."
Sarah's cheeks flushed faintly, though she rolled her eyes. "God, you're such a sly bastard," she muttered, though the smile tugging at her lips betrayed her words.
"And yet, here we are," Albert replied smoothly, his hand sliding up her thigh as his smile softened into something more genuine. "The bet was the start of all of this. But it's more than that now, isn't it?"
Sarah looked down at his bony hand, her fingers brushing over his as she let out a gentle sigh. "It is," she admitted, her voice quieter now. "It's so much more than I ever expected. I'm doing things that I should be doing with... Alex... All the fucking we do, our little getaways... Alice... Ugh... this is all messed up, Albert. But oddly enough, I don't regret anything. I've never felt happier than now..."
Albert's smirk faded, replaced by an intensity in his eyes that made her heart race. "I could say the same thing," he said firmly, his thumb brushing slow circles against her skin. "You've given this old man something I didn't even know I wanted, Sarah. You've given me us."
Her breath hitched, the weight of his words settling over her as she met his gaze. "Albert..." she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion.
He leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a slow, deliberate kiss that left no room for doubt. When he pulled back, his hand slid to her waist, pulling her closer. "You're everything to me, Sarah," he murmured, his voice rough with sincerity. "And I'll never let you forget that."
Sarah's green eyes shimmered as she smiled softly, her fingers tracing the lines of his jaw. "Yes... I'm yours, Albert," she said quietly, the warmth in her tone unmistakable.
Albert hummed with satisfaction, his hand sliding up to cup her cheek as he kissed her again, deeper this time, his body pressing against hers as the city lights flicked around them. Whatever started this naughty affair had become something far more powerful--something neither of them could walk away from, even if they wanted to.
The cool breeze of the night barely touched them as Sarah and Albert shed their robes, the silk slipping away to reveal bear skin. Their breaths were heavy, their movements urgent, no words exchanged, only the raw desire between them.
Albert's big cock, already hard, pressed insistently against Sarah's thigh as her hands roamed his wiry chest, her feminine pink nails grazing his skin. She trailed kisses down his neck, her tongue darting out to taste the salt of his skin. He groaned low in his throat, his fingers tangling in her golden hair, guiding her lower.
Sarah sank between his skinny legs, her green eyes half-lidded as her lush lips parted. She wrapped her hand around his veiny shaft, stroking slowly as her tongue flicked out across his throbbing tip. Albert let out a deep, grunt, his hips twitching slightly as she leaned in, taking him into her welcoming mouth.
Her lips slid down his formidable length, her tongue swirling around him as she worked him deeper, her throat tightening with each movement. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the air, saliva dripping down his cock and onto his thighs. She didn't stop, her bobbing quickening as her hand stroked the base, her lips moving in sync with her tongue.
Albert's aged hands tightened in her hair, his breathing ragged as her mouth left no part of him untouched. She pulled back briefly, letting his cock fall from her lips as she lowered her head, taking one of his heavy balls into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around it, her hands still stroking him as she moved to the other, sucking gently.



"Fuck..." Albert groaned, his voice low and guttural, his hips lifting slightly to meet her undulating movements.
Sarah's mouth returned to his cock, taking him deep in her throat again, her pace relentless as she added circular movements to her bobbing. Her free hand gripped his thigh for balance, her head fluidly moving up and down as her throat tightened around him, pulling deep, hungry moans from his chest.
Albert's beady eyes fluttered shut, his jaw tightening as his hands guided her rhythm. But he wasn't content to finish this way. With a firm grip, he pulled her up, his cock slick and glistening from her efforts.
Sarah instinctively climbed onto his lap, her thighs on either side of him as she gripped his throbbing shaft and guided him to her soaking pussy. She sank down slowly, her body shuddering as he filled her completely. Albert groaned, his hands gripping her curvy hips as she began to move.
Her pace was slow at first, her hips rolling as her hands braced against his chest. Albert thrust upward to meet her, his grip on her plush ass as he encouraged her to take him deeper. Their movements grew faster, the sound of their bodies meeting echoing in the quiet night.
Sweat slicked their skin as Sarah leaned forward, her golden hair cascading over her shoulders as her lips found his. Their kiss was messy, their tongues tangling as moans spilled into each other's mouths. Albert's hands romaned her body, sliding to her back while the other gripped her ass, pulling her harder onto him.
Sarah cried out, her rolling hips frantic as she rode him, her nails digging into his chest. Albert thrust upward, his cock buried deep as his hands held her possessively. Their passion reached a fever pitch, their bodies moving in perfect sync, driven by raw, unrelenting heat between them.
Albert groaned deeply as Sarah shifted her position, planting her feet firmly on the cushion of the lounge bed. The new angle drove him deeper inside her, pulling a sharp gasp from her lips. Her thighs trembled as she leaned forward slightly, her hands reaching for his. Albert laced his bony fingers with hers, his grip firm and possessive, anchoring her as she began to ride him with fervent intensity.
The wet sounds of their bodies meeting filled the balcony, mixing with Sarah's moans as her head tilted back, her golden hair cascading down her back. Her eyes fluttered shut, rolling back as her tongue sexily lolled from her mouth in unrestrained pleasure. The cool Parisian breeze brushed over her flushed skin, but all she could feel was Albert--filling her, grounding her, claiming her...
"God, ouuhhh, Albert..." Sarah moaned, her voice trembling as her pace quickened. "You feel so fucking good... you make me feel alive. Like no one else ever has."
Albert's eyes burned with an intensity that made her heart race. His hands tightened around hers, their fingers locked as he thrust deeper into her dripping, tight married pussy. "You're perfect, Sarah," he rasped, his voice thick with emotion. "You're everything I've ever wanted. Everything I never thought I needed."
Sarah's breath hitched at his words, her body quivering as she rode his cock harder. "You... oh fuck... Mhmmm... mean that?" she whispered, her voice unsteady, her eyes opening to meet his.
Albert moaned, his hands gripping hers firmly as he sat up slightly, their faces close. "I do," he growled, his tone low and deliberate. "You've changed everything, baby. You've made me feel alive again. I didn't think I could ever love someone the way I love you."
Her heart clenched at his confession, the weight of his words crashing over her like a tidal wave. At that very moment, something in her snapped. Tears pricked at her eyes as she leaned down, her lips capturing his in a searing kiss. Their tongues tangled, the kiss raw and desperate, their moans mingling as their passion reached its peak.
When they broke apart, Sarah rested her forehead against his, her breath heavy as she whispered, "I love you too, Albert. I've been fighting it, trying to ignore it, but I can't anymore. I love you... so much."
Albert groaned deeply, his hands unlacing from hers as he moved to her hips, guiding her undulating movements, his pistoning hips becoming more urgent. "You're mine, Sarah," he groaned, his voice rough with passion. "No one else gets you. No one else could ever make you feel this way."
"Yes," she cried out, her head tilting back as her hands braced his chest, her riding frantic. "I'm yours, Albert. Ah ah ah... all fucking yours!"
Sarah's breath grew ragged, her body trembling as his words sank in. "Albert..." she gasped, her voice breaking as her hips slammed down harder, her green eyes wild with lust. "Do it. Breed me."
Albert groaned loudly, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he buried himself deep inside her, gripping her hips tightly. "Fuck, Sarah," he growled. "You'll leave Paris carrying my baby. I'll make sure of it."
Before Sarah could respond, Albert shifted with a sudden burst of energy, rolling them over in one smooth motion. She gasped as her back hit the plush lounge bed, her legs instinctively wrapping around his skinny waist. Albert pushed her knees up, pinning her into a mating press, his hands gripping her thighs firmly to hold her in place. The new angle sent him deeper, drawing a sharp cry from her lips.
His blue eyes burned into hers, his breath hot against her skin as he leaned closer. "Are you still on the pill, Sarah?" he asked, his tone low, his hips moving in deep, deliberate strokes that made her toes curl.
Sarah smirked, her cheeks flushing as her gaze flicked away. "Stopped," she admitted breathlessly. "Before we left for Europe."
Albert's lips curled into a wicked grin, his hands tightening on her thighs. "Oh? You naughty girl," he teased, his voice thick with arousal. "You were expecting me to knock you up on this trip, hmmm. That's my girl."
Sarah's face burned as her green eyes met his, her body trembling beneath him. "Yes," she whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper. "I want you to get me pregnant again. Breed me..."
Albert groaned deeply, his thrusts growing harder and more deliberate. "That's what I want to hear, baby," his voice dripping with pride and lust. "Hm, and what about your husband?" he continued with a smug grin.
"Ah ah ah! I- don't care! Don't talk about him! He doesn't make me feel like you do, Albert!" Sarah cried out, her voice breaking as her hands clutched at his shoulders. "This will be another affair baby! Mfuck! Give it to me! Fill me up! I- I need it, please!"
"Poor Alex, I got his wife wrapped around my finger," Albert deviously thought as their lips crashed together in a desperate, heated kiss, their tongues tangling as their movements became frantic. The heat between them built to an unbearable peak, their bodies trembling as they clung to each other.
Albert groaned deeply, his hips slamming into her as his release surged through him. Thick, heavy ropes of his virile seed spilled into her fertile pussy, filling her completely as he buried himself as deep as he could. Sarah moaned in ecstasy, her own orgasm washing over her as her body convulsed beneath his smaller, wiry body, her nails digging into her back as her legs pulled him deep.
They stayed like that for a long moment, their bodies locked together as they caught their breath, his cock left in her tight slit, allowing his sperm to take its course. Albert pulled back slightly, his blue eyes glinting with satisfaction as he looked down at her. "You're mine, Sarah," he murmured, his voice low and possessive. "Hmm, Alice is going to have another sibling to play with by the time we get back, baby."
Sarah let out a shaky breath, her hands brushing over her shoulders as she smiled faintly. "Can't wait, because we're going to fuck like rabbits, honey," she whispered, her voice trembling but sure.
Albert leaned down, capturing her lips in another deep kiss, sealing their forbidden bond as the night embraced them.
To be continued...
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Sandra trembled in Bruno's grasp, her body still tingling from the last waves of pleasure as she rhythmically bounced on his big, Brazilian cock. The storm outside continued to rage, thunder rumbling in the distance as rain pelted against the windows, sealing them in their own little world of sin. She should have been exhausted, should have come to her senses, but instead, she found herself aching for more.
Bruno's thick fingers trailed up her exposed back, leaving goosebumps in their wake as he devoured her with his lecherous gaze. His smirk was insatiable, knowing the fact that she was his now, even if just for the night.
"Mmm... look at you, sexy..." Bruno purred, gripping Sandra's soft, toned waist, guiding her movements, and she rose and descended on his impressive length. "You're so fucking tight around me. That little husband of yours never fucked you this good, huh?" His voice was smug, dripping with arrogance.
Sandra panted, her cheeks flushed, trying to reclaim some ounce of dignity. "Bruno... I..."
A firm slap cracked against her ass, sending a sharp jolt of pleasure up her spine.
"Keep telling me what I want to hear. You've already admitted how much better I am. Why stop now?" Bruno smirked, his gold tooth flashing under the dim lighting. "Now say it. Tell me whose cock you really crave now."
Sandra whimpered, her resolve shattering under his dominance. She knew she shouldn't be admitting these unfiltered, raw thoughts, but she simply couldn't help it. It was bad enough that she had cheated—repeatedly in a span of a day—but why did she allow herself to keep giving voice to the filthy thoughts swirling in her head?
But her body was betraying her with every deep stroke of his cock inside her tight, married pussy.
A low, desperate moan escaped her soft lips as she ground herself against his lap, feeling the hard length of his sizable cock stretching her drenched slit.
"Yours..." she admitted once again, her voice barely above a whisper.
Bruno growled approvingly. "Louder."
Sandra bit her lip, her breath shaky. "YOURS! Mein Gott, Bruno, I need it! Fuck me...!" she moaned, her Swiss-German accent seemingly getting thicker as her arousal ignited as she skillfully rode him, her hips undulating in fluid, salacious movements, eliciting heavy moans from the both of them.
Bruno chuckled darkly, his grip tightening on her waist, the sensation of his cock dragging against her wet walls making his toes curl. "Ohhh... That's more like it, beautiful. Keep riding that cock."
Sandra whimpered as she obeyed, her hips working with a newfound desperation, chasing pleasure like a woman possessed. Each downward stroke sent shockwaves through her overstimulated body, her sensitive walls clenching around Bruno's thick cock, milking him for all he was worth.
Ja, jaaaaa...!" she gasped, rolling her hips with sinful precision, her soaked pussy swallowing him to the hilt again and again. Her platinum blonde hair clung to her damp skin, sweat glistening in the dim light of his cozy room.
Bruno groaned, throwing his bald head back as he gripped her tighter, fingers digging into her supple flesh, guiding her movements with firm control. "Fuck yeah, that's it... Augh, yesss...You feel so fucking good!" His voice was thick with lust, his teeth gritting as Sandra bounded on his lap, her tight pussy squeezing him like a vice.
"Mmmphh... Bruno.... So tief... so gut!" Sandra babbled mindlessly, her striking blue eyes fluttering, lost in pure, mind-numbing pleasure.
A cocky smirk tugged at Bruno's lips, knowing damn well he had her addicted to him now. He reached up, cupping her perfect tits, tweaking her stiff, pink nipples between his thick fingers as she rode him like she never had with her own husband. "That's right, sexy... let that little husband of yours fade away. He ain't got shit on me, does he?"
Sandra's head rolled back, her lips parting in a helpless moan as another sharp slap landed on her ass, sending fresh waves of pleasure coursing through her.
"Ahhhh! Nein...! I—!" she tried to protest, her lingering inhibitions still fighting back against the depravity, but Bruno's strong grip held her in place, his hips snapping up into her as she came down, driving himself even deeper inside her dripping cunt.
"You what?" he growled. "You love the way I fuck you, don't you? Say it."
Sandra bit her lip, her resolve crumbling with every brutal thrust. "Ughh... Ohhh..." she sobbed, her body shuddering uncontrollably. "Ja... ja, Bruno, I love it!"
Bruno grinned wickedly. "That's my filthy little Swiss slut."
He gripped her ass tighter, controlling her movements as he began pounding up into her with ruthless, unrelenting force. The bedframe creaked beneath them with every sharp impact, the storm outside roaring in tandem with their sinful escapade.
"Uhhhh... Ahhhh... Mein... mein Gott...! You feel so gut!" Sandra wailed, her body bouncing, her tits jiggling with every powerful thrust. She was completely wrecked, lost in the forbidden pleasure only he could give her.
Bruno hoisted himself up to her, leaning forward and teasingly biting along her collarbone before whispering, "You'll never let that little wimp touch you again after this, will you?"
Sandra's breath hitched, her nails raking down his shoulders, his depraved words making her core tingle with a mix of guilt and desire. "Uhhhh... Bruno... I..."
"Answer me, Sandra," he commanded, his voice husky as he drove himself into her married pussy harder, his cock pulsing inside her soaked heat. "You're mine now. Say it."
Sandra whimpered, her entire body trembling, her alluring blue eyes rolling back as her orgasm ripped through her like lightning. "AHHHH! BRUNO, I'M YOURS!" she screamed, clenching around his cock, her pussy milking him for his virile seed as pleasure obliterated her final shred of restraint.
Bruno groaned as her tight walls spasmed around him, his grip tightening on her waist as he fell back onto the bed. He thrust up one last time, burying himself deep before releasing his thick, hot ropes of cum inside her once again.
"Arghhh! Fuuuuuuuck!" Bruno let out a deep, resonating growl, his body shuddering as his cock twitched inside her welcoming depths. His hips bucked against her with every thick load that spewed from him, his heavy balls contracting to deliver his seed into her fertile Swiss pussy.
Sarah collapsed against his broad, hairy chest, breathless, her pulse racing as her overheated body came down from the high of her mind-melting orgasm. A soft, content moan left her lips as she felt his warmth spread inside her, marking her as his.
Bruno smirked, his fingers running lazily over her sweat-slicked back. "God, damn... That was great, beautiful," he murmured, his voice rough and dripping with satisfaction as he planted a possessive kiss on her temple. "Now tell me, baby... Was I worth betraying your husband for?"
Sandra swallowed hard, her chest still rising and falling rapidly.
She should have said no.
She should have denied him.
But instead, she let out a soft, shattered moan...
"Yes..."
Bruno grinned triumphantly.
"I knew it..."
-
Sandra stepped out of Bruno's shop just as the first rays of morning sunlight broke through the heavy clouds. The storm had finally passed, leaving the air thick with humidity, the pavement still slick with rain. The world felt eerily still compared to the fevered chaos the night before.
She shivered despite the warmth in the air, adjusting her bikini and tugging her loose cover-up from yesterday around her body. Every step she took was a reminder of what had transpired—her thighs ached, her skin tingled where Bruno's rough hands had gripped her, and deep inside, she still felt him.
Her heart pounded as she hurried through the quiet streets, her mind racing as fast as her footsteps. "What the hell am I going to say??" She had disappeared into the night to go on an errand, gone until the morning. Sandra's stomach churned, and she wondered how to explain herself to Lucas when she got back; he was probably worried sick.
But she had a crutch. The storm. It had been violent enough that no one would question her absence. She could say she got caught in the downpour, found shelter, and waited it out. No one had to know where or with whom.
By the time she reached Joana's house, the sun had risen higher, casting a warm glow over the drenched landscape. She hesitated at the door, taking a deep breath before pushing it open.
The living room was a disaster when she left it—empty beer bottles littered the table, clothes were strewn across the floor, and the air was thick with the scent of alcohol and sweat. Lucas and his cousins were passed out, sprawled across the couches and floor, their snores filling the silence.
Sandra exhaled, relief washing over her. It was safe to assume no one noticed. It was likely they passed out while waiting for her return.
She slipped inside, moving carefully, avoiding the creaking floorboards as she made her way toward the bathroom. Closing the door behind her, she leaned against it, her heart hammering in her chest.
She caught sight of herself in the mirror and froze.
Her platinum blond hair was a tangled mess, her fair skin still flushed, her soft lips swollen from Bruno's relentless kisses. There were faint bruises on her neck and her thighs, evidence of his salacious touch causing her belly to swell with warmth.
She swallowed hard.
Turning on the faucet, she splashed cold water on her face, rubbing at the marks as if she could erase them, as if she could undo the night before. But no amount of scrubbing could remove the heat still simmering beneath her skin, the memory of Bruno's voice growling in her ear, the way he fucked her... claimed her.
Sandra inhaled sharply and straightened, her cheeks blushing as she felt the tingle of her depraved coupling with a man, not her husband. She had gotten away with it, and it made her body buzz with a mix of guilt and thrill, her thighs clenching at the undeniable arousal of her debauchery.
Sandra removed her clothes and stepped into the shower. The bathroom was already fogging from the steam as she turned on the faucet and stepped under the warm spray. She let out a slow breath, her body still sensitive and tingling in all the places he touched her.
No matter how much she scrubbed, she could still feel him. The roughness of his hands, the heat of his breath, the way he had fucked her silly over and over again. It was all too intoxicating.
"Scheisse..." she muttered under her breath, running her fingers through her damp hair, her scalp still tender where Bruno had gripped it. She lathered her body, washing away the sweat, the scent of sex, and the dried evidence of her betrayal. But no amount of soap could wash away what she had done.
By the time she stepped out, wrapping a towel around herself, her skin was pink from the heat. She dried off quickly and slipped into a light sundress in the bedroom, adjusting the straps as she caught her reflection again. Her lips were still a little swollen, her fetching blue eyes slightly dazed with satisfaction. With a deep breath, she straightened, smoothing the fabric over her hips. It's over. No one knows. Just act normal.
She stepped into the hallway, moving carefully through the quiet house. The air was thick and humid from the Brazilian climate. Sunlight filtered through the windows, glistening off the wet pavement outside.
As she turned the corner, she nearly bumped into Lucas's grandmother.
"Morning, querida," Joana greeted warmly, her eyes crinkling with amusement. "Finally back, huh? I was worried sick when that storm hit."
Sandra forced a small smile, tucking a loose strand of blonde hair behind her ear. "Ah, ja.... The storm came quickly. I vasn't able to get home for a while."
Joana tilted her head, giving her a sympathetic look. "Mmm. Yeah, it was a nasty one. I was disappointed in Lucas for sending your poor soul out to get more drinks. Hmm, I need to talk with him about how to treat his wife better," the older woman said, her voice tinged with disapproval and amusement.
Sandra chuckled softly, shifting her weight as she tried to appear more casual under Joana's observant gaze. "Ah, no, no..." she said quickly, waving her hand as if to dismiss it. "It vas not his fault. I vent out on my own, really. I just hadn't expected it to be that bad."
"Mmm-hmm," Joana hummed, folding her arms across her chest. "Tsk, I know, I know... I just don't like the thought of you out there alone, querida. The rain was coming down like the sky was falling apart. Where did you end up taking shelter?"
Sandra's heart skipped a beat.
Her fingers tightened around the hem of her dress as her mind raced for an answer. She had prepared for this question and knew it was coming, but now that it was here, her throat felt dry.
"Lie. Just lie."
But under Joana's gentle, worried gaze, the words wouldn't come.
Sandra exhaled, keeping her expression carefully neutral. "Ah, I just stayed inside the shop I was buying more drinks from..." she said, choosing her words carefully. "The owner... let me stay until it passed."
Joana let out a small sigh of relief, clearly reassured. "Thank God. You were lucky, querida. Some people get caught in those rains and don't come back so dry." She shook her head. "I'm still mad at Lucas for putting you in that situation, hmph!"
Sandra smiled, the tension easing just slightly. "You are too kind, Joana. But I vas fine. It was just a minor inconvenience. I'm still in one piece, as you can see."
Joana sighed but nodded, still visibly unsettled. "Just be careful next time, okay? If Lucas sends you to do his bidding again, just tell me, and I'll whip him into shape for you, okay?"
Sandra couldn't help but laugh a bit louder, her body loosening more, feeling that any suspicion on her was properly diverted. "Ja, of course. I vill be more careful."
Joana gave her one last look before gently patting her shoulder and ushering Sandra toward the kitchen. "Alright, come. Let's get you some food. After a night like that, you must be starving."
Sandra sighed in relief, following her toward the kitchen. But even as she focused on steadying herself, she could still feel Bruno—his touch lingering, his mark deep inside her...
-
Lucas groaned as he slumped back onto the couch, rubbing his temples with a pained wince. The living room was still a mess—empty beer bottles, half-eaten snacks, and the stale scent of alcohol lingering in the humid morning air. His cousins were in similar states, sprawled about, half-conscious, and completely useless.
Sandra stood near the doorway, arms crossed, watching them with thinly veiled impatience.
"Mein Gott, Lucas," she sighed, shaking her head. "You look like you got run over by a truck."
Lucas cracked an eye open, looking at her through his hazed misery. "I'm regretting drinking that much... augh... my stomach. I feel like shit, babe."
One of his cousins groaned from the couch, barely lifting a hand in agreement.
Sandra rolled her eyes, not the least bit sympathetic. "Ja, vell, that's vhat happens when you drink like maniacs. And you never drink. Vhat did you think vas going to happen??" she teased, adjusting the strap of her sundress. "But ve are in Brazil, Lucas. I do not vant to sit inside all day while you recover."
Lucas groaned dramatically, running a hand over his face. "Sandra, I can't even stand without the room spinning. Can't we just... relax today?"
Sandra sighed deeply, shifting her weight to one side. "So, vat? I am supposed to sit here and babysit all of you while you all groan like dying men?"
Lucas peeked up at her with a small, lazy smile. "You could..."
Sandra gave him a sharp look.
He held his hands up in surrender. "Alright, alright," he chuckled hoarsely. "Go, explore. Have fun. It's nice here."
Sandra hesitated, glancing between him and his barely functioning cousins. She had wanted him to come with her, but it was clear that wasn't happening.
"Fine," she muttered, grabbing her purse and slipping her feet into her sandals. "I vill go alone, then."
Lucas gave her a lazy thumbs-up before dropping his head back against the couch. "Be safe, babe. Love you."
Sandra just hummed in response, already making her way out the door.
But as she stepped outside, as the fresh air hit her, a flicker of guilt tightened in her chest. "He trusts me... He has no idea what I did." She bit her lip, wrapping her arms around herself as she walked toward town.
It wasn't like she planned to cheat on him. It wasn't her fault she had ended up in Bruno's arms; Only if Lucas hadn't been so careless—leaving her alone on the beach and sending her out to do errands for him. If he had been more attentive, none of this mess would have ever happened! Of course, Lucas was Lucas, always a bit selfish.
And Bruno?
Bruno had simply been there, strong, confident, and so damn tempting. He showed her what a real man felt like. She couldn't help but compare him to her husband. They were starkly different. She loved Lucas. There was a reason why she married him after all. But Bruno... he offered her something that was too intoxicating to ignore.
Sandra exhaled sharply, shaking her head, trying to push it all down. It was over for now. The storm has passed; she had lied to Lucas, and he bought it completely.
-
Sandra wandered through town, taking in the sights, trying to clear her head. The streets were bustling with life, vendors selling fresh fruit and handmade jewelry, the air thick with the scent of salty ocean breeze and grilled food. She should have felt free and refreshed— this is what she wanted, right? A distraction.
But no matter how much she tried to focus on the vibrant colors of the buildings or the sound of waves in the distance, her thoughts kept circling back.
Lucas.
Bruno.
Last night.
Sandra ran her fingers over the strap of her purse, exhaling slowly as she continued walking. She had convinced herself that she wasn't looking for him, that she was simply exploring. She told herself that she just wanted a quiet afternoon, a moment to breathe after everything that had happened. But deep down, in a place she wasn't ready to acknowledge, she knew exactly where her feet were leading her.
And then, as if the universe was taunting her, she saw him.
A small beachside bar sat tucked between two buildings, the open-air design allowing the ocean breeze to flow through. The sound of clinking glasses, soft laughter, and distant waves filled the space. She spotted him immediately, Bruno, sitting at the bar, his broad, relaxed frame impossible to miss.
The right thing to do would be to turn around and find somewhere else to go.
She should walk away.
But despite the voice in her head pleading with her to leave, Sandra stepped inside anyway.
A strange mix of nervousness and anticipation curled in her stomach as she moved toward the far end of the bar, pretending not to see him. Her heart raced, and her skin tingled with unwanted familiarity. She perched herself on a stool, inhaled deeply, and looked at the menu.
But then, before she even had a chance to steady herself, that deep, velvety voice slid through the air like silk.
"Bom dia, princesa."
Sandra's stomach flipped as his words rolled off his tongue like honey, thick with amusement and knowing. She turned slowly as if pulled by an invisible force, and there he was.
Bruno sat on the stool next to her, his cocky smirk firmly in place, his dark eyes drinking her up with shameless appreciation. He looked just as confident as last night: broad shoulders casually slouched, a drink swirling lazily in his hand, his gold tooth gleaming in the afternoon sun.



Sandra swallowed, her fingers tightening around the strap of her purse as she forced herself to stay calm. "Bruno..." she replied, her voice firm, though the tension in her body betrayed her.
He tilted his glass in greeting, his gaze never leaving hers. "Didn't think I'd see you so soon," he mused, his voice low and teasing. He took a slow sip before adding, "Missed you this morning."
Sandra stiffened.
The memories she had tried to push aside came rushing back—waking up tangled in his sheets, his heavy arm draped over her waist, his hairy bare chest warm against her back, the slow, steady rhythm of his breathing against her neck.
She had left before he woke up.
She hadn't wanted to risk lying there any longer, knowing full well that she wouldn't have resisted if he pulled her back into his arms.
Sandra took a deep breath, her fingers curling against the cool wood of the bar, trying to ground herself. "I—" she started, but her voice became weak and unsteady.
Bruno chuckled, shaking his head as he leaned in, his presence overwhelming. "Don't tell me you forgot already, beautiful," he murmured, his breath brushing against her skin. "After last night?" He let his words hang between them, thick with meaning, heavy with promise.
Sandra's soft lips parted, but nothing came out. No matter how much she wanted to deny it, no matter how desperately she wanted to act unaffected, she hadn't forgotten, not for a single second...
Sandra's alluring blue eyes narrowed, her fingers twitching against the bar as she subconsciously leaned slightly forward, drawn to him like a moth to a flame. Bruno's smirk widened, seeing the hesitation in her eyes.
"Ahem..."
Sandra snapped out of her trance, blinking as the bartender appeared in front of them, his brow slightly raised, his gaze flicking between them with polite curiosity.
"Another one, Bruno?" the bartender asked before turning to Sandra. "And for you, senhora?"
Bruno's eyes never left her as he smirked. "She'll have one."
Sandra opened her mouth to protest, but before she could, the bartender nodded, already reaching for a glass. Bruno let out a low chuckle, sitting back, his smugness practically dripping from him.
There was an awkward silence between them as the bartender made her drink. "Here you go, senhora. Enjoy," he said as he slid a brisk margarita across the bar.
Sandra accepted the drink, her fingers tightening around the bar as Bruno's strong scent wafted in the air—he smelt like salt and spice, the same smell that had been all over her skin this morning before she scrubbed it away.
The older man smirked, his eyes trekking up and down her body, admiring the sundress, the fabric perfectly clinging to her curves. He hungrily licked his lips eating her up her long legs, the memory of them firmly wrapped around his waist making his cock swell in his shorts. "You look good today, Sandra. But then again... you looked even better last night," he murmured, his voice deep and full of desire.
Sandra's breath hitched, his gaze shamelessly obvious. "Bruno, just... don't..." she warned, but her tone was weak and lacked conviction. He just grinned, leaning in closer.
"Where's that husband of yours?" His voice was low and teasing. "Left a pretty thing like you alone again? Poor guy... doesn't even know what he's missing."
Sandra let out a sharp breath, shaking her head. "My husband is... resting," she muttered, her voice barely above a whisper. "Hungover... He had a long night drinking..."
Bruno let out a deep laugh. "Ah, I think I remember now... he sent you to get more drinks, right? What a shame," he recalled with an almost taunting tone, his smug grin widening as he brushed his thick fingers over hers. "Did he ever learn about what happened between us last night? I'm willing to bet you haven't told him a thing, huh?"
He waited for Sandra to respond, but she remained silent. However, the deep flush of red on her cheeks and the subtle squeeze of her thighs told him all he needed to know.
"L-let's not talk about this, Bruno. Last night vas a mistake... a one-time thing." Sandra finally replied, her tone certain but shaky, taking a small sip from her glass.
Bruno arched his brow, his eyes gleaming with amusement as he swirled his drink. "A mistake?" he repeated, his tone dripping with mock disbelief. "That's funny, beautiful, because I remember you stroking my cock when we first met. Don't forget about how you were begging for more while I fucked you silly. That didn't feel like a 'mistake' to me."
Sandra tensed, her thighs clenching tighter as she felt a surge of heat form in her belly. "It von't happen again," she said, her voice firm, or at least, she tried to make it sound that way.
Bruno tilted his head, his grin never faltering as he brushed his fingers over her hand again, watching how she didn't pull away. "Won't happen again..." he echoed with amusement. "And yet... here you are. Sitting right next to me and accepting the drink I got you."
Sandra's throat went dry. She felt like this man was toying with her. Everything he said wasn't wrong. She could have easily gotten up and left. It would be easy to never see him again and put this all behind her...
But she remained still, allowing Bruno's fingers to slide further up her arm. "Bruno, stop," she hissed, though even she didn't believe the weak protest.
"Stop?" he replied, shifting closer, his hand drifting from her arm to the curve of her hip, his touch sending shivers down her spine. "You don't want me to stop. You want me to take you again. Pin you against the wall. Make you feel how much I missed you this morning, baby..."
Sandra's fingers trembled around her drink. She should leave before she falls into his lecherous grasp again. Before she let herself lose control the way she had last night.
But yet again, she took no action to resist him.
Instead, she lifted her glass to her lips and took another, longer sip.
Bruno laughed, leaning in, his hot breath against her ear. "That's it," he murmured, his hand sliding lower, snaking his fingers toward the inside of her thigh. He brushed her skin lightly enough to make her ache, but not enough to satisfy. "Drink up, relax... you're on vacation, aren't you?"
Sandra let out a slow breath, her cheeks warm, her skin tingling under his touch. She hesitated but took another long sip.
She felt her body relaxing and her mind loosening as the alcohol coursed through her veins. Bruno watched her closely, his smirk never fading. "Mmm... that's better, hm?" he praised, his voice smooth and taunting. "I like you like this, baby. Loose. Willing. You feel it too, yes?"
Sandra exhaled sharply, but she didn't argue, her inhibitions eroding like sand under the waves of his lustful advances. Before she knew it, her glass was empty, and another drink appeared before her. Before she could even think twice, she took another sip. And then another.
The drinks kept flowing, clouding her thoughts, dulling her guilt, and with each one, her tongue loosened more and more. "You are... trouble, Bruno," she muttered, her lips finally curling into a faint, teasing smile as she gave way to him.
A victorious smile formed on Bruno's lips as he leaned closer, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear as he whispered, "And you love it..."
Sandra didn't deny it.
Because she did.
Bruno watched her with a predatory gaze, his gold tooth glinting with his smile as he noticed the way her posture softened, her lush lips parted, her gaze hazier with each sip of her drink. She was getting there, slipping past that thin layer of resistance, allowing herself to sink into the moment just like before.
He tapped the bar, signaling the bartender once more.
"Something stronger for the lady," he murmured, his voice smooth, confident, and undeniable.
Sandra blinked, momentarily snapping from her daze. "Bruno... I want to stick to what I got."
"Trust me, princesa," he coaxed, his fingers still playing at the hem of her dress, grazing the bare skin of her thigh. "Those margaritas are cute, but you need something with a little more... heat."
Sandra hesitated for only a second, but when the bartender slid a golden-hued drink in front of her, she wrapped her fingers around it anyway, taking a cautious sip.
The warm burn spread through her immediately, hitting her deeper than the light, fruity drinks she had been sipping before. Bruno watched intently, his smirk deepening as her lips curled into a small, pleased smile.
"Mmm, zis is stronger," Sandra murmured, her Swiss accent thicker from the alcohol, a soft giggle escaping her lips as she swirled the liquid in her glass. "You trying to get me drunk, Bruno?"
Bruno smiled as he leaned closer, his voice dripping with mischief. "Do I need to?"
Sandra let out a breathy chuckle, her body betraying her, shifting slightly closer, their knees brushing. "I suppose not..." she murmured, her serene blue eyes locking onto his, playful but dangerously inviting. "But I can't tell if you are trying to seduce me again... or just enjoying vatching me squirm."
Bruno laughed, his hand slipping higher, his fingertips grazing the edge of her already-damp panties underneath her sundress. "Maybe a little bit of both," he admitted smoothly, watching her reaction closely. "And maybe... you like it."
Sandra sighed softly, biting her lip, feeling her thighs tense around his big hand. The logical part of her was screaming at her to stop indulging this man—to push him away and leave before she ruined everything.
But instead, she tilted her head, giving him a slow, teasing smile, the alcohol making her bolder, flirtier, and dangerously reckless.
"And vhat if I do?" she whispered, tilting her head slightly, watching his smirk turn sharper, more predatory.
Bruno's hand gripped her thigh firmly, his fingers pressing just enough to make her breath hitch. "Then you should stop lying to yourself, beautiful," he murmured. "Stop pretending you don't want me to take you somewhere right now and fuck you the way your wimp husband never could."
Sandra's stomach fluttered, her pulse pounding in her chest.
She shouldn't entertain this. She shouldn't be flirting with him, letting him touch her like this again in a crowded bar, getting wetter by the second just from his words alone.
But the alcohol, the heat, and the way his fingers were slowly stroking up her inner thigh, teasing her, testing her... it was all too much.
"You are very sure of yourself," Sandra said, her voice sultry, teasing, her hips shifting slightly against his touch as her arousal took control.
Bruno took a sip from his own drink. "I don't have to be sure, baby. I can feel it... right here." His fingers slid even higher, his thumb barely brushing her clothed slit, and Sandra gasped, her body trembling beneath his insistent touch.
She grabbed his wrist. But not to stop him.
"Bruno..." she whispered, a mix of desperation and hesitation in her voice.
He leaned in, his lips grazing her cheek before moving to her ear, his voice low and thick with desire. "Why don't we get out of here, baby?"
Sandra's mind raced a brief image of Lucas flashing through her mind—his trusting eyes, his voice telling her to have fun, completely unaware of the things she had already done and was about to do again.
She should say no.
She should.
Instead, she exhaled, her lips parting slightly, her body shivering with carnal need as she finally gave in.
She nodded.
Bruno's grin turned wicked, triumphant. "That's my girl."
He threw some bills onto the counter, grabbed her wrist firmly, and led her out into the hot, humid day.
-
The sweltering air wrapped around them as Bruno led Sandra through an alley beside the bar, the sound of distant waves crashing against the shore. Her pulse pounded, and her skin flushed with heat, the alcohol and anticipation making her body hum with electricity.
A small part of her kept telling her to stop. She wanted to tell him no before he pulled her away before she let him lead her deeper into temptation.
But she didn't.
She kept following him breathlessly, her slender fingers tightly clutching his as he guided her toward a small, secluded changing room by the beach.
Bruno shoved the door open, pulling her inside, and the moment it clicked shut, his hands were on her.
Sandra gasped as he pinned her against the wooden wall, his mouth crashing against hers, hot and hungry. Their tongues tangled immediately, the taste of alcohol and need mixing between them, her fingers running along his bald head as he devoured her.
Bruno's hands roamed her body, gripping her hips, sliding under her dress, insistent and needy as he tugged at the thin straps of her sundress, exposing more of her fair, bare skin.
Sandra moaned against his lips, her head spinning from her buzz, the intensity of his touch making her legs weak. Her pussy soaked as her arousal burned inside her like a raging fire.
"You're so fucking sexy," Bruno growled against her mouth, his voice thick with lust as he nipped at her swollen lips, his thick fingers digging into her thighs. "I couldn't stop thinking about this pussy all day."
Sandra shuddered, her body already surrendering, dripping with need.
He lifted her slightly, gripping her ass as he pressed his hard, thick cock against her stomach, even through his clothes, she could feel his heat, the sheer size making her pulse quicken with anticipation.
She tugged at his tank top, her fingers shaky with urgency as she pulled it over his head, revealing his broad, plump chest, slick with a thin layer of sweat from the heat. Bruno quickly kicked off his sandals, pulling back just enough to yank down his shorts and underwear in one swift motion, his cock springing free, hard, thick, and already dripping with need.
Sandra licked her lips, her breath coming out in short, heated pants, her body buzzing, her thighs pressing together instinctively at the presence of his intoxicating manhood.
The older Brazilian's dark eyes burned into hers, a slow smirk curling at his lips as he caught where her gaze had dropped. "Do you miss this cock, princesa?"
Sandra nibbled on the corner of her lip, her mind clouded with alcohol and pure, raw desire. "Ja..." she whispered breathlessly, her voice sultry and needy.
Bruno chuckled, stepping closer, his callused hands sliding down her sides, finding the hem of her sundress and lifting it over her head, leaving her in nothing but her damp panties.
"Fuck," he rasped, running his hands down her bare curves, his fingers gripping her plush ass again, before palming at her soft, perky breasts, teasing her already stiff nipples with his thumbs. "You've been thinking about this too, huh?"
Sandra let out a soft moan, arching into his touch, her head lolling back against the wall, her fingers digging into his wide shoulders for support as she slid out from her sandals, her bare feet pressing against the sandy wooden floor. "Tell me," Bruno whispered, his lips trailing down her neck, biting and sucking, leaving marks she wouldn't be able to explain later. "Tell me you want me, sexy."
Sandra whimpered, her mind swimming, her body burning, her voice coming out hazy and desperate. "Bruno.... Bitte... I need you..."
His smirk widened, his fingers hooking into her panties, sliding them down her long legs, leaving her completely bare in front of him. Bruno groaned as he gripped his hips, his throbbing cock pressing against her thighs with primal need.
"Bruno... hmmm..." Sandra purred, her soft hands reaching down and wrapping around his hard cock, the heat of his skin against her skin making her pussy even more wet. Her arousal dictated her actions, craving his salacious touch.
She dropped to her knees before Bruno could even make the first move, her bare skin against the cool wood floor of the changing room as she gazed up at Bruno, her blue eyes dark with hunger.
His thick, veiny cock stood before her, hard, and throbbing, the cavernous tip already leaking profusely with precum. The scent of his arousal, the heat radiating against her palms, sent a fresh wave of need pooling between her thighs.
She licked her lips, her breath hot and shaky as her slender fingers tightened around his thick base, feeling the weight of him in her hands. "Scheisse... so big..." she whispered, biting her lip, her body buzzing heavily from the drinks, her arousal, and the sheer filth of what she was doing.
Bruno let out a low, pleased growl, his pudgy fingers threading through her elegant, platinum-blonde hair, watching as she leaned forward and pressed a slow, teasing kiss to his bulbous tip, tasting the salty beads of precum on her tongue.
"That's it, baby... ohhh..." he groaned, his grip tightening slightly. "Show me how much you missed this cock."
Sandra moaned softly before taking him into her mouth, her lush lips stretching around his thick length, her tongue swirling along the underside of his cock as she took him deep, inch by inch.
Bruno let out a deep groan, his bald, sweaty head falling back as he tugged at her hair, guiding her as she worked him over with her wet mouth. "Fuuuck... Just like that, princesa. Take it deeper."
Sandra whimpered around him, the vibration of her moan sending a shiver through his body. She slid her left hand between her thighs, her fingers coating themselves in her own wetness as she rubbed slow, lazy circles around her swollen clit.
The combination of pleasuring him and touching herself sent her body spiraling into carnal desperation, her moans growing louder and more needy as she skillfully bobbed her head.
Bruno glanced down, his beady eyes burning with lust, watching as she pleasured herself while eagerly swallowing his cock, her cheeks hollowing as she took him deeper. He ground his teeth, feeling her smooth fluid movements around him, making his toes spread and curl with pleasure as she continued to suck him off.
"Fuck, Sandra... augh... yes," he groaned, his hips rolling forward, his cock sliding further down her warm, welcoming throat. "You look so damn good like this... on your knees, sucking my cock while playing with that married little pussy."
Sandra moaned helplessly, her fingers moving faster, the wet glucking and slurping sounds of her mouth on his cock echoing in the small space, mixing with his heavy breathing and her own muffled moans.
"Glck... hmmm. Mhmm... glck!"
"Does he ever see you like this?" Bruno growled, his grip on her hair tightening, controlling her pace, thrusting slowly into her wet, willing mouth. "Does your husband ever know what a filthy little thing you are?"
Sandra shook her head, her throat tightening around him as she took him deeper, his heavy sack pressing against her saliva-slathered chin, desperate to please him, desperate to feel him more.
Bruno let out a rough groan, his rounded belly clenching as he felt the tight suction of her throat, her eager tongue lapping around his sensitive tip, her fingers dipping between her wet folds as she moaned around him.
"That's right," he murmured, his voice thick with dominance and desire, his fingers tangling deeper in her hair, holding her still as he thrust into her mouth, fucking her lips slow and deep, making her gag around him.
"You love having a real man's cock down your throat, huh, sexy?"
Sandra could only let out a needy whimper, her thighs shaking, her pussy dripping onto the floor as she let him take control, completely lost in the depravity of it all.
Bruno let out a deep, ragged groan, his hold on Sandra's hair never faltering as she gagged around his cock, her throat tightening with every thrust. But just as she was losing herself completely, fingers furiously working on her dripping pussy, Bruno suddenly pulled back, his cock leaving her lips with a wet pop.



Sandra gasped for air, her breath shaky, her lips swollen and glistening with spit as she gazed up at him, confused and visibly horny for more.
"Bruno..." she started, her voice husky with arousal, but before she could finish, he grabbed her wrists and effortlessly pulled her up onto her feet.
"Nah, baby," he murmured, his voice thick with hunger. "I'm not cumming until I feel you... all of you."
Before she could process and catch her breath, Bruno had pinned her against the wooden wall, his broad, stocky body pressing her firmly against it. Sandra let out a sharp moan, her back arching into him, her legs already weak from her own teasing.
"Hmmm, yes... Bruno..." she purred, her fingers clawing at his shoulders, but he wasn't going to wait any longer.
He gripped the backs of her thighs, lifting her effortlessly, pressing her fully against the wall as her legs instinctively wrapped around his waist. "You're so fucking wet for me, baby," he said lowly, his cock pressing against her slick entrance, teasing her, coating himself in her dripping essence. "You've been aching for this ever since you left this morning, huh?"
Sandra let out a breathy moan, her arms winding around his neck, her nails digging into his skin. "Ja... bitte... I need your cock. Give it to me, Bruno."
Bruno didn't make her wait.
With one strong thrust, he slammed into her, filling her completely, stretching her tight, needy walls with his thick, pulsing Brazilian hog. "AHH—!" Sandra cried out, her head snapping back against the wooden panel, her eyes rolling shut at the overwhelming sensation of his cock sliding deep inside her to the hilt.
Bruno groaned, his big hands possessively gripping her ass, his hips snapping forward in deep, punishing strokes, driving into her without hesitation and restraint. "Fuck... you feel even tighter than last night," he grunted, his breath hot against her ear, his cock pounding into her mercilessly, each thrust sending sharp jolts of pleasure through her entire body.
Sandra could only moan shamelessly, her thighs trembling around his waist, her toes clenching as he fucked her against the wall, her body bouncing with every heavy thrust.
"Bruno! Ohhhh, mein Gott!" she babbled, her voice high and desperate, her walls fluttering around him as his cockhead repeatedly slammed against her cervix, the pleasure spiraling higher, hotter.
Bruno chuckled darkly, his hands moving to her thighs, holding her exactly where he wanted her. "That's it, my sexy Swiss slut," he grunted, his hips slamming into her deeper, harder, the sound of wet, skin-on-skin filling the small changing room. "Take it. Take all of it."
Sandra's breath hitched, her body shuddering violently, the mix of alcohol, arousal, and pure, raw lust sending her teetering on the edge of ecstasy. And as Bruno thrust harder, deeper, owning her married pussy, she knew she wasn't going to last much longer.
She let out a choked moan, her body convulsing violently as the pleasure overtook her, her walls clamping down around Bruno's thick, relentless cock. Her thighs quivered around his waist, her nails digging into his shoulders, her head thrown back in pure bliss as her orgasm ripped through her, her vision going white for a moment.
"OOOUUHHHHH! Bruno—!" she gasped, her body shuddering, her moans breathy, desperate, and unfiltered.
Bruno groaned, his teeth gritting as he felt her tight, wet walls wrap around him, squeezing him like a wet, velvet vice. "Augh... that's it, baby... fuck..." he grunted, riding her through her high, his cock still pistoning inside her, not letting her come down yet.
Sandra trembled, her body overwhelmed, overstimulated, but still aching for more.
Bruno smirked, sensing she wasn't done.
"Turn around," he ordered huskily, his voice thick with lust.
Sandra barely had time to register his command before he lifted her off his cock, setting her down on shaky legs. Her breath was ragged and uneven, her body still tingling from her mind-melting orgasm, but before she could recover, Bruno grabbed her by the waist, spinning her around.
"Hands on the wall, princesa," he growled.
Sandra let out a shaky breath, pressing her moist palms against the wooden wall, her back sexily curved, her ass jutting out toward him, completely open and vulnerable.
Bruno ran his calloused hands over her curves, gripping her hips possessively, his cock rock-hard and dripping with her wetness, pressing against her slick, swollen pussy.
"Damn, you're so fucking wet for me," he muttered, dragging his cockhead along her soaked folds, teasing her, making her squirm and whimper. "Tell me, baby... does your husband fuck you like this?"
Sandra's breath hitched, her cheeks burning, her mind hazy with depraved lust. "Y-you already know, Bruno..." she replied softly, her voice a mix of guilt and arousal as she turned her head back to look at him.
"Hmm, I know. I just want to hear it from you again," Bruno chuckled with a smug grin, his gold tooth gleaming as he continued to tease her aching slit. Sandra couldn't help but feed off his manly confidence—something Lucas lacked.
"N-nein..." she admitted breathlessly, her fingers clenching against the wall, her body desperate for more as she eagerly moved her ass closer to him, seeking more contact with his cock. "He... he doesn't fuck me like zis... he never could. Not like you..."
Bruno grinned wickedly, gripping her hips firmly, lining himself up with her tight, dripping heat. "Of course, he doesn't," he murmured smugly. "That poor bastard is probably so little compared to me. He could never satisfy a woman like you."
And with one powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her once again, stretching her all over again.
"Ohhhhh. Yesssss!" Sandra cried out, her sweaty forehead pressing against the wall, her nails scraping against the wood, the sensation of him perfectly filling her insides making her knees buckle beneath her.
Bruno set a brutal pace, his hips slamming against her ass, his cock hitting deeper and harder as he gripped her hips tight, holding her firmly in place as he railed her married cunt. "Fuuuck!" he groaned, his lips finding the curve of her neck, sucking, biting, and marking her. "You were made for this, baby. Made for my cock."
Sandra moaned shamelessly, pushing back against him, meeting every vigorous stroke, her mind too fogged with pleasure to care about anything else.
"Say it," Bruno growled against her heated skin, his teeth grazing her ear. "Keep telling me how much better I am than him. I need a reminder."
Sandra let out a high, desperate moan, her body shaking, and her legs barely holding her up as his cock slid in and out of her soaked pussy, hitting deep, perfect spots that Lucas could never reach.
"You are—-ahhhh, f-fuck—better—better zan him!" she gasped, her voice breathy and utterly wrecked, her mind spinning from the raw pleasure surging through her. "Sooo much better... Mein Gott, Bruno, don't stop! Don't you ever stop! Ahh!"
Bruno let out a deep, satisfied groan, his ego swelling, his pace growing rougher and more vigorous as he pounded into her. "That's my girl," he grunted, his voice husky as his thrusts became more erratic, more desperate. "I'm gonna fill you up again baby... gonna fuck my cum so deep inside you, you'll be dripping with me for days."
Sandra moaned helplessly, her walls clamping down around him, her second orgasm hitting her even harder than the first, sending her body convulsing as she came undone around his superior manhood again.
Bruno groaned loudly, his hips snapping forward one last time, burying deep inside her, his cock throbbing violently as he spilled himself inside her, filling her completely with his hot, thick seed.
"ARRRGHHH! Sandra!" he roared, his body tensing, his grip on her bruising, holding her against him as he emptied himself inside her, his head falling forward, his lips brushing against her bare shoulder.
The room was filled with the sound of heavy breathing, their bodies slick with sweat, still entangled in the aftermath of their sin.
Bruno finally pulled out, groaning at the sight of his virile cum leaking down her trembling thighs. He smirked, pulling her back against him, grabbing her chin, and tilting her face back toward him. "Still think this was a mistake, princesa?"
Sandra was completely spent, her legs barely holding her up. She bit her lip, her cheeks still flushed. Her alluring blue eyes were glossy with lust as they locked eyes. "No..." she whispered, leaning back into him, craving his touch.
Bruno chuckled darkly, still catching his breath, his body slick with sweat and satisfaction. But even as the haze of his orgasm faded, he could tell Sandra wasn't done yet.
And neither was he.
He reached for her, grabbing her soft thighs and guiding her toward the small wooden bench in the corner of the changing room. "Come here, beautiful," he murmured, his voice low and thick with lingering hunger. "I want to see how filthy you can really get for me."
Sandra's breath sharpened, her legs still trembling, but her body reacted before her mind could protest. She let him pull her toward him, straddling his lap, her bare skin flushed and glistening, her breath ragged from the pleasure still coursing through her veins.
Bruno sat back, his thick legs spread wide, his cock still slicked with their mixed bodily fluids and rearing back to life, standing rock-hard and ready for more.
"Turn around for me, sexy," he ordered, his hands trailing up her waist, teasing the curves of her body. "I want to watch that perfect ass bounce on my cock."
Sandra let out a seductive, aroused purr, the command sending a hot shiver through her, making her clit pulse with need all over again.
She turned in his lap, her back pressing against his stocky body, her delicate hands gripping his thighs for balance as she reached down and grabbed his now erect cock, lining herself up, her wet, aching pussy sliding over his shaft, teasing them both.
"Scheisse.. Bruno..." she moaned, her accent thickening, her voice breathless and dripping with arousal. "Ich kann nicht genug bekommen..." (I can't get enough...)
Bruno groaned as he gripped her hips, her long legs pressing against his, spreading wide open for him, his cock rubbing against her slick folds. The sound of her speaking her native tongue made him even more ravenous for her than he already was. "Hmm, that's it... Take me again."
Sandra bit her lip, her blue eyes glazed and heavy-lidded, her stick thighs quivering as she sank down onto him, his thick cock stretching her open once more.
"F-cuuuuuck... ja, ja... so gut..." she moaned, her cum-slicked walls clenching around him, her fingers sinking into his hairy thighs as she rolled her hips, her ass slapping against his skin.
Bruno let out a deep growl, his fingers digging into her flesh, her legs spreading even wider, her toes planting against the wooden floor as she eagerly rode him. He hungrily licked his lips as he watched her bounce on his cock, her pussy swallowing him completely.
"Look at you," he groaned, his dark eyes locked onto the erotic sight, watching himself disappear into her over and over again. "So damn greedy for me."
Sandra threw her head back, her moans high-pitched, desperate, her accent slipping completely, as the pleasure crashed over her.
"Mein Gott—so tief—du fühlst dich so gut—Bruno—!" (My God—so deep—you feel so good—Bruno—!)
Bruno grinned as he leaned back against the wall, his ego swelling at the way she was falling apart on his cock, her body completely under his control. He had no idea what she was saying, but it sounded hot as hell. That's all that mattered to him, at least.
"Mmmm... you love this, huh, baby?" he taunted, thrusting up into her, making her cry out as her fingers clawed at his thighs. "Keep telling me what I like to hear. Tell me how much better I fuck you than that little husband of yours."
Sandra turned her head, her elegant blonde hair falling around her shoulders with messy strands framing her pretty face, her glazed eyes meeting his lustful gaze.
She salaciously licked her lips, gasping for air, utterly drunk on the pleasure he was giving her.
"B-besser... so viel besser..." (Better... so much better...) she admitted yet again, her body shuddering violently as another orgasm built inside her, threatening to consume her completely.
Bruno groaned, feeling her tighten around him, knowing she was about to reach another climax. "Then cum for me, baby," he rasped, his hands grabbing at her bouncing tits, rolling her pink nipples between his fingers as he pounded up into her, driving her straight into oblivion.
And with one final cry, Sandra came undone, her body shaking and writhing, her moans raw, uncontrolled, her accent thicker than ever as she babbled in pleasure.
Bruno let out a deep, guttural moan, his hands grabbing at her hips, holding her steady as he buried himself to the hilt, his cock throbbing violently.
Sandra let out a sharp cry, her body tensing, her walls fluttering and tightening around him as she came again, the intensity of her orgasm ripping through her like fire, leaving her shaking and gasping for air.
Not long after, she felt Bruno tip over the edge as he came as well.
The sudden warmth flooding her, the way Bruno's cock pulsed inside her, spilling thick ropes of cum deep into her unprotected pussy made her eyes roll back, the sensations overwhelming her as she felt his warmth spread within her.
Bruno clenched his jaw, his head falling back for a moment and his toes clenching as he emptied himself deep inside her womb, making sure every last drop stayed inside.
"Fuck..." he thought to himself, his mind hazy and dark with satisfaction as he watch his cum seep from her wet, wrecked pussy to the base of his cock, struggling to keep it all in.
He smirked, his hands gliding to her stomach and her soft curves, his thumbs teasing the sensitive peaks of her supple breasts as she shuddered in his arms, completely spent.
"She's gonna be full of me for days..."
The thought made his cock twitch again, even as he softened inside her.
But then, another thought crept into his mind, something even filthier, something that made his grin widen in pure male satisfaction.
"What if I get her pregnant?"
The idea settled in his head, a possessive, primal thrill running through him.
He knew she wasn't on anything. Bruno loved how such a naughty wife she was—letting him hit it raw both times they hooked up, allowing him to cum inside whenever he liked.
And that poor bastard of a husband? He wasn't here to stop him.
Wasn't filling her up like he could.
Bruno licked his lips, his fingers pressing against her low belly, imagining her womb swollen with his seed, with his baby, not her wimp husband's.
"Mmm... imagine, princesa," he murmured as he sat back up, his hot breath against her sweaty neck, his hands roaming lazily over her spent body. "Me knocking you up. Walking around with my baby inside you while your husband has no idea..."
Sandra let out a soft whimper, her thighs twitching as her mind still floated from the pleasure and exhaustion. She should have snapped out of it, pushed him away, and told him that he was crazy for even suggesting such a thing.
But instead, she moaned, her body responding to the idea, her walls tightening around his cock, milking him for the last spurts of his seed.
Bruno chuckled deviously, tilting her head back to kiss her hard, slow, and possessively, making sure she felt how much he had claimed her.
"That was so good... We should do this again soon, baby," he said against her lips, his hands gripping her waist, keeping her firmly on his lap. "I got plenty more to give you..."
Sandra's breath hitched, her fingers weakly clutching his arms, her body betraying her all over again.
Because she knew—
She was going to let him...
-
Sandra stepped out of the changing room first, her breath still shaky and her legs quivering from their nasty fuck session. The cool evening air set in, hitting her skin, but it did nothing to quell the heat still burning inside her.
She reached for the hem of her sundress, adjusting it hastily and trying to fix herself, but she could still feel it—his cum slowly dripping between her thighs, warm, thick, and undeniable.
Her cheeks flushed deeper, her skin glistening with sweat, her pulse still unsteady.
Bruno followed close behind, his lazy smirk still in place, his dark eyes roaming over her with pure satisfaction, taking in the mess he had made of her.
Before she could take another step, his strong hand shot out, grabbing a firm handful of her ass, pulling her back against him. Sandra let out a soft gasp, but she didn't pull away.
"Still feeling me inside you, princesa?" he murmured against her ear, his lips grazing her damp skin while his fingers squeezed her possessively over her dress.
Sandra bit the corner of her lip as her body melted into his touch.
"Mmm... you're such a fucking dream, baby," Bruno murmured, his voice deep and laced with desire as he spun her around, his mouth crashing onto hers in a deep, sloppy kiss, his tongue claiming her all over again.
Sandra moaned against him, her hands gripping his broad arms. It should have been enough, but instead, another wave of arousal surged through her, her body responding instantly to his dominance.
Bruno pulled away with a low chuckle, his thumb brushing her soft lips. His smirk widened at the way she looked at him—flushed, breathless, and horny for him.
"I'll see you around, yeah?" he said smoothly, his tone dripping with confidence like he already knew she'd return for more.
Sandra swallowed hard, her slender fingers twitching at her sides, her mind still spinning with the reality of what she had done. She should have felt ashamed and disgusted with herself for cheating on her husband with some stranger, for letting another man mark her, fill her, and claim her in a way Lucas never had.
But instead, as Bruno walked away, his stocky, manly form disappearing into the early evening, all she could do was clench her thighs, her core still aching and her skin tingling for more.
Sandra knew that it was wrong to allow herself to fall deeper into the temptation of Bruno's lecherous grasp.
But it was too damn intoxicating to stop...
To be continued...
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The warm Italian sun spilled into their bedroom, bathing everything in a soft, golden glow. Sarah stirred from her deep, satisfied slumber, her body pleasantly sore from her and Albert's nocturnal activities. Albert lay naked beside her, still sound asleep as he spooned her from behind, his arms wrapped possessively around her waist. Despite his age, the old man had stamina that never ceased to amaze her.
Slipping out of bed, she stretched her arms above her head, relieving the tension from her muscles. She couldn't help but smile with a mix of warm affection and mischief at how far their affair had gone. Here she was, taking a vacation with her elderly lover and their child. Sarah still couldn't believe how unsuspecting her husband was of them.
Giving Albert one last quick glance, she grabbed a lush white robe hanging from the back of a chair and wrapped it around her nude form. The fabric hugged her curves perfectly, the tie circling her waist snugly. Barefoot, she padded quietly across the room and opened the door to check on Alice.
The little girl was still sound asleep, her tiny body curled in the cozy crib, her chest rising and falling steadily. A smile tugged at her lips. For all the depraved madness her life had become, seeing Alice's expression made everything feel worth it.
Satisfied, Sarah closed the door partway and wandered into the small kitchen. The villa's rustic charm added a romantic atmosphere to the air. Even though they had only been in Italy for a few days, she felt like she could spend the rest of her life here. She brewed a fresh pot of coffee and poured herself a steaming cup before stepping onto the balcony.
As she stepped outside, her gaze swept over the rolling hills and sun-kissed coastline. The sound of the distant waves crashing against the shore was soothing, a gentle reminder of how liberating this European getaway was.
But as she leaned against the railing, slowly sipping her coffee, a pair of arms slid around her waist from behind, pulling her snugly against a wiry body. The unexpected warmth made her gasp. She felt Albert's rough hands pressed against her stomach as he buried his face into the crook of her neck.
"Hmm, morning, baby," he murmured, his voice thick with grogginess and affection. His lips traced a path along her shoulder, sending a shiver through her.
"Morning," Sarah replied softly, a smile playing at her lips as she leaned back against him. "I didn't expect you to be up so soon. After last night, I expected you to be out until the afternoon."
"Heh! It's going to take a lot more than that to keep me down, sweetheart." Albert's chuckle rumbled against her ear, his skinny arms tightening around her. "Besides, I wouldn't want to waste time from our little vacation."
Sarah hummed warmly as she melted further into Albert's embrace. "Hmm, I could get used to this."
Albert's hands drifted down, his bony fingers splaying across her stomach as he held her close. "Maybe we should make it a habit. Take you and Alice all over the world. Get a nice place somewhere... just us."
The suggestion made her heart flutter. Even if she knew it was just talk, the idea of running away from everything with him was an intoxicating fantasy.
"That sounds nice," she whispered, her voice tender and vulnerable. "But... you know our situation is complicated, and it would make things messy with my family and his if I were just to leave him. This... what we have... it has to stay a secret."
Albert scowled, his fingers tightening around her waist. "Complicated? That's just you making excuses, Sarah. You admitted you love me. So why the hell are you still worrying about him?"
"Because..." Sarah hesitated, her words thick with uncertainty. "Because I have a life, Albert. As messed up as it is, it's still my life. And if I just walked away from it all, it would blow up in our faces."
Albert huffed, his frustration becoming noticeable, but Sarah turned in his arms, her soft lips pressing a gentle kiss to his wrinkled cheek. The small, tender gesture eased some of the tension in his shoulders, though his gaze remained tinged with simmering irritation.
"Hey," she murmured, her voice soothing as her slender fingers traced along his jaw. "You know this is our thing. You love how naughty it is, sneaking around behind my husband's back, don't you? And besides..." Her hand drifted down, covering his as it rested against her still-flat stomach. "I'm letting you get me pregnant again, aren't I?"
Albert's faded blue eyes glinted with satisfaction, a smug, possessive smirk stretching across his lips. His fingers spread across her belly, his touch rough and firm. "Damn right, you are. Just a matter of time before this little belly of yours starts swelling up again."
Sarah's cheeks flushed, her thighs clenching at his words. The dangerous thrill of what they were doing, of how recklessly they tangled themselves in each other's lives, made her blood race with arousal.
"We'll see about that," she whispered, her voice laced with desire and something darker. "But... based on how good you've been breeding me every night, you've probably already knocked me up. However... I feel like you could be doing a tad bit more."
Albert grinned, his thumb stroking her skin as he held her close. "You keep talking like that, and I'm liable to fuck you right here on this balcony."
Sarah laughed softly. "I'm tempted to take you up on that, but we have a whole day ahead of us, remember?"
"I remember. But damn, it's hard to keep my hands off you," Albert growled, his lips brushing against her neck again. "Especially when you go and say things like that."
Sarah's breath quickened, her pulse racing beneath her skin. And even though they had the entire day planned, all she could think about was how much she craved him. How much she wanted to feel him inside her again, knowing damn well what they were doing, and what the consequences might be.
-
The sun was warm and golden as Albert settled himself comfortably in a lounge chair at the beach. A smug grin tugged at his lips as he watched his lover play with their daughter in the sand. Sarah looked like a goddess out there. His old eyes roamed over her body, drinking in the sight of her flawless, sun-kissed skin. She wore an alluring bikini that hugged her curves perfectly, paired with a sheer, flowing cover-up that barely concealed her tantalizing figure.
Her long blonde hair, damp from their earlier swim, cascaded over her shoulders, shimmering in the sunlight. Those striking green eyes of hers sparkled with delight as she laughed, her voice light and carefree. Albert loved seeing her like this, utterly breathtaking and so damn beautiful.
Alice squealed happily as Sarah helped her build crooked sandcastles, the toddler's tiny hands digging into the damp sand with endless fascination.
Albert's smirk grew, a dark, possessive satisfaction swelling from within. Alice was his. His baby. Seeing Sarah so devoted to their child made him feel victorious over that useless husband of hers.
A couple of older tourists strolled past, their eyes flicking curiously between Sarah, Albert, and Alice. They offered friendly smiles, clearly mistaking the dynamic between them.
"What a beautiful family you have," the woman said warmly. "Your granddaughter is adorable."
Albert chuckled, holding back a devious smile. He couldn't help himself.
"Ah, you're mistaken, she's not my granddaughter," he corrected smoothly, his voice loud enough for anyone nearby to hear. "That little bundle of joy is my daughter. And this gorgeous woman here?" He gestured proudly at Sarah, who stiffened at his words. "She's my partner. Isn't that right, dear?"
Sarah's cheeks flushed a deep red, her green eyes widening in a mix of embarrassment and thrill. She finally responded with an affirming nod, offering a small wave at the couple.
"O-oh! I'm sorry, I just assumed..." the woman stammered, her husband coughing awkwardly beside her.
Albert chuckled darkly. "Heh, it's fine. We get that a lot. I'm just happy to have this little girl in my life. Ain't that right, sweety?" he said, reaching over and giving the toddler's head a gentle, possessive pat. Alice babbled happily, oblivious to the conversation.
"Well, um... congratulations," the woman said hastily, forcing a polite smile before nudging her husband to keep walking. "We hope you three have a wonderful rest of the day."
Albert watched them leave, and a pleased expression formed on his wrinkled face. The way they stared, the shock in their expressions only fed his twisted pride. He glanced over at Sarah, eyes narrowed as she flashed him an amusingly annoyed look.
"You really love flaunting our relationship to strangers, don't you?" she murmured, her voice half-scolding, half-aroused.
"What? It's true, ain't it?" Albert replied, his smug expression never wavering. "Why should I hide it? It's not like anyone here knows who we are."
Sarah didn't even try to argue. Instead, she carefully placed Alice on his lap, her fingers brushing over his arm in a subtle, affectionate touch.
"Here, hold her for a second. I want to take a picture," she said, already pulling her phone from the beach bag.
Albert adjusted Alice on his lap, his hands steadying her as she giggled and reached for his hat. He flashed a wide grin at the camera, his gaze fixed on Sarah even as she snapped the photo.
"Hmm, perfect," Sarah said softly, looking at the screen with a small, delighted smile. "You two look... happy."
"Hehe, damn straight. This little princess loves being with her old man, isn't that right, Alice?" Albert cooed, readjusting the toddler on his lap. Alice responded with a babble, grabbing at his cheeks with her tiny hands, forcing an amused chuckle from him.
Albert placed a gentle kiss on the little girl's cheek before meeting Sarah's gaze. "Things are pretty good now, but soon, we'll be even happier."
Sarah's eyes flickered down to her still-flat stomach, his words stirring something dark and depraved within her. She loved how shamelessly direct Albert was. She bit her lip and gave him a subtle, knowing smile before leaning in and giving him a deep, affectionate kiss on his lips.
-
By the time they returned to their villa, the sun had already dipped below the ocean, leaving the sky in deep oranges and purples. Sarah carried a sleepy, cranky Alice up the narrow staircase, her blonde hair tousled by the cool evening breeze. Albert followed closely behind her, his gaze fixed on the sway of her hips and shapely ass as she climbed the steps.
Once they were inside their villa, Sarah changed Alice into her cute pajamas and laid her into the crib, tucking a soft blanket around her little body. The toddler mumbled something incoherent before falling into her peaceful sleep.
"To think she was just full of energy an hour ago," Sarah whispered, her green eyes gleaming with affection as she straightened.
"Well, that's only true for one of us," Albert rumbled, his tone low and hungry.
The heat in his gaze was unmistakable. Without a word, they hastily retreated into their room, slamming the door behind them. Sarah's pulse quickened as she turned to face him. She barely had a chance to react before his lecherous hands were on her, pulling her against him with desperate desire, making her crave him even more. Their lips crashed together, mouths opening hungrily as their tongues sloppily twirled and danced.
Sarah's delicate fingers clawed at his shirt, yanking it off his wiry body before letting it drop to the floor. Albert's hands fumbled with the tie of her cover-up, finally tearing it away to reveal her bikini-clad body he'd been admiring all day. His fingers made quick work of the straps, peeling the flimsy material from her skin until she stood before him, gloriously naked.
"Damn, you're so sexy. I fucking love your body, sweetheart," the old man growled, his hands roaming over her soft curves with possessive and needy desire. His beady eyes gleamed with that twisted, all-consuming hunger that always simmered within.
"Bed. Now." Sarah commanded breathlessly, her tone more of a plea than an order.
Albert grinned, shoving his swim shorts to his ankles before shuffling over to the large, antique bed. The mattress creaked as he climbed onto it, his old, skinny body stretched out and ready for his goddess of a lover. His big cock stood erect, throbbing with primal need as he eyed her like prey.
Sarah wasted no time, crawling onto the bed to straddle his lap. Her slender fingers wrapped around his cock, giving his thick, veiny shaft a few slow, teasing strokes as she lowered her lips to his. They kissed deeply, their tongues dancing as if it were the only way they could breathe.
Pulling her lips from his, Sarah shifted herself around, her knees planted on either side of his balding head. They moved with practiced ease, his rough hands immediately grabbing her hips and pulling her down until her wet pussy was pressed against his eager mouth.
Albert's tongue darted out, lapping at her folds with greed, sending jolts of pleasure up her spine. Her own head dipped down as she tossed her elegant blonde hair over her shoulder. Her soft lips parted, wrapping around his pulsating cockhead as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around this thick length.
Their bodies moved in sync, mouths working feverishly to bring each other great pleasure. Her thighs muffled his groans of approval as he devoured her sopping slit, his tongue slipping deeper with every stroke, desperately drinking up her sweet nectar like a man dying of thirst. Sarah moaned around his cock, the vibrations making his hips jerk beneath her.
He gripped her plush ass, pulling her down harder against his face. The sensation of his tongue sliding over her clit was mind-melting, her bigger, fuller body writhing over his smaller, wiry frame as she struggled to focus on sucking him.
But Albert was relentless, his mouth worked at her pussy with a desire that bordered on desperation. Sarah's own need flared higher, her hips grinding against his mouth even as she greedily took him deep in her throat, her lips gliding up and down his shaft.
Their moans filled the room, the sounds of wet, sinful slurping echoing off the walls as they fell deeper into the lust.
"Mhmm... hmmmm... Mhhmmmm..." Sarah moaned as she skillfully bobbed her head around his formidable manhood, her saliva slathering her lips and dribbling down her chin as she continued to take him deep.
"Argh... fuck. You taste so good, baby," Albert grunted, momentarily removing his mouth from her pussy, leaving thick strings of her juices between his lips and her slit. He let out another long, heavy moan as Sarah purred around him, his voice husky and filled with ecstasy. "Fuckkk... that's it... ohhhhh."
The heat between them grew unbearable as Sarah ground herself down against Albert's mouth once more, muffling his groans as she swallowed his length. Her body quivered with each flick of his tongue, his bony hands kneading her ass to keep her in place.
Her pretty green eyes were glossy as she felt his throbbing cock slide against the back of her throat, her tongue gliding along his shaft as she lifted back up before swirling over his bulbous head, tasting and savoring the salty tang of his precum. His hips twitched in response to her pleasurable ministrations, a guttural groan rumbling from his chest as he thrust his hips up in a desperate attempt to feel more of her mouth.
Then, her phone buzzed.
The sound shocked them out of their pleasure-drenched haze. Sarah lifted her head, her eyes glancing over at her phone lying on the nightstand, the screen glowing brightly.
"Fuck," Sarah breathed, her voice muffled by the wet heat of his cock still pressed against her lips.
"Eh? Who the hell is calling?" Albert grumbled, his mouth pausing only long enough to throw out the irritated question.
She squinted at the screen, her eyes going wide when she saw the name flashing across it. Alex.
"Shit, it's Alex," Sarah whispered with mild apprehension as she absentmindedly stroked Albert's saliva-slathered cock.
Albert chuckled darkly from beneath her. "Hm, well, answer it."
"W-what?"
"Answer it. Right now. While you're sucking my cock," Albert ordered, his voice thick with wicked amusement. "I wanna hear you talk to that stupid husband of yours while I'm balls deep in your mouth. You can do that for me, can't you, dear?"
Sarah's cheeks burned with thrill and arousal. The naughtiness of it all was intoxicating, making her thighs clench around his head as her blood rushed with excitement.
"Fine," she whispered, her voice barely more than a ragged breath. With shaky fingers, she reached over and snatched her phone from the nightstand, her heart pounding in her chest.
Sliding her finger across the screen, she accepted the call and held the phone to her ear.
"H-hey, Alex," she said, trying to maintain a casual tone.
"Hey, babe," Alex's cheerful tone crackled through the phone. "Just wanted to check in, see how things are going in Europe. You're in Italy now, right? Having fun?"
Sarah shot a quick glance down at Albert, who stared up at her with that triumphant, ravenous grin. His fingers squeezed her hips, urging her to continue. And she did.
Leaning forward, she wrapped her lips around Albert's cock once more, her tongue lapping at the head as she began bobbing her head slowly.
"Yeah, it's... hmmm, it's been really nice," she said, her voice trembling as she fought to keep steady. "The weather's beautiful, and Alice is having a great time."
"That's good to hear. Damn, wish I could be there," Alex continued, oblivious to the obscene act happening on the other end of the line. Sarah couldn't help but roll her eyes. Even though Alex sounded regretful, she knew damn well he would rather work than put effort into their marriage.
"How's our baby girl doing? Not giving you any trouble, is she?"
"No, not at all. She's been... a total sweetheart," Sarah replied, her words muffled slightly by the cock sliding over her tongue. She made sure to keep her voice as calm and unassuming as possible, even as her mouth continued to work on Albert's throbbing shaft.
"Good, good," Alex said warmly. "And how's Albert? He behaving himself?"
Sarah nearly choked on Albert's cock at the question, her entire body flushing with a mix of embarrassment and perverse excitement.
"Oh, he's... he's fine," she replied, forcing a casual tone as she tightened her lips around Albert's length, sucking him deeper. "Really helpful with Alice. I don't know what I'd do without him."
Albert's grin widened, his hips thrusting upward slightly to drive his cock deeper into her throat. He couldn't help but chuckle as he latched his mouth back onto Sarah's soaked pussy, forcing a stifled moan from her lips.
"Hmph!" she gasped, quickly covering her mouth before shooting an amused glare at the old man beneath her.
"Yeah, good old Albert," Alex murmured, utterly clueless that his wife was having a naughty affair with his elderly neighbor. "I'm just glad he's there to look after you two. You deserve to enjoy yourself."
Sarah pulled her mouth from Albert's cock with a slick, lewd pop, her breathing labored as she rolled her hips against his lecherous mouth. Her hand kept stroking him, her eyes locked on his as she forced herself to respond.
"Thanks, honey. I appreciate you letting me do this," she said, her voice carrying a hint of strain as Albert wiggled his tongue past her moist folds. "Nhg... I-it's been amazing so far."
"I'm glad, babe. Just wanted to see how you guys are doing before I get back to work. Can't wait to see you when you get back. Love you," her husband said warmly.



"I... love you too," Sarah whispered, her voice quivering from whatever guilt lingered inside her and from raw desire. The pleasure her lover was giving her began to consume her thoughts.
"Alright, I'll let you get back to having fun. Give Alice a kiss for me, okay?"
"Will do," Sarah uttered, the sensation from Albert's mouth working her pussy almost making her break right then and there. "Bye, Alex."
"Bye, babe."
The line went dead, and Sarah's phone slipped from her fingers as she hastily tossed it aside to return to more important matters at hand.
"Damn, that was so naughty," Albert growled with approval.
Sarah nibbled on the corner of her lip. Doing something so depraved while talking to her husband made her body buzz with this addicting thrill that made her even more hungry for Albert.
"Hmmm, I love it, Daddy..." she purred, her voice dripping with lust as her lips curled into a wicked smile.
Albert couldn't help but offer a devilish smile as well, witnessing Sarah swap from an innocent wife to his depraved lover in mere moments. "Now... where were we?"
Sarah bit her lip, already knowing what to do without exchanging any words. Pulling herself away from his head, she moved lower, her knees sliding down the mattress until she was straddling his narrow hips, her back still facing him. Albert's gaze locked onto her perfect, round ass as she adjusted herself, the muscles of her thighs tensing as she positioned herself above him.
He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he grunted with approval. "Heh, babe... you're really something else," he rasped, licking his lips as he kneaded her.
Sarah reached down with one hand, wrapping fingers around his thick, throbbing cock. She felt him twitch against her palm, his tip slick and leaking from the attention she'd just given him. Slowly, she guided his cock between her legs, rubbing the swollen, sensitive head against her wet folds.
A shiver of anticipation rippled through her as she teased herself with him, her own breathing growing shallow. The forbidden excitement of everything that had just happened, of talking to her husband with Albert's cock in her mouth, still had her body humming with need.
"Mmm... you want me, baby?" she whispered, her voice both seductive and taunting. "You want me to ride your filthy, dirty cock?"
"Hell yes, I do. You know damn well I do," Albert replied, his hands squeezing her hips even harder. "Stop teasing me, dear. You know I can't wait."
She chuckled darkly, her fingers giving his shaft one last, slow stroke before positioning him right at her entrance. Without a word, Sarah began to lower herself, her body sinking down until his cock was buried deep inside her.
"Ohhhhh..."
They both groaned in unison, the sudden overwhelming sensation making Sarah's pretty green eyes roll back. Her head tilted toward the ceiling, blonde hair cascading down her back as she adjusted to the familiar cock that had been fucking her daily.
"Augh... you're still as tight as the day I fucked you in your shed, baby," Albert grunted, his grip twitching against her hips as he fought the urge to slam her down harder. "Shit... every damn time feels like the first."
"And you're so big..." Sarah moaned, her breath shaky as she slowly began to move her hips, rolling them in slow, deliberate circles. "So fucking big, Daddy..."
Albert's wrinkled hands slid from her hips to her ass, his thumbs sinking into her soft, pliable flesh. He massaged her cheeks, spreading them apart as she rode him, their bodies grinding together with slick, filthy sounds that only made them hornier.
"Oohh--that's it... yes... ride that cock... Keep moving just like that," he grunted. "I love watching that pretty ass of yours bouncing on my cock."
"God, Albert..." she whimpered. "You feel so good... so fucking good."
"Yeah, that's right. You love this, don't you?" he taunted, his voice husky and triumphant as he met her movements with thrusts of his own, sinking his cock deep into her married pussy. "Being fucked like the dirty little slut you are. While your dumbass husband has no fucking clue."
"Yes..." Sarah gasped, the words only spurring her on, her body grinding down on him with frantic need. "I love it. I love being fucked like the dirty slut I am!"
"That's my girl," Albert groaned, his hands guiding her rhythm as she rode him with increasing desperation. "Now, keep going. Don't you dare stop until I've filled you up again. We have a baby to make, darlin'."
And Sarah, lost in the heat of the moment, had no intention of stopping. Not until she'd drained him of everything he had to give.
Albert's breathing grew ragged, his gaze locked on the sinful sight before him. He continued to grope Sarah's ass possessively, giving her the occasional playful spank that would make her squeal with pleasure.
But the old bastard wanted more. He always wanted more.
With a raspy grunt, Albert tucked his skinny legs between her folded thighs, twisting his lower body so that their legs were tangled together, effectively trapping them in a filthy, intimate embrace. His bony knees pressed against the insides of her thighs, holding her open just enough to keep her spread for him.
"Augh... yes... just like that, baby... just like that," Albert murmured, his old eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he watched his cock disappear and reappear between her slick, glistening folds. The way her wet pussy squeezed him so tightly made his head spin and body tremble with greedy desire. "So... fucking beautiful. I can't wait to knock you up again."
Sarah's chest rose and fell with heavy, shallow breaths. Her skin flushed, her blonde hair wild and messy as she threw her head back for a moment, losing herself to the addicting pleasure. But then her eyes snapped open, and she looked over her shoulder, locking her alluring green eyes with his.
There was something feral and untamed about her gaze, something that told Albert just how deeply intoxicated she was with him. Her lush lips parted, and she dragged her tongue across her perfect white teeth, a wicked, taunting glint in her eyes as she continued to bounce on his cock.
"You're so eager to get me pregnant again, aren't you?" she purred, her voice low and sultry. "You love fucking my pussy with your big cock until you fill me with your thick... virile... loads... Hmm, I'm definitely bringing home a little surprise, aren't I?"
"Heh! Damn straight, darlin'," Albert growled, his grip moving to her hips as he thrust his hips upward, meeting her with every roll of her body. "I'm going to breed this pussy of yours and your useless husband is going to think it's his again."
"Mmm... you're so fucking bad, Albert," Sarah responded, her hips grinding down harder, her eyes rolling back feeling the tip of his cock smush against her cervix. "You love knowing I'm yours... that I let you fill me up whenever you want and not my husband."
"Fuck yes. And you love it." Albert's voice was rough, desperate. "And you'll let me keep breeding you after this little one, won't you?"
Sarah's eyes fluttered, her breath hitching at his lewd words. The perverse thrill of letting another man who wasn't her husband impregnate her made her so fucking aroused. Her hips moved faster, her body working itself against his cock with animalistic urgency.
"Yes," she gasped. "I'll let you. I want you. I want you to fill me up again... make me yours again."
Albert's fingers dug into her hips, his nails almost bruising her skin as the pleasure mounted to its peak. His eyes remained fixed on the obscene display before him, his cock sliding in and out of her slick, throbbing slit. The sight of her thick cream forming around the base of his cock as they fucked was evidence of how horny they were for each other.
Sarah's hips moved with frenzied desperation, the bed creaking as she slammed her ass against him. Their tangled legs kept them locked together, her slick pussy gliding over his cock with lewd wetness.
"Ah ah ah... Ohhhh... Yes--Albert... you feel so good," Sarah moaned as she continued to skillfully ride his big cock. "I love you so much... so fucking much."
"Love you too, baby," Albert groaned in response as he clawed at her hips, his cock straining as her wet walls dragged against his sensitive skin. His eyes remained locked with hers, the hunger and obsession burning between them, only stoking their lust. "Can't get enough of you... never could... you're mine, Sarah. All mine."
"Yours... I'm all yours," she moaned, her head tipping back as she sunk onto him, moving her hips in deep, salacious circles, sending jolts of pleasure through them. "No one else makes me feel this way... no one else can fuck me like you can..."
"That's right. Because you're mine, sweetheart. And I'm never letting you go," Albert declared, his voice thick and ragged as his body tensed beneath her. "So perfect... The mother of my children..."
Their breaths grew shallow, and the room filled with the sounds of wet, desperate thrusts and their mingled cries of ecstasy. The intensity of their connection, the raw, filthy lust that consumed them, drove them toward the edge.
"Ah... Albert... I'm close... I'm so fucking close..." Sarah whimpered, her thighs quivering as her pussy tightened around him.
"Me too, baby... fuck, I'm right there..." Albert panted, his hips bucking upward to meet her every downward thrust. "Get ready... I'm going to fill you up... knock you up all over again."
"Yes! Yes! Yes! Please, Daddy... knock me up!" Sarah cried out, her voice cracking with need. "Put a fucking baby in me... I need it... I need you..."
Her body slammed down one last time, sinking his cock as deep as it could go. At the same moment, her hand reached down, delicate fingers wrapping around his heavy balls and squeezing them gently, urging him on. The sensation sent Albert over the edge, his cock twitching violently inside her as he finally erupted.
"AUUUGGHHH! Fuck! Oh god, Sarah!" Albert roared, his body trembling as his hot, thick load surged deep into her fertile pussy. His hips bucked uncontrollably, each wave of pleasure stronger than the last.
"Hmmmm, yes! Fill me up! Fill me up!" Sarah moaned, her own orgasm crashing through her like a tidal wave. Her walls clenched around him, milking every last drop of his virile seed as she shuddered in pure satisfaction.
"Yes... you're going to put a baby in me... you're going to put a baby in... me..." she murmured on repeat as she rode out her orgasm.
Their bodies remained entwined, locked together in the aftermath of their primal climax. Sarah's breathing was jagged, her body still quivering as she slumped backward onto his chest.
Albert's hands slid up her sides, holding her close as his cock remained buried deep within her. He let out a heavy sigh of satisfaction, his smug, possessive grin stretching across his flushed, wrinkly face.
"You are so fucking perfect... I love you so much, Sarah," he murmured, his voice hoarse and filled with affection.
"Hmmm, I love you too," Sarah whispered as she cupped his face, giving his cheek a deep, wet kiss. "I'm yours... all yours... always..."
They lay there, tangled up in each other, their bodies drenched with sweat and still humming with pleasure. And neither of them had any intention of letting go...
-
A week had passed since their naughty European vacation. The heat from that trip still lingered in Sarah's body like a fire that couldn't be extinguished. They were back in their neighborhood and slid into their normal, naughty routines.
Each day, once Alice was down for her nap, or on the rare occasions her husband Alex was home to babysit, Sarah would find a way to slip away: sometimes under the guise of checking the mail, claiming to go out on a run, or pretending to go out on errands. Albert always knew. He'd be waiting, watching, leaving his back door unlocked for his lover.
As soon as they hooked up, he'd pull her against him like a starved man. Their encounters were no less intense than the countless times they fucked across Europe. If anything, returning to secrecy only added fuel to the fire of their lust.
Albert's wiry hands would slide under her clothes, his mouth locking with hers with rough hunger, her blouse half-buttoned and skirt hiked up before they even reached his living room, or wherever they decided to fuck.
Afterward, they would always lay sprawled on top of one another, spent, their skin sticky and glistening with sweat from their filthy passion. Albert took pride in the fact that he had such a fine, stunning woman in his life, but something inside him left him wanting something more than their covert affair.
"Why don't you just leave him, Sarah?" Albert would ask her as his new favorite question every time they finished, his hand stroking her thigh.
Sarah's fetching green eyes would drift shut, the answer always the same. "Albert... I- I just can't leave. It's not that simple."
Albert would grumble, pulling her closer to his skinny old body. "Tch, what the hell are you waiting for? You love me, don't you? And we've got a damn kid together. Heh, you're probably pregnant again. What more is there to think about?"
But Sarah would only shake her head. "I know... I know... Ugh, this is a mess..." she sighed, her voice tinged with uncertainty and disappointment. "It's not like I can just go to my husband and say 'Hey, I want a divorce' out of nowhere. We literally have no problems. Well... except for the sex part, but that's beside the point."
Albert narrowed his eyes, his frustration simmering within. In a perfect world, she probably would just leave her useless husband. But this wasn't a perfect world, and he understood that, for the most part.
"There's too much to unravel. Lawyers. Finances. The house. And let's say I go through with this... I don't want to have partial custody of Alice. Our baby. I want her with us..." Sarah continued to reason.
Albert slowly nodded, agreeing with her. He wouldn't want to be away from his first child. "Then just tell the truth," he boldly suggested, causing Sarah to quickly prop herself up on her elbows and stare at him in total bafflement.
"Are you fucking crazy?" she gasped, her voice pitched with disbelief. "That's a terrible idea. I have a life, Albert. I don't want to be chastised by my friends and family!"
Albert simply shrugged, unbothered. "Hey, I'm just making a suggestion, baby. Yeah, it would be messy, but it would free you up so we can be together with our kid," he said before resting a gentle hand on her still-flat stomach. "And our soon to be..."
Sarah rolled her eyes, plopping back down against him. "Albert..." she quietly began, though she didn't bother finishing her sentence.
"Tsk, I wish that fucking idiot of a husband would just disappear," Albert snapped. "He doesn't deserve you."
Sarah didn't disagree. But still, the risk, the mess... made her hesitate. It wasn't that she didn't want to be with Albert; it was all the baggage that would come along with her if she decided to leave Alex for him. So many questions and suspicions would arise if she just packed up and left. For now, this was only a pipe dream. A fantasy she dreamed of but knew would almost never happen.
Until everything changed...
It happened on a Tuesday.
Sarah had just put Alice down for a nap when her phone buzzed violently, message after message flooding her screen. First, from a coworker at her firm. Then her mother. Then, a news alert.
She tapped on a link in the message her coworker sent, her stomach sinking as she read through the article.
Breaking News: Local Businessman and CFO Alex Lawson Arrested for Massive Corporate Fraud and Various Scandals. Faces 18-25 Years in Federal Prison.
Sarah stood frozen, her blood pounding in her ears as she scrolled through several photos of Alex being escorted from his work building in handcuffs, his face pale and hollow.
It was surreal. Sarah's knees wobbled, and she felt lightheaded due to the shock of swirling confusion and disbelief... but there was something else she felt inside her that she didn't quite recognize at the moment.
Relief.
Sarah went well into the night, answering urgent calls from her family and the in-laws. She was bombarded with so many questions she didn't have answers to. Eventually, she became so stressed out that she just turned off her phone and tossed it aside, dragging her feet toward the couch and plopping herself onto the cushions.
The house was quiet except for the pulsating throb radiating from the headache nagging at her. Sarah perked up, hearing a sudden knock on her front door. She hesitated for a moment, wondering who that might be, but after a quick, obvious thought, she knew exactly who was at her door.
She stood up from the couch, padding over to the door and opening it to see her elderly lover standing there, his usual smug expression even more exaggerated than normal.
"I assume you heard what happened, huh?" Sarah muttered, a small smile tugging at her lips as she met the old man's gaze.
Albert nodded. "I did."
A heavy, slow exhale left her nose as she stepped aside, welcoming Albert inside her house and closing the door behind them.
As much as Albert wanted to continue to gloat, he noticed how stressed Sarah was. Her green eyes were glazed and red, her elegant blonde hair unkempt, and her clothes loosely tousled on her alluring figure. "You going to be okay, baby?" he asked, reaching over and taking her hand, soothingly rubbing the top of her hand with his thumb.
Sarah blinked slowly, contemplating how to respond. She decided not to answer with words. She didn't have any to describe the turmoil swirling within her. Taking a step forward, she cupped Albert's wrinkled face with her soft hands, pulling him into a deep, passionate kiss, her slender fingers threading through his thin gray strands of hair.
And in that kiss, Albert tasted the answer he'd been waiting for.
The chaos hadn't let up since the scandal broke. Every day brought another call from lawyers, another visit from Alex's frantic relatives, another message from someone pretending to be concerned while digging for gossip. Sarah was everywhere, juggling and sorting out their finances and dealing with government agents. All while protecting Alice from the noise.
Thankfully, Albert helped make things easier for her. With Alex gone from the house for the foreseeable future, the old man slotted into her daily life as if they'd been together for years. He came over as often as he could, dancing around the constant flow of Sarah's relatives and friends visiting the house. Sarah and Albert would share a bed when they were together, fucking to their heart's content in her marital bed to help her relax. Albert would claim Sarah over and over again, hoping he could help her forget about Alex.
She found comfort in being with Albert freely, without sneaking around, reminding her of their recent European trip together. With Alex out of the picture, Sarah began to see what life with Albert could be like. Aside from the sex, he proved to be a good partner and father, always making sure his girls were content and happy.
Alice couldn't be happier. The toddler was always livelier around Albert than her "father." It was as if she knew who her real dad was. However, she was still too young to understand what was happening.
Sarah's life would take another twist, however.
It was a quiet morning, the kind that pretended to be calm as Sarah's nerves simmered beneath the surface. She sat on the edge of the bathtub, staring down at the little white stick in her hand: Two pink lines.
Pregnant.
She exhaled slowly, her eyes welling, not with fear or sadness, but with something heavier, more complicated. She already knew whose it was. There was no doubt.



Albert.
There was no surprise at all. They had been trying for this baby ever since they were on vacation. Sarah was happy, but the timing of it all only made things more... complicated. With Alex gone, questions would arise about who the father was. She could continue to pretend it was Alex's, but she hadn't had sex with him in months, and Alex would definitely notice the strange timing of it all, possibly unraveling her entire affair amid this scandal.
Sarah was even more stressed than ever, trying to figure out how to deal with her precarious situation. But she remained composed, taking a deep breath. She still had Albert to help her figure this mess out.
One step at a time.
Later that morning, as the blue morning sky loomed overhead, the front door unlocked, swinging open as Albert entered the house with some bags of groceries, as confident and smug as ever, living his best life with the woman he loved and their precious daughter. His veteran's hat perched crooked on his head, his shirt partially unbuttoned as he trudged to the kitchen, hoisting the paper bags onto the island.
Sarah didn't say a word, simply offering a small wave as they met eyes. She stepped forward, struggling to contain a nervous but excited smile. Albert arched his brow, his faded blue eyes catching how she hid one of her hands behind her back.
She wordlessly slid the pregnancy test across the table, eagerly waiting for his reaction.
Albert stared at it and then looked up at her, the corner of his mouth twitching into a wide grin. "No shit?"
She nodded, arms folded, heart pounding.
A long moment of silence hung in the air between them. And then, he stepped around the island, cupped her face with his wrinkled hands, and kissed her deeply. When they pulled apart, she saw something in his eyes that almost startled her. Pride. Satisfaction. Ownership.
Albert smirked, beaming with the joy of knowing he had knocked up his beautiful goddess again. "I was wondering when you'd get knocked up. I've been working on that for the past couple of weeks," he said, his hand sliding down to press gently against her lower stomach. "Two for two... hehe."
"This... complicates things, Albert," she murmured, her voice dry. "I can't exactly pretend this one is Alex's."
Albert tilted his gaze to her, his hands reaching behind her and over her yoga pants to grab her plush ass. "I think it's time you leave your husband, darlin'," he declared, his voice low, almost commanding.
Sarah's breath hitched, the feeling of his bony fingers sinking and kneading her ass making her stomach coil with arousal. "Albert--"
"I'm serious," he rumbled, nuzzling his face into the crook of her neck, planting a gentle kiss behind her ear. "He's out of the picture. You've got my kid growing inside you. You think this is gonna work long-term with his name still on your papers?"
Her eyes fluttered shut as her mind raced, torn between logic and emotion. "I-- I'm still not sure if I can do this. It will be hard..."
"Never said it would be easy," Albert pressed. "But he's in prison. This is your chance. Start over. With me. With our family. If we play our cards right, I'm sure things will be just fine."
Sarah's body melted against his wiry body as he continued to press soft, reassuring kisses onto her neck and cheek. She wasn't sure how she'd go through with this, but, oddly enough, Albert gave her the confidence to push through.
"So... what's it going to be, Sarah?" he asked, pulling away to look at her.
"I'll... I'll have to think it over," she whispered, her voice trembling with uncertainty and simmering anticipation. "I..."
Albert grinned, his mouth finding hers in another passionate kiss. "That's all I needed to hear, baby."
-
Later that night, the house was silent except for the filthy sounds of breathy moans and slapping skin coming from Sarah's room. Albert had her flat on her back, her long leg hooked over his shoulder as he drove into her, slow and deep, each thrust filling her tight pussy. His rough hands gripped the curve of her thigh, pulling her in tighter, the mattress creaking beneath their bodies as he pressed forward again and again.
Sarah moaned, her fingers clawing at the damp sheets, her green eyes fluttering open just long enough to meet his gaze.
He leaned down, folding over her leg, and kissed her calf, trailing his wet tongue along her smooth, sensitive skin.
"Fuck," he growled between licks, "I always loved your long legs, baby... and this pussy... always as tight as ever... I can feel--augh--you swallowing me whole..."
Sarah gasped as he shifted deeper, his big cock grinding against her sweetest spot with every deep stroke.
"You were never his, Sarah," Albert muttered, his voice rough and low against her skin. "You were always meant to be mine. From the first time I bred you."
She whimpered, her other leg wrapped around his narrow waist.
"You remember that?" he went on, kissing her calf again, this time with his teeth. "Those few days we had alone when your dumbass husband went on that business trip? Heh, we were fucking like rabbits... there wasn't a place in this house we didn't fuck"
"Ouhhhh... yes... Albert... d-deeper, baby," Sarah gasped, her voice sultry and desperate. The angle he held her leg at caused his cock to slam against her cervix and send mild melting shocks of pleasure through her.
The old man smiled, slowing his rhythm just to tease. "You wore his ring, but you came running to me. Let me fuck you like he never could. Let me put a baby in you while he was too stupid to notice."
Sarah moaned louder, her hands sliding up her chest to grope her shapely breasts to seek even more stimulation. She kneaded her soft mounds, her fingers grazing over her pink, erect nipples as he pounded her wet pussy. The sight of Sarah playing with herself as her pretty eyes rolled back from the pleasure he was giving her invigorated his efforts.
"And now," Albert grunted, driving in hard, "he's gone, locked away. And you're here with the real man you love. Pregnant with my child again. Hmmm, it's meant to be... My name's gonna be the last one you ever carry."
Sarah's body jerked, her hips rolling against him as her breathing grew ragged from their salacious excursions. Her doubts about leaving Alex quickly faded with every thrust Albert gave her. The thought of getting serious with the dirty old man who had seduced and knocked her up was exhilarating. It pleased her to think their depraved relationship would evolve into something more now that he was the father of her children and the man she had grown to love.
The only decision she had to make became clearer by the second.
"Make up your mind already, darlin'?" he panted, biting lightly at her calf. "Gonna take my last name? Be my wife?"
"Hmmm! Ohhhh... Yes--Albert, yes!" she cried, her back arching as he kept hitting that perfect spot inside her, the heat between them making her drunk with lust.
"You better," he growled, picking up the pace, his hips snapping into her harder now, the headboard thumping against the wall. "You better not waste time... I'm tired of pretending."
She cried out, clutching at him as her orgasm built, burning hot and fast.
"Say it," he demanded. "Tell me you're mine."
"I'm yours! I've always been yours!" she sobbed, her body locking up as the pleasure exploded through her. "I'm so--close! Please! Ouuuhhh!"
Albert groaned deep in his chest, sliding her leg off him so he could rest his wiry body onto her. Sarah instinctively wrapped her legs around his waist, her ankles crossing as she pulled him deeper into her welcoming pussy. Their lips crashed into a sloppy, open-mouthed kiss, their tongues sliding against one another as his thrusts grew erratic, the sound of his heavy balls slapping against her ass echoing off the walls.
The sensation of her constricting, spasming walls around him quickly spurred him to have his own release. He buried himself one final time, his cock pulsing hard as he came deep inside her.
He stayed there, pressed inside her, their bodies locked, sweaty and shaky as their hands found each other, their fingers effortlessly sliding into each other. Their kissing slowed into a softer, more sensual rhythm.
Albert broke their kiss, collapsing on her as they panted heavily, still riding the high of their blissful orgasms.
And even before Albert could ask her to tell him again, Sarah knew...
She was his. All his. For good...
To be continued...
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Tempting the Unknown Ch. 01
Ayla was the kind of quiet beauty that didn't need to say much to get noticed. Pale, smooth skin that practically glowed under soft lighting. Long black hair that always seemed perfectly messy, falling around her face in loose waves, like she'd just rolled out of bed looking that good. Her hazel eyes were big and striking, framed by thick lashes that gave her a soft, almost innocent look.
She stood around 5'7", with a body that made clothes work for her: slim waist, full, C-cup breasts, just enough curve in her hips and thighs to draw attention when she walked. She liked outfits that showed off her alluring beauty: tight crop tops, clingy skirts, cute little dresses that rode high on her legs; nothing too lewd, just hot in a way that felt natural.
Ayla didn't think of herself as one of those OnlyFans girls or an influencer. She had a modest page on a content platform and decent followings on her social media accounts. She posted nothing too crazy, just revealing outfits, cute poses, and the occasional cosplay that showed off her curves. Tight tops, thigh-highs, bunny ears, anime girl aesthetics. It was playful, suggestive even, but she never crossed the line into full-on lewd. Just enough to keep people looking--and paying.
She made a little extra each month from her platform. Her regulars were mostly harmless. They tipped five, ten bucks here and there, left comments like "stunning" or "my queen." Sometimes they'd ask for something spicier, but she'd politely decline and move on. It was easy money, and she had full control. She liked that.
Then one night, a new notification popped up.
Tip: $50
"I want to fuck the shit out of you."
No lead-in. No introduction. Just that.
Ayla blinked. For a second, she thought maybe she had misread it. But no, the words were as clear as day. She tapped the user profile. Blank avatar. No display name, just Ken 12456. No bio. No comments. Nothing.
She let out a short laugh, somewhere between confused and amused. Most guys tried to flirt. This one went straight for the throat.
She should have deleted it and reported him, maybe. But fifty bucks wasn't nothing. And something about how unfiltered it was made her pause.
Ayla scoffed, shaking her head and brushing it off. Guys were always bold when money was involved. Still, as crude as it was, the fifty bucks went straight into her account, and she wasn't about to complain. "Thanks for the donation, asshole," she muttered with a dry smirk, already planning her next upload.
That weekend, she posted a new set. A sexy cosplay--tight top with plenty of cleavage, thigh-highs, and a tiny, pleated skirt that barely covered her ass when she moved it just right. It was cute, playful, and just enough to make her inbox start buzzing again.
A sizable number of hearts. A "marry me." The usual.
Then another tip came through.
Tip: $25
"If I ever get my hands on you, sexy, I'd make you forget every guy you've ever been with. I'd fuck you so silly you'd beg. God, I would love to see you choking on my cock 🍆 😈 🥵."
Ayla gasped, her eyes flying open as she covered her mouth with one hand. "Jesus Christ," she whispered through her fingers, staring at the screen in utter disbelief.
There it was again. Same blank profile. Ken12456. Another generous tip, another vulgar fantasy. It wasn't even 10 a.m.!
She blinked, read it again, then exhaled sharply, unsure if she was more offended or shocked. But in either case, it made her stomach flip, just a little.
"This guy is unhinged," she said out loud, tossing her phone down on the bed.
But she didn't delete the message.
And she didn't block him, either.
A few days passed, and the tips kept coming.
Twenty here, thirty there, always with another filthy message attached. They were never subtle. Each one more vulgar and obscene than the last. Ayla kept telling herself it was nothing. Just some anonymous perv with a little too much money for his own good. She rolled her hazel eyes. Laughing sometimes. Shook her head and muttered, "Jesus, dude," under her breath.
But she never deleted the messages.
And slowly, something started to change.
The shock wore off. The edge dulled. The filth didn't feel quite as repulsive anymore. She got used to these absurd, unfiltered fantasies showing up with every new tip. And after a while... they didn't just amuse her.
They started to make her feel something else.
Sometimes she'd read one, laugh it off, and feel her body react anyway. A little flush in her cheeks. A flutter in her lower belly. She hated that she noticed. Hated that the imaginary voice she'd thought of behind those messages was starting to stick in her head.
But the money was good, and she liked the money.
So... she let it keep going.
Then one night, lying in bed wearing just a tank top and panties, scrolling through her phone with the lights off, another familiar notification came through. Bigger tip than usual--$75. The message with it wasn't just vulgar this time. It was direct.
"You gonna keep ignoring me forever, sweetheart? I know you're reading these. I'll send you another generous gift if you reply 😉."
Ayla stared at the screen, her thumb hovering over the message.
Her instinct was to ignore him. Just leave it. He was her personal creep, her anonymous little piggy bank. That's how it worked. She posted cute pics, he threw money and said gross shit, and she kept the wall up. No interaction. No connection. Safe.
But still... he'd tipped her a lot. Way more than anyone else. He was relentless, not really mean, but still. Just horny, gross, and weirdly persistent.
She bit her lip, weighing it in her head. She knew she shouldn't. She owed him nothing.
But after all that?
Maybe he deserved... something.
Even if it was just a few words. Just enough to keep him spending. Nothing more.
Ayla sighed, straightening herself out in bed, resting her back against the headboard as she sat. Her heart thumped in her chest as her thumbs hovered over her keyboard, and she began to type.
She quickly wrote something off the top of her head. Nothing flirty. Nothing too inviting. Just enough.
"You're... certainly enthusiastic. I've never had someone send me that many tips before. I appreciate your support."
She stared at the message for a second, then hit send before she could second-guess herself. The little ping of the delivery made her stomach flutter.
She watched the screen, unsure of what to expect. Part of her figured he'd blow up with another barrage of filthy nonsense. But the typing bubble appeared, disappeared, then popped back up again as if he was actually thinking about what to say.
Finally, a new message came through.
"About time you responded to me. I knew you'd cave eventually. And trust me, I've only just started. You're worth every cent, Ayla 😏."
Her cheeks blushed with a mix of embarrassment and something warmer. Her breath quickened, and her chest pounded. His boldness was something she could at least admire. Most men wouldn't dare to try what this mystery fan would.
Ayla set her phone on her chest and stared at the ceiling, wondering what the hell she'd just started.
It wasn't long before her phone buzzed again.
Tip: $40
"As promised. Thanks for replying, sweetheart. You don't know how fucking sexy it is watching you pretend I'm not getting under your skin."
Ayla let out a slow breath, the corner of her mouth twitching. Even though she didn't want to admit it, he was right, whether he knew it or not. But she was sure he did.
She typed back quickly, still trying to play it cool.
"You're ridiculous. You know that, right?"
His reply came almost instantly.
"Yeah? And yet you're still here, happily accepting my generous offer."
Ayla's lips pursed into a line as her brows furrowed. Right again.
Another message followed soon after.
"You're probably wearing almost nothing in bed while texting me, aren't you?"
She blinked at the screen, her eyes angling down at her current attire, which he correctly predicted. He was annoyingly perceptive. Or lucky. Either way, he wasn't wrong... again.
"You don't know what I'm wearing."
"I know you're not dressed to ignore me 😏."
Ayla shifted under her blanket, suddenly hyperaware of the way her thin tank top clung to her chest. Her nipples were poking through the fabric. She crossed her legs, squeezing slightly. She hated how easily he worked her up.
Another buzz.
Tip: $25
"I'm picturing you now. Lying there with your phone in one hand and the other slowly drifting under your panties."
Ayla's breath caught in her throat. She sucked her lower lip into her mouth, heat pooling low in her belly. Her thighs pressed tighter, her skin tingling. She could feel herself getting wet. And the worst part? He hadn't even said anything that graphic, not yet, at least.
"You're going to get yourself reported," she typed, her heart racing. "You keep talking like that, I'll block you. Or worse."
"No, you won't."
"You sound awfully sure of that."
"Oh, I'm certain. You like the attention. I've been sending you those same messages for almost a week now. And yet, you still haven't done anything. You're lying there flushed and horny right now, happily taking my tips like the good girl you are 😏."
Ayla didn't respond. Her fingers trembled slightly as she read and reread the message. Her legs shifted under the blanket, thighs brushing together. Her fingers hovered, unsure whether to type something back or just toss her phone across the room.
She hated how well he read her. Hated that he wasn't wrong.
She had to let it go on. She had to keep reading. She hadn't blocked him. She hadn't reported anything. And now she was lying in bed, half-naked, her phone in one hand and the other resting a little too close to her waistband.
Ayla swallowed, her cheeks burning as she reread the message.
She felt her pulse everywhere--in her throat, in her chest, and pulsing hot between her legs. Her body was betraying her, and she knew it. He was pushing. Teasing. Trying to tip her past her boundaries.
And the worst part?
It was working.
She hadn't even touched herself yet, but she was already wet. She knew if she responded now, she wouldn't be able to stop.
Another message appeared on her screen, smooth and cocky.
"You're quiet again, baby. That usually means I'm right. Bet you're squirming under those blankets. Why don't you send me a little something? Just a quick pic. Right now. I want to see what I've been tipping for."
Ayla rolled her eyes, her inner thighs rubbing tighter as she felt her panties grow even more moist with her arousal.
"I don't do special requests," she typed. "You know that."
His response came almost immediately.
Tip: $60
"Yeah, but I think you'll make an exception. Just one. For me. I've earned it, haven't I? 😚 "
Ayla let out a long sigh, her body slid off her headboard, and sank into her mattress. Her screen glowed in the dim room, lighting up the amused twist on her lips.
"You have way too much money for your own good," she replied. "You think you can just get anything you want because your pockets are a little deep?"
The typing bubble appeared almost instantly.
"No. I think I can get what I want because you want to give it to me."
Ayla blinked, her cheeks burning red.
"The money just makes it easier for you to pretend this isn't turning you on."
She stared at the message, her lush lips parted slightly. Her fingers curled around her phone. She wanted to deny him, but he wasn't wrong.
She told herself that she was in control, that he was simply just a creep who happened to be a smooth talker... and had enough money to spend on her. She had the power here. She wouldn't be bought out to break her own rule, right?
But his words were crawling under her skin, hot, shameless, and sharp. And the more she continued to engage with him, the more she wanted to prove him wrong--or prove him right. She wasn't sure which anymore.
Another message popped up.
Tip: $40
Ayla let out a strained groan and buried her face into her pillow, muffling a frustrated scream. "This fucking guy," she muttered, kicking her feet under the blanket.
"Still waiting. Don't make me beg."
She huffed loudly, cheeks already warm as she sat up against the headboard again. "Unbelievable," she whispered to herself, grabbing her phone and flipping her camera on.
Just one.
Her tank top hung loose over her chest. She tugged it down a bit, just enough for a deep line of cleavage to show. Nothing X-rated, but something different from what she normally did. She knew this would drive him crazy. She angled her head, gave a soft, teasing pout, and snapped the shot.
She stared at it for a second, then hit send before she could change her mind.
"There. You better not share this, or everyone is going to start asking."
Her heart pumped fast as the message was delivered. She could already imagine the smirk forming on his side of the screen.
Before she could even see his reply, Ayla tossed her phone across the bed like a hot potato. Her face flushed, her body buzzed with heat that she didn't want to admit was arousal. She buried her face in her pillow and groaned, muffling the flood of thoughts swirling through her head.
"Fuck... What the hell am I thinking?" she muttered into the plush fabric, cheeks searing hot. "That was stupid. So stupid."
She pulled the covers over her head, squeezed her eyes shut, and tried to will herself to sleep. If she passed out, maybe she could forget this whole thing ever happened. It was a struggle for about an hour. The throbbing heat between her thighs and the mix of embarrassment and simmering arousal kept her restlessly awake. But eventually, exhaustion won out.
Morning came with a dull ache between her legs and a damp patch in her panties that made her groan the second she shifted under the sheets.
"Ugh... seriously?" she whispered, throwing an arm over her face.
She lay there for a while, not moving, trying to ignore the growing urge to reach for her phone. Maybe he hadn't even replied. Maybe he hated the photo. Or worse, loved it and wouldn't shut up about it.
She was annoyed at how badly she wanted to know.
With a sigh, she reached for her phone and dragged it across the bed. The screen lit up with several notifications that stacked throughout her slumber.
New tip.
Multiple messages.
Her breath hitched as her thumb hesitantly hovered over the screen. She tapped the message thread, and it popped open with a smooth scroll. Her loins anxiously rubbed together as she read.
"Fuck. My cock is so fucking hard for you right now. Goddamn, Ayla. You're so fucking sexy, I love it! I'm going to enjoy this one for a while 💦🍆🍆."
Ayla's brows arched, the words hit her like a splash of cold water, and immediately shook her out of her post-wake-up drowsiness.
"Oh my god," she murmured, flopping back onto the bed, phone resting on her chest.
Her first instinct was disgust. Her nose wrinkled, and she let out a sound somewhere between a scoff and a laugh. This man had no shame. None. Who the hell says shit like that and means it?" What kind of freak thinks it's okay just to talk to someone like that?
And yet... she couldn't look away.
The message sat there, bold and filthy, radiating heat through her screen. Her eyes lingered on it, rereading it once more. Maybe twice. Her legs unconsciously crossed tightly together.
She groaned again, dragging her hand over her face. "He's such a creep," she whispered. "...Why is that kind of hot?"
There was no reason it should be. And yet here she was, cheeks flushed, panties soaked, and now imagining this faceless pervert, hard and stroking himself to her. To that photo.
She didn't know if she wanted to block him... or message him back.
Ayla chose not to reply--for her own sanity.
She put her phone aside, rolled out of bed, and told herself she wasn't going to let some online perv get in her head. It was just a dumb conversation she knew should never have happened. A dumb, gross, horny exchange. And if she gave it more attention, it would only pull her deeper. She needed to stay in control.
Later that afternoon, she set up her camera in her bedroom for her next post.
She wore a teasing outfit--tiny black shorts that barely clung to her hips, a snug little top that lifted just enough to flash the under-curve of her breasts. Her silky black hair was down, soft around her shoulders, and she'd done her makeup just right. A little sweet, a little sultry. She looked good, as she always did.
She was adjusting the lighting when her phone buzzed on the edge of the bed.
Ken12456:
"What's the next post, baby? Something special today?"
Ayla rolled her hazel eyes, swiped the notification away, and went back to framing her shot.
Buzz.
Tip: $30
"Come on. Don't leave me hanging. I thought we formed something special last night. Let me see what you're cooking up."
She exhaled loudly, her posture slumping as she sat on a nearby chair. "This man..." she muttered. Her phone buzzed again.
Ken12456:
"Just a little sneak peek. Just for me."
She stared at the screen, fighting the twitch in her fingers. She typed, finally giving in.
"You really don't give up, do you?"
"Not when it comes to you, beautiful 😏."
She scowled at her phone, heat already rising in her cheeks.
"I don't do previews."
Another buzz.
Tip: $40
Ayla let out a strangled, muffled scream into her hands, blushing furiously. "This fucking guy! Auuugghh!" she hissed.
She turned toward the mirror, adjusting her hip to show a little more skin than she normally would, and snapped a quick photo. Her expression was cute, soft lips pursed slightly, one shoulder up, playful and teasing. Not explicit. Just enough to make him squirm.
She hit send.
"This is just for you, got it? Don't ever share this."
His reply came almost immediately.
"Goddamn... you're unreal. If I had you in front of me right now, I'd bury my face between those thighs and make you forget how to spell your name 🥵 😈."
Ayla stared at the screen, her eyes narrowing.
"Jesus Christ," she muttered, but the corner of her mouth tugged upward before she could stop it. A slight smirk crept across her lips. It was still gross. Overly bold. It was exactly what she expected from him.
And yet...
She shook her head, setting her phone face down on the bed. "You're lucky you tip well, asshole."
With a soft exhale, she turned back toward the mirror and slipped back into her rhythm. Her smirk lingered as she shifted her pose, arched one hip, and adjusted the hem of her shorts.
Back to business.
-
The messages didn't stop.
Day after day, Ken kept tipping. Kept messaging. Always vulgar, always shameless, and always generous.
Ayla told herself it was just temporary. That she wasn't really breaking her rules, just bending them a little. A few sneak peeks. Some playful selfies. Nothing blatantly explicit. Nothing she hadn't done in her regular posts... just something a little more personalized for her number one fan and pervert.
He'd send a tip, drop a filthy line in her inbox, and she'd sigh, but she'd always reply. Sometimes with a photo, or a coy message. It had become routine now, almost like muscle memory.



She'd tease him. He'd tip again.
And every time, it got a little easier.
She knew she'd crossed a line. When she first started her page, she swore she wouldn't take requests. Wouldn't do one-on-one stuff. It was just a place to share her style, her looks, and her vibe on her own terms.
But Ken made it hard to stick to that.
He never asked for more than she was willing to give. He just paid for the chance to test her boundaries. And she let him.
Because it was good money, hell, it was great. She used this extra cash to buy some cute outfits she'd been eyeing for months, but she never had enough money to afford them.
And maybe worse, she liked the attention he gave her.
Liked how hungry he sounded in his messages. Liked knowing there was someone out there getting hard over her, desperate for her, paying just to get a glimpse. Of course, she knew that most of her followers were men. No doubt, she was the image of their lewd fantasies.
But Ken was different.
He wasn't just another silent follower double-tapping her posts from the shadows. He spoke. Boldly. Filthily. Like he didn't see her as some untouchable fantasy, but as something real--something he could taste, claim, and ruin in all the ways he described with his obscene imagination.
There was no pretending with him. No fake niceties or sugarcoated flattery. Just raw want, typed out and sent with every payment.
It should've put her off. Hell, it probably would have offended her if it came from anyone else.
But with Ken... it excited her. The way he wanted her was so loud and desperate. Not because she was hot, but because she was the one making him lose control. And he made sure she knew it.
She'd never admit it out loud, but her heart kicked a little faster every time his name popped up with a new tip. Her thighs pressed together. Her mouth twitched into that familiar, guilty smile.
Ayla created a clean, strictly professional boundary when she started all this.
But every day, Ken chipped away at it.
And she let him.
-
It was a slow descent, and Ayla allowed it to happen.
What started as harmless banter turned into something hotter, riskier, and more real. Her messages to Ken got bolder. Flirtier. She started playing back, sending playful replies, calling him a perv, a dog, a desperate little freak... but she always attached a wink or smirking emoji.
And Ken? He knew exactly how to keep her reeled in, and he intended to pull her deeper into his hold.
It started with tips for sneak peeks. Then came the special requests. Nothing demanding, just soft, relentless pressure. A striptease. Just to her bra. Then her panties. Then, on her knees, biting her lip, her pretty hazel eyes wide and suggestive as she posed for him in the mirror.
Every time he tipped more.
And every time, she told herself, this is the last one.
But it never was.
One night, Ayla was curled up in bed, her screen casting a glow into the dark room. The chat with Ken was already open, their messages fresh as they began what became a routine almost every night.
He'd been particularly pushy tonight. Still charming in his filthy, cocky way. But more direct this time. Asking for more than he normally would. Suggesting things in that casual, shameless tone of his.
"Come on. I've been good to you. A little extra skin won't kill you."
She rolled her eyes, typing back slowly.
"You've already seen too much. I really need to go to bed. I've given you a lot of my time already."
"Not enough," he replied almost instantly. "I want to see those perfect tits bare. You can't just tease me and then run."
Ayla stared at the message, heat rising across her face. Her cheeks burned as she hugged the blanket tighter around herself, as if that would stop the growing ache low in her belly and the buzz of arousal curling through her limbs.
This was supposed to be where she drew the line. She'd played along, teased him, even bent her rules more than she meant to. But this? A nude. She'd said she wouldn't go that far.
And yet... her body was betraying her. Her nipples were hard, her thighs clenched. She felt wet. Really wet. She knew she should've masturbated before talking to Ken. The thrill and heat of the moment shrouded her clear judgment. However, she remained steadfast... mostly.
"You're such a perv."
"You love it. I know you do."
"I don't send nudes."
"Come on. Please? I'll make it worth your while 😏."
She stared at the message, heart pounding, body already warm under the sheets. She immediately knew what that meant.
"No," she typed quickly. "Don't you dare."
She was trying to sound firm, but even to her own eyes, it looked weak.
Her panties clung to her, soaked through from the pressure building in her pussy. She shifted in bed, thighs pressing together, her nipples aching beneath her top. Her body didn't care about rules. Her body wanted it.
Tip: $100
Her stomach flipped.
Her breath left her lips in a soft gasp. "Fuck me..." she whispered, dropping the phone on the bed and burying her face in her pillow.
She let out a muffled scream into the soft fabric, legs kicking under the covers in frustration. Her body was on fire, pulsing with heat. Her thighs wouldn't stop rubbing together. Her skin felt too tight, too sensitive. What is this man doing to me??
The heat of the moment was overwhelming. She wasn't thinking clearly anymore. Just feeling.
"Augh! This bastard," she hissed into the pillow, then rolled onto her back, chest heaving. Her hands slid underneath her tank top, lifting it slowly. Her bare breasts met the cool air, and she shivered. Her nipples were stiff, begging to be touched. She let go, succumbing to her body's will.
She opened the camera and angled it downward. Her fingers slid over her chest and covered her nipples just enough to keep it technical. No nipple, no problem. Not really a nude, right?
Her mouth came into view. Her lush lips parted, and she bit down on the bottom one with a soft pout. Her cheeks blushed, and her body trembled.
The shot was raw. Lewd. Hot.
She stared at it for a moment, attaching a caption to it, and hit send before she could dwell on what she had just done.
"Don't say I never give you anything, you greedy bastard 😤💓."
Ayla quickly tossed her phone aside and covered her flushed, burning face with her hands. She let out a small scream. It was bolder than anything she'd ever done before. Yes, she'd done some suggestive pics for her social media, even more naughty things just for Ken. But this? It was stepping beyond her realm.
Her heart pounded as she lay back against the pillows, her tank top still pushed up to her collarbone, panties unknowingly soaked with her arousal. She'd tried to fight it, tried to act like it was just about the money, about keeping him spending. But she couldn't lie to herself anymore.
She was horny. Aching. Her body screamed for more.
Ayla's hand drifted across her stomach, her skin warm and tingling. She hadn't even meant to, not really. But once the photo was sent, the throbbing between her legs prompted her to act, seizing control.
She slid her slender fingers down slowly, dipping beneath the waistband of her panties, and let out a shaky breath when she felt how wet her pussy was.
God, she was so fucking turned on right now.
It was a mistake not to touch herself earlier. She'd been tense all day, needy and distracted, and now it had built into something she could barely contain. Every message from Ken, every filthy word, and every dollar he dropped all pushed her to the edge.
She kept going, eyes closed, mouth parting slightly. Her hips began to rock gently, thighs squeezing around her hand as she began to make slow, deliberate circles around her sensitive clit. She moaned softly, her pace quickening.
Then her phone buzzed.
Ayla opened her eyes, caught her breath, and reached for her phone automatically with her free hand, unlocking it.
"Jesus fuck. You're so fucking sexy. You've got me stroking my cock so hard right now. I want to suck on those perfect tits so badly 🥵 Fuck. I'd ruin you if I were there right now."
Ayla didn't stop after reading the message.
She couldn't.
Her fingers dipped lower, sliding past her soaked folds, causing her breath to hitch. Her back arched slightly, eyes fluttering shut as the pleasure hit her hot, aching body. She moved slowly, fucking herself with her two fingers, her thumb grazing over her clit in lazy, teasing circles.
Her phone rumbled again, her eyes flicking to the screen just in time to see another message pop.
"You still there, baby?"
Ayla didn't answer. She couldn't. Her free hand clutched the sheets as the other kept moving, fingers curling inside her dripping pussy, hitting that sweet spot that made her thighs twitch.
Another message.
"Are you wet right now? Does this turn you on?"
She bit her lip, her teeth sinking in hard. Her chest heaved as sweat began to build along her skin. Her fingers were slicked with her wetness, every motion making her feel like she was teetering on the edge.
She didn't type a thing.
And still, the messages came.
"Are you fingering that tight little pussy like I think you are?"
"Are you imagining my cock in you instead?"
Ayla squeezed her eyes shut, and suddenly she was imagining it. The things he'd described in his late-night messages replayed in her head in vivid, filthy flashes--his hands gripping her hips, his voice in her ear, his cock buried deep inside her, stretching her, making her cry out. She still had no idea what he looked like; hell, he could be some fat small-dicked chub for all she knew. But somehow, that made it hotter. All she had were his bold, lewd words and the money he kept throwing at her like she was something he owned.
Her pussy clenched around her fingers at the thought. She imagined he might be hot, considering how confident he was.
The screen lit up again.
Tip: $200
Her body jolted, a moan slipping out before she could stop it. The number sent a fresh rush of heat through her.
Still, she remained silent.
She just kept going, panting softly, soaking her hand with every stroke, imagining him watching her, imagining that he knew exactly what she was doing.
Her body trembled, muscles tight, her fingers still deep inside herself as she kept pressing against her sensitive, throbbing sweet spots. Her chest rose and fell with shaky breaths, her phone still glowed on the bedside beside her, messages stacked on the screen.
"Hello? Still there, Ayla?? Don't stop responding now. Things were just getting good."
She stared at the words, heart pounding.
She knew where this was going. If she replied, it wouldn't stop. It would turn into a naughty exchange, filthy back-and-forth messages that would descend her deeper into whatever this was becoming. She couldn't take this next step. It was far beyond the rules she had already bent so far just for Ken. But she was already halfway there.
Ayla told herself she couldn't. This was the line.
However, she glanced again at the tip he'd just sent.
$200
Her pussy throbbed.
The heat between her thighs intensified.
The sheer filth of his begging, the idea of him stroking himself to her photo while she fingered herself in total silence, made her dizzy with arousal. It was so taboo. The unspoken connection between them felt so wrong, but so damn arousing.
She bit her lip, hesitating for just a second longer before finally giving in.
Her fingers moved across the screen, shaking as she typed back.
"Yeah... I'm still here."
And with that one little tap, the dam broke.
The moment the message was sent, her screen lit up again almost immediately.
"Fuck... there you are, sexy."
"You've got me so fucking hard right now. I'm so fucking horny for you 🍆🍆💦."
"Tell me, are you wet?"
Ayla swallowed, her thighs slick and pressing together, her fingers now resting idly against her slick folds. Her heart was racing, and a pang of thrill shot through her.
"You wish," she replied, still unsure if she wanted to reveal the truth. "Not everything revolves around your dick, you know."
She hit send, smirking to herself, trying to maintain some sense of control, some distance between her and the mess she'd made of her own rules.
His reply came fast.
"Hmm, so it's a no then?"
She hesitated.
Her hands were still deep in her crotch, fingertips edging slow, lazy circles around her swollen clit. Her mind screamed at her to stop, to pull back before this went any further--but her body already made the call.
"Not saying that, either 🫢."
She sent it before she could think too hard.
Another message lit up instantly.
"You naughty little thing. You're touching yourself, aren't you?"
"Tell me, baby. I need to know if you're just as turned on as I am."
She stared at the screen, her lip caught between her teeth. Her loins clenched tighter. Her pussy throbbed, soaking wet and aching for more.
Her fingers slid lower again, dipping between her folds. Her body shuddered at the contact. She was so sensitive that it almost hurt.
Her thumb hovered over the keyboard, her stomach fluttering.
"Maybe I am."
A pause. Then she added:
"But why should I reveal that to you?"
Her fingers already resumed their steady, curling motions, her breath catching as her body buzzed with pleasure.
The typing bubble on his end popped up immediately.
"Because I paid to hear it."
Another buzz.
Tip: $125
Ayla bit down on a moan, her hips twitching against her hand.
"Because the thought of me stroking my cock to the sound of your dirty little confession is making you even wetter."
She gasped softly, her fingers moving faster, her body reacting to every word as if he were right beside her. And he wasn't wrong.
The messages came quicker now, each one filthier than the last.
"Tell me exactly what you're doing right now, baby.
"Tell me where your fingers are. Inside you?"
Ayla let out a shaky breath, her fingers sinking back inside her tight slit. She had since given up holding back and shamelessly pleasured herself to the thought of her online pervert.
She typed with one hand, the other still buried between her thighs.
"Yes."
The typing bubble on his side appeared fast, almost frantic.
"Fuck. Tell me more."
She paused, her breath ragged.
"I'm so fucking horny right now."
"My fingers are deep inside my wet pussy. I can't stop thinking about your cock, and all the things you'd said you'd do to me 💦."
Another message popped up instantly.
"Holy fuck, Ayla. I'm stroking myself to that right now."
"Thinking about spreading those sexy legs and filling that tight pussy 🍆🍆🥵."
Her toes curled at his reply. Her fingers curled deeper inside herself, hips rocking, eyes fluttering closed. She didn't hesitate this time, giving herself to the heated moment.
"I want it. I want you to fuck me. Use me. Make me cum on your cock."
"I'd be dripping all over you."
The chat lit up again.
Tip: $150
"You'd be moaning my name with that pretty mouth, begging me not to stop."
"I'd ruin you."
Ayla moaned loudly, her fingers sleuthed faster now, her body flushed and trembling as their messages spilled into something raw, filthy, and unstoppable.
Their messages kept coming in fast, unfiltered, both of them too turned on to slow down.
"If I had you here right now," Ken wrote, "I'd pin you down and eat your sweet pussy out until you screamed. Then I'd fuck you so hard and deep until you'd lose your mind."
"You'd be soaked, dripping down my cock, baby."
Ayla's chest tightened, her fingers pumped faster inside her soaked cunt. Her sheets were damp with sweat, her body trembled with desire.
"Yeah? I'd ride you so good. Reward you for being such a supportive fan," she typed, panting softly as she wrote. "I wouldn't stop. I'd grind on you, soak your cock, make a mess."
"Fuck."
"You'd cum in me, wouldn't you? Claim my pussy?"
Her screen lit again, the intensity of their sexting session heating up to a fever pitch.
"Fuck yes! God, I'm naked right now, baby. So hot and sweaty... Stroking my cock so slow and hard for you... I'm throbbing for you 🥵🍆🍆."
"I want you to take off whatever you've got on if you haven't already. Get naked with me, now."
"Then send me a picture of that beautiful body of yours. I need it,
Ayla. Give it to me."
He didn't send a tip; he didn't need to. Just the message.
Ayla paused, just long enough to feel the weight of what he wanted. Her tank top was already pushed up. Her panties were soaked and sticking to her thighs. Without a second thought, she peeled them off slowly, lifted up her top, and peeled off her panties before haphazardly tossing them across the bed. Her hands shook slightly as she set up the camera, her skin prickled, feeling her fully exposed body against the cool air.
She shifted on the bed, legs spread slightly, her body still hot from the high. Her back arched just enough to make her breasts sit perfectly, nipples hard and exposed, skin dewy with sweat. She used one hand to hold the phone at an angle above her chest, capturing every inch of her perfect, bare form--soft curves, parted thighs, and her messy, dripping crotch.
With her other hand, she reached between her legs and spread her fingers apart, glistening with her sweet nectar. Her lips were parted, her teeth tugging gently at her lower lip, fetching hazel eyes half-lidded in that perfect mix of satisfaction and hunger.
She snapped the photo.
Raw, shameless, and glorious.
Then she attached it with a simple message:
"Look how wet I am for you 💝."
Ken's response came almost immediately.
"Holy fuck, Ayla..."
"You're unreal. I want you so fucking bad right now."
"Wish I could be there... right between those perfect thighs."
Ayla's breath caught, her heart pounding with excitement. She feverishly nibbled her lips, thighs twitching with tension. Now that she'd sent Ken a picture of her, she grew naggingly curious about what this stranger looked like.
She needed to know.
Her fingers hovered over the screen.
"You talk big game," she finally typed.
"But are you actually hot... or some chubby old guy with a dirty mouth?"
A pause. Then a smirking emoji popped up.
" 😏 You're a curious thing, aren't you?"
A few moments later, a new video came through.
She instinctively tapped it open without a second thought.
The camera showed just enough. He was lying back somewhere dimly lit, a faint sheen of sweat on his lean, lightly defined torso. His hand stroked a thick, hard cock--veins visible, precum glistening. His breathing was heavy, guttural, with a low groan every now and then.
No face, however. But that wasn't her top concern at the moment.
What surprised her though was his cock. He was tastefully big. And clearly worked up.
Ayla exhaled sharply, her mouth falling agape as her pupils dilated with desire.
"Hmm, my god..." she murmured, fingers sinking deeper into her pussy as if simulating what it would feel like having him inside her.
He certainly had the package to back up his confidence.
She was very pleased.
Ayla took another gander at the video, allowing it to play in a loop, unable to pry her eyes away from the screen. She noted his body, he wasn't fat or anything, but lean. There was something mature in the way his body looked. Slightly weathered, just a bit rough around the edges. The faint muscle tone, the light trail of hair down his stomach, the confident way he stroked himself. It all screamed experience.



But what really got to her were the sounds.
His deep, gravelly grunts came through the video like a low, hungry growl. And when he moaned her name, low and raw, it hit her deep.
"Ayla..."
She gasped, her toes curling as her body shuddered with throbbing heat.
Fuck. That voice. That cock. That primal need.
It turned her on so badly she almost couldn't take it.
Her fingers pumped faster, the wet squishing sounds filled her dark room, and her breathing became heavier.
God help her, she wanted this man.
Their horny-fueled exchange was relentless, raw, impassioned, and filthy in the most thrilling way. And every message made her pussy quiver, her body ache, and her temperature rise.
"Fuck... Ayla, send me a video," Ken typed.
"I need more... Give me more, baby. I need it so bad 🥵🍆. Get into a sexy pose for me."
Her body throbbed just reading it. She was already halfway there, her hips grinding into the sheets, her fingers slathered, the hunger between her legs consuming her.
She got into position without question, rolling onto her stomach and shifting to her knees, before leaning forward on her elbows. With her ass lifted high and thighs parted, the faint sheen of her wetness glistened between her folds. Her silky black hair spilled down her back in waves. She angled her phone at the mirror beside her bed, capturing a full side view of her flushed body, her bare ass, and a alluring hint of her soaked fingers teasingly sleuthing into her dripping pussy.
She hit record.
Her slender fingers moved in slow, deliberate strokes, sliding deep and curling, her hips rocking back into her hand. The lewd sounds of wetness filled the room. She turned her head just slightly enough for her lips to part around a soft moan.
"Mmm... Ken... Mhmmm..."
She whimpered his name again, breathy and needy right into the mic. The bed creaked beneath her. Her glazed hazel eyes fluttered as she looked into her reflection, watching herself come undone.
"K-ken..."
She gasped his name again, louder this time, her voice breaking with lust. Her back arched deeper, her hand working faster. She didn't stop, not even when her legs began to buckle from how hard she was grinding into her own palm.
She ended the video at just the right moment, right as she whined his name again, voice dripping with sultry need, and hit send.
"Fuck..." she whispered into her pillow, already anxious to see what he'd say next.
Ken lost it the moment the video came through.
"Fuck, Ayla! Fuckfuckfuck..."
"You're perfect! That ass, that arch! You're gonna kill me. Shit! You're so fucking perfect🥵🥵🍆🍆🥴🥴."
Ayla could barely read his reply. Her eyes were heavy, her body shuddering, hips rolling into her fingers as her juices coated her inner thighs. Her feet dug into the sheets, clenching while her moans spilled from her soft lips.
She could barely breathe. Her hips bucked harder against her hand.
"I'm close," she typed with her free hand, while using her other hand to work her clit in tight, desperate strokes before sinking back deep between her folds. "So fucking close, I'm going to lose my mind 🥴."
"Me too," Ken fired back without a second to spare. "Stroke for stroke, Ayla. You hear me?"
"Cum with me. I want us to lose it together. Right fucking now."
Her body clenched, everything inside tightening like a coil as she reached her edge.
"Say my name when you cum, baby," he added. "Let me know I made that sweet little pussy soak."
That was it--the final straw.
Ayla's mouth dropped open as her orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave. Her eyes rolled back, legs locking, hips twitching uncontrollably as she came hard into her hand. Her body spasmed against the damp sheets, her chest heaving, moans pouring from her throat in messy, gasping waves.
"K-ken--oh my god--Kennnnn!"
Her phone fell from her hand as she desperately clawed at the blanket for her dear life. Her wet walls quivered violently, constricting tightly around her curling fingers as her slimy arousal gushed all over her palm.
She was dazed and utterly spent. But just as she was catching her breath and she began to slowly lower her body back onto the bed, another message lit up.
"Holy fuck, that was amazing 🥵🫠."
Then came a photo.
It was him, his weathered lean torso, skin slick, his abs streaked with thick ropes of white cum. His cock still in hand, half-hard, skin slick, with a smirk behind the camera she could almost feel. He looked wrecked. Proud.
Ayla stared at her screen. No words.
Without overthinking, she grabbed her phone again, still nude and shaking slightly, rolling onto her back again. She removed her delicate fingers from her pulsing slit, dragging them through the creamy mess between her thighs. She held her phone up--fingers glossy and soaked, her fingertips rosy and flush as thick strings of her sweet nectar stretched between them.
One picture. No words.
She hit send.
Her heart pounded with pure thrill and satisfaction as she watched the picture go through. Her body ached in the best way. She fully relaxed onto her pillow, her body was drenched with sweat, and twitching from the aftershocks of her mind-melting orgasm.
As always, he replied instantly.
"Fuck. You're my perfect little mess, Ayla. You're worth every penny."
She smiled, slow, breathy, and pleased.
She was neck deep in this naughty, depraved game... and she loved every second of it.
-
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Almost a week passed, and what had started as a one-time slip became something close to routine. Ayla stopped thinking twice about sending nudes to Ken. The rule she'd set for herself--no full nudes--had been broken, bent, and discarded without much ceremony. Now, when Ken messaged her late at night asking for something sexy, she didn't hesitate. She just undressed, posed, and gave him what he wanted. And of course, he always tipped.
She had a secret file in her camera roll filled with soft, sultry mirror shows. Videos of her spreading herself open, fingering slowly, and deep. Closer angles. Wetter sounds. More of her mouth in frame, bitten lips, and flushed cheeks. Although she kept her posts teasing, cute, and alluring on her main page, she now had special content tailored for one man, and he paid well to keep it that way.
It became their thing. She'd climb into bed in nothing but a loose tank top or panties, already knowing the kind of message she'd get. He'd ask what she was wearing. Demand proof. Say he needed a photo to get through the night. She'd tease, play coy for a minute, then cave the second he told her how hard he was for her or the second he tipped. Fifty bucks, or a lewd image of his erect, throbbing cock. In a way, his nudes were a tip within themselves; she didn't mind.
Their sexts weren't shy. Ken described what he'd do to her in filthy detail. He told her how horny he was, how he wished he could pull her onto his lap, make her moan into his mouth. Ayla soaked it all in. She responded with her own messages, half-sarcastic, half-serious, written in a haze of arousal. Things often left her spent, her body moist with sweat, and her fingers aching with exertion. But always, she slept like a baby afterwards.
It turned her on knowing someone out there was desperate for her. That obsessed. That generous. She used to think of her followers as thirsty strangers. Now, she had a personal one. A real, filthy admirer. And she liked it. Maybe a little too much.
Even when she told herself to pull back, something about Ken's attention kept dragging her deeper. His praise, his tips, his raw need. It made her feel wanted. It also didn't help that she'd been single and hadn't gotten laid in a little while. Perhaps that's why she felt so inclined to give him what he wanted night after night.
-
Steam clung to the bathroom mirror as Ayla stepped out of the shower, towel tucked around her chest, damp, matted black hair clinging down her back and around her face. She casually hummed a tune from her favorite song to herself as she grabbed her phone from the counter, glancing at the screen, expecting the usual notifications.
One new message.
Ken.
"What are you doing right now, my gorgeous?"
A smirk tugged at her lips as she typed back.
"Just got out of the shower. About to get ready for my next post."
The reply came moments later.
"Shit... wish I could see that. Still dripping wet?"
Ayla rolled her hazel eyes, biting back a smile. Of course.
She eyed herself in the foggy mirror. She was glistening, towel snug around her curves, collarbone still beaded with droplets. She looked good, as always. And Ken's words had a way of making her feel hotter.
"You greedy bastard," she replied, snapping a quick mirror pic from the waist up--towel on, cleavage tastefully peeking, one hand in her damp hair while teasingly biting her bottom lip.
"This'll have to do."
But she already knew it wouldn't.
Ken responded right away.
"Goddamn... you're teasing me. C'mon, lose the towel. Let me see that pretty body while it's still wet 😏."
Ayla stared at the message for a long moment, heart racing, her thighs clenching.
She exhaled slowly, her eyes narrowing, lips pursing as she reread Ken's message. The bathroom was still warm and heavy with steam, the air wrapping around her like a second towel. Her hand slid to the knot at her chest. She hesitated for a second, then tugged it loose.
The towel fell onto the floor around her feet.
She stood there, bare and wet, watching her reflection. Her nipples were hard, water still trailing down the curve of her breasts and hips. She brushed her hair back, cheeks blushed, and her thighs pressed together without thinking.
Ayla raised her phone, angling it so it covered her face. The focus was all on her body: the smooth curve of her hips, the soft swell of her breasts, the shaved mound of her pussy. Her other hand cupped one of her tits, giving a playful, suggestive squeeze.
Click.
She checked the photo once, her body fully on display, flawless, soft, provocative, alluring.
She quickly attached a message:
"Exactly how you like it, right? Clean, wet, and waiting 💋."
And hit send. Her stomach fluttered as she stared at the screen, a small, excited smile curving at her lips. She could already picture his reaction.
Later that night, Ayla lay sprawled across her sheets, skin slick with sweat, legs still slightly trembling from the orgasm that had just wrecked her. Her chest heaved in shallow pants, nipples still sensitive. Her fingers twitched beside her, slick with her own release--a deep aching throb lingering between her legs.
Her phone rested near her pillow, its glow faintly cutting through the darkness. The screen was still open to her chat with him, message after message stacked high. There were photos, videos, and voice notes. Dick pics mostly. But not just that. Videos of him stroking himself, slow and heavy, his voice rough and gravelly as he moaned her name. She could still hear it now, still fresh in her mind from the most recent clip.
It turned her on more than she liked to admit, the sound of this mysterious, likely older man hungry for her like a starved animal.
Lately, though, things had shifted.
Ken:
"You ever wonder what it'd be like if I were actually there with you?"
"My hands on your hips, mouth on your neck... cock deep inside your pussy. I know you think about it."
"Come on. Why don't we make this for real? Let's link up. Just once."
Ayla just sat there, leaving the last one unanswered.
She took a deep breath, wiping the sweat from her damp forehead. Her pulse hadn't changed since their recent lewd exchange. Her heart pounded, but not just from arousal. There was a gnawing anxiety crawling up her spine now.
Ken had started pushing this idea more and more lately. Meeting up. Saying it was inevitable. That a connection like this couldn't stay online forever.
But Ayla wasn't sure.
She barely knew who he really was. All she had were dick pics and videos, grainy shots of his lean body, and that husky, older voice made her thighs clench. Every time she asked about his real name, what he looked like, even what type of work he did to afford blowing all that money on her, he'd dodge.
It was like chasing smoke.
But some part of her liked it--the thrill of the unknown. Liked the way he talked to her. Liked how filthy and obsessed he sounded. Liked the feeling of pure desire tangled in their nocturnal exchanges.
But to meet?
That meant stepping out of the comfort of their distant, erotic game. That meant turning fantasy into reality.
Ayla nibbled on her lip; her gaze fixed on the screen. She had no idea what to expect if she went further down this path. Her body was filled with anxiousness and arousal; her mind was spinning from the weight of his carnal want.
All she knew of him was that cock... His big, throbbing, thick cock... His words painted a picture she'd come to crave, but still, he was a ghost, a stranger behind a screen.
He could live in the next city. Or halfway across the country. She had no idea.
And yet... something in her believed him. Or maybe just wanted to.
She knew he could make good on every dirty promise he'd made. She'd felt it in every moan, every word that made her pussy soaking wet.
Her phone buzzed again.
"Come on, all you have to say is yes, Ayla. I'll do all the heavy lifting. You don't have to do a thing."
Her fingers hovered above the keyboard, her pulse pounding in her throat as she contemplated his offer.
He prodded her with another message.
"Come on, baby. You know you want this 😏."
"When's the last time you had a proper fuck?"
Ayla blinked, her chest tightening, her ears burning. She hesitated, but her thumbs moved before her brain caught up.
"Bold of you to assume I'm not getting any."
His reply came instantly.
"Oh, I know you're not."
"Not with the way you beg for me."
She sucked a sharp breath, her cheeks growing a deep red as she bashfully pursed her lips into a line. Her mouth fell open, trying to figure out how to snap back, but she failed to do so. Because he was right, god, he was right.
"Don't get cocky. You know nothing... dummy."
"You practically cum from just my voice. Don't lie."
Ayla clenched her loins, breath shaky.
"Well... maybe I'm just good at faking it."
"Then come test my theory."
He added a smirking emoji, then followed with:
"You want a proper fuck, Ayla. I can give you that. I will give you that. You need this. I know you crave the things I said I'd do to you. You want this big cock inside you, hm? Want me to claim that pussy? I'll treat you so fucking good, baby. Just give me a shot. I promise I won't disappoint."
Her thumbs shook, her cursor blinking back at her like it knew what she really wanted to say.
She bit down on her lip, her breathing shallow as she read his message again... and again. The way he said her name. The way he talked like he already owned her, like her body was just waiting to be claimed.
Her legs shifted, thighs rubbing together. She was already soaked again.
She started typing.
"You're so full of yourself."
Deleted.
"You don't even know me."
Deleted.
Her chest heaved with each inhale, heat rising up her neck.
She tried again.
"You talk a lot of game. What if you can't back it up?"
Sent.
A minute passed. Then another. She almost convinced herself he wouldn't respond until three dots appeared.
"I can back it up. And I will. I thought all those videos I sent would convince you otherwise. But perhaps I'll just have to show you myself. You won't even have to lift a finger, sweetheart. I'll come to you. Give you the dick appointment you deserve."
Another message followed, faster this time.
"You don't need to decide anything tonight. Just think about it. I'll do all the work. All you have to do is say... yes."
Ayla stared at her phone. Her body was buzzing with anxiousness and thrill, her head feeling light from how fast things were moving. She didn't even know his real identity, what he looked like beyond the videos and dick pics, and yet, somehow, it didn't feel like enough of a reason to say no.
She nervously fidgeted, grabbing a pillow and hugging it tightly, her mind racing. Her body ached for something real. It had been months since she'd had sex. She'd been so focused on her social media page. But now, he tempted her with what she desired, needed.
"I-I don't know..."
"I'll make you feel safe. I promise."
"And I'll make you feel good. You deserve that, Ayla."
The words sank deep, stirring something low in her belly. Part of her still screamed wait, be smart, you don't know a thing about this man.
But the other part of her, the part that had spent countless nights soaking her sheets with the sound of his voice and the image of his cock, was louder now.
Ayla lay still, her teeth sinking into her pillow. Her pulse thumped in her ears. After everything they'd done, everything they'd said to each other, things were crossing into the boundary of reality.
She typed slowly, still feeling her way around this tempting proposition.
"You're not some psycho, right? Not gonna kidnap me or... do something fucked up?"
The typing bubble appeared right away. She held her breath.
"No games, Ayla. I swear. No bullshit. I'm not going to hurt you."
"I just want you. The way you've teased me, the way you've begged without even realizing it... I want to give you what you need."
Another message quickly followed before she could respond.
"I'm not a monster. Unless you want me to be 😈."
Her hazel eyes widened with pure lustful desire. It was exactly the kind of cocky, dirty thing he would say--but there was warmth behind it. Like he meant what he said, even underneath the vulgarity.
She blinked at the screen, her thighs subconsciously rubbing together as she took a deep breath and typed back.
"You better not be lying."
"I'm not," he replied. "You'll see."
-
A couple of days passed before they ironed out the details.
It was late, Ayla was in her bathroom doing her nightly facial routine, her hair damp and her skin wet from her recent shower, while her phone lay beside her on the sink. She was on the phone with Ken, making the final arrangements for their clandestine meeting.
"So," he said, his gravelly, mature voice coming from the speaker. "You still up for this?"
She paused only for a second. "Yeah. I mean... I thought we agreed on that a couple of nights ago."
"Good," he said, a low chuckle curling behind his voice. "Because I've already cleared my weekend. I was thinking about Friday afternoon. If I head out early, I could be there by two or three."
"That fast?" Ayla asked, clutching the edge of her sink, her bare feet shifting against the soft bathroom rug. She looked at her phone, stomach churning. "I haven't even told you where I live yet."
"I don't like to wait, baby," Ken replied, a smirk audible in his voice. "But you're right. Let's fix that. Send me your address."
She scooped up her phone, thumbs sweeping over the keyboard as she typed. Her address glowed in the message box. It wasn't like she hadn't thought this through; she had, over and over, in the shower, lying in bed, even mid-conversation with Ken while pretending to stay casual. But now that this would become real, all it would take was one tap...
She took a moment to think, her free hand idly cupping her face, her fingers squeezing her flushed cheeks.
This was it. Once she sent it, there was no undoing it. No pretending this was some dirty game with a faceless stranger. He'd be coming. For her.
Her heart pounded. She hit send.
A few seconds ticked by before the "delivered" status turned to "read."
Ken's voice came through again, that signature cocky tone practically oozing from the speaker.
"Well, I'll be damned. Didn't expect you to be so close. Four hours' drive tops if traffic is light. That's nothing."
Ayla sat at the edge of her bed in her towel, skin still warm and dewy from the shower. Her silky black hair was wrapped up. She held the phone back against her ear, her heart skipping slightly. It was happening. He was actually going to come.
"Oh, well, that's rather... convenient," she said, her voice carrying a hint of nervousness and excitement as she spoke.
"Yup, it's perfect, almost like it was meant to be, sweetheart," he responded amusingly.
Ayla sighed and rolled her eyes, a small smile tugging at her lips. "You okay driving that far?"
"Four hours is nothing if I get to end up balls-deep in a girl like you," Ken replied with a low cackle.
"I'm not just okay with it, I want it. I'm already halfway packed. You've had me on edge for weeks now with those pics and videos. I'm done waiting, I need the real thing."
Ayla stood, pacing slowly across her room, her towel clutched tightly around her chest. "I never said you could jump me the moment you walk in."
"Oh, I know," he said, his voice dropping again, thicker, filthier. "But that doesn't mean you're not going to let me. I've seen the way you've opened up to me, baby. I've heard how breathless you get when I talk. You're ready. You want this just as badly as I do."
"I'm half tempted to drive over right now," he continued. "I'll be so good to you, Ayla. I'll give you what you deserve, and I'll claim what I earned."
Her thighs pressed tightly together slightly. She sat down again and exhaled slowly, staring blankly at her closet door. Her voice came out soft and wary. "Again, just to be sure... you're not some psycho creep, right? You're not going to show up and... like, kill me or chain me to a radiator or something?"
Kent laughed a deep, amused sound from his throat. "Baby, I'm not a psycho. You can trust me. I'm just a man who wants to make good on everything he's promised. You can trust me."
She snorted, despite herself, biting down on her lip.
"Mhm, right... You want me to trust you when you refuse to show me what you look like," Ayla mumbled under her breath.
Ken's voice stayed smooth, but there was a sly undertone when he answered, "You have seen what I look like. Just... not my face."
Ayla rolled her eyes again but didn't say anything right away. She adjusted the towel over her chest, shifting on the edge of her bed as she crossed her legs. He wasn't wrong.
"I think you'll like what you see when we finally meet," he continued confidently. "But I think I'll keep it a surprise."
Ayla scoffed, bouncing her foot in the air as she leaned against her free hand. "You're such a bastard. You better be hot."
"Hmm, but I'm your bastard now, aren't I?" he replied, unbothered.
An audible, exacerbated sigh escaped her lips as she uncrossed her legs and fell back against her mattress. "You're lucky I'm even letting you come."
"I'm lucky, huh?" he murmured. "Can't wait to show you just how grateful I am... every inch of me."
Her pussy quivered as wetness slicked her loins. "Cocky prick."
Ken laughed again, low and pleased. "I know you're eager, baby. Just a few more days."
-
Friday.
Ayla paced through her spotless apartment barefoot, her body dressed in nothing more than a loose, faded tank top with no bra and soft cotton shorts that rode up high with every movement. She kept tugging them down, only for them to slide right back up, especially over her hips. But she didn't change. She liked the way she looked in them. And honestly, she wanted to feel a little exposed today just for the occasion.
Her skin was still warm from her recent shower, fresh and smooth, with a hint of sweet scented lotion clinging to her. Her long black hair was twisted messily with a clip, a few damp strands falling over her cheek as she moved around the space, straightening already straightened things.
She was nervous. And horny. And pissed that Ken had made her wait all week like this.
No sexting. No pictures. Not even any real flirting. His only messages had been clinical and restrained. He said that he wanted it to be unbearable when they finally met, and he wanted her to be squirming and needy for him. She'd called him an asshole of course. A smug, manipulative pervert.
But... he was right. It worked. Worked way too well.
She glanced at her phone again. No new messages. The last text he sent was a while ago, early in the morning, informing her that he's leaving his place.
Ayla sighed and walked to the kitchen, pouring herself a glass of cold water. She sipped, then looked down at her chest--her nipples poked against the thin fabric of her tank top, clearly visible in the light. She rolled her eyes at herself and smirked.
Everything was ready. She'd cleaned obsessively. She scrubbed every inch of her shower. Made sure her sheets were fresh for the inevitable mess they were going to make. Even stocked her fridge a bit, assuming he'd stay a couple of days. Though she wasn't sure yet, since he was still a complete stranger.



She had her nails done the day before. White, neat, and pretty. Her pussy was shaved smooth. Just soft, bare skin. Ken was a real stickler about that. And he made it very clear that they weren't using any protection. Raw or nothing. That alone had made her thighs tense every time she thought about it.
Ayla made sure to follow her birth control routine. She most certainly would not want to get knocked up by a man she hardly knew outside the internet.
She tugged her shorts down again out of habit and walked over to the window. The streets below were quiet, too quiet. Was he almost here? She imagined him--lean, older, confident, driving with one hand on the wheel and the other between his legs, hard, thinking of her. About all the things he'd do to her the second she let him into her home.
Her legs pressed tightly together, and she breathed out slowly.
"Goddamn you, Ken," she muttered.
She walked back to her phone and checked the time. 12:11 PM
Ayla plopped down on the couch, one leg under her. Her tank top shifted, exposing more skin. She didn't bother fixing it. Instead, she just stared at the ceiling and tried to calm her thoughts.
Then, the sudden sharp buzz of her phone snapped Ayla upright.
Her heart jumped.
Ken.
She snatched the phone up with embarrassingly little hesitation, thumb smacking the green icon before she even registered the movement. It was like her body had acted on instinct.
"Hello?"
"Damn," came Ken's deep, amused voice through the speaker. "Didn't even let it ring twice. You that excited to hear from me, baby?"
Ayla's cheeks flared a deep red. She stood up from the couch too quickly and paced toward the kitchen, switching the phone between her hands as she tried to sound casual.
"I was just... near my phone," she mumbled. "Don't flatter yourself."
Ken chuckled low. "Sure. So, where's my welcome party, huh?"
She chewed her lip, glancing at the time on the stove. Her pulse quickened.
"Wait. You're here? Where are you?"
"Woah, calm down, Ayla. I'm almost there," he said. "Maybe twenty minutes, tops. You ready for me, sweetheart?"
Ayla's stomach flipped. She leaned against the counter, biting harder on her lip as she stared out the window.
"No," she replied softly. "Yes. I mean--fuck. Don't say it like that, please."
Ken laughed again. "You're blushing, aren't you?"
"Shut up."
"I'm going to see for myself real soon, heh."
The minutes dragged like hours.
Ayla paced her apartment restlessly, arms folded tightly over her chest, anxiously nibbling on her finger. She kept tugging at her clothes, tugging at her hair, tugging at her nerves.
She was really doing this.
She glanced at the mirror near her door, checking herself again for the twentieth time. Everything was clean, candles lit, subtle music playing in the background to give the illusion that she wasn't completely losing her mind.
The thought hit her hard. She could still back out.
She could just text him something vague, say she wasn't feeling well. Or just call the whole thing off. He was a stranger after all. She didn't owe him anything. But then...
Knock knock.
She froze.
Her breath caught in her throat. Her heart pounded in her chest as she slowly tiptoed toward the door. She peered through the peephole, and--
There he was.
Just like that. Real.
Her body reacted before her mind could catch up. Her stomach fluttered, thighs tensed, and heat bloomed between her legs without warning. She opened the door.
Ken stood casually, an overnight bag slung over his shoulder, just as confident as she'd imagined. Definitely older, late forties maybe, with peppered stubble on his strong jaw and sun-kissed skin. His dark hair was streaked with silver at the temples, styled back lazily like he hadn't even tried. He wore a fitted navy polo that hinted at his lean frame, khaki shorts, and flip flops that somehow didn't kill the mood like they should've. His sunglasses hung from the collar of his shirt, and his smirk was unmistakable.
Ayla's pretty hazel eyes widened. He's a total dilf!
"Hey," he said, voice low and rough, his dark eyes roaming up and down her body with no shame at all.
She was speechless. She just stared, openly.
"Uh, wow..." she finally managed, her breath hitching. "You're... you're actually here."
"And you're even hotter in person," Ken replied, grinning. "Damn, baby."
Ayla didn't know what to say. She blinked, pulse racing, mouth dry. All those weeks, all that teasing and sexting, and now he was standing in her doorway, so real it made her legs tremble.
Ken cocked his head and smiled. "Gonna let me in, sweetheart?"
She quickly nodded and stepped aside, letting him in with an awkward motion that almost looked like a curtsy. Her heart raced as she closed the door behind them, sealing them in together. No going back now.
Ken's eyes wandered casually over the space--the tidy living room, the soft lighting, the faint scent of candles and vanilla in the air. "Hm, nice place," he said, his voice gravelly and smooth.
"Thanks," she murmured, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear as she hovered awkwardly by the door. Her body buzzed from seeing him. It felt so strange and surreal. She glanced at the bag slung over his shoulder. "Um, here, I can take that--your bag. If you want. And... do you want some water?"
Ken turned to her slowly, his smirk easy and amused. "Nervous?"
Ayla let out a dramatic sigh, one hand on her hip. "Obviously."
He chuckled. "I like that. Means you care."
She rolled her eyes, cheeks warm. "Just... sit, okay? I'll get your water."
She disappeared into the kitchen, trying to ignore how self-conscious she felt with every step. She grabbed a bottle from the fridge and returned, handing it to him. Their fingers brushed, and the way he looked at her made her throat tighten.
"So," she said, sitting on the arm of the couch. "How was the trip? Long drive?"
"Not bad," he replied, twisting the cap and taking a long sip. "Traffic was light, music kept me entertained. Kept me thinking about you the whole time, so it went by quick."
She laughed lightly, crossing her arms over her chest, trying not to visibly shiver at how his gaze lingered on her legs. "Yeah, I bet."
There was a pause. Then she looked at him sideways. "Is... Ken, even your real name?"
Ken smirked again, his eyes glinting as she leaned back against the couch. "It is. First name, at least. You'll have to earn the rest."
She raised a brow at that. "Oh? And how exactly am I supposed to do that?"
He gave a low chuckle, his voice thick with suggestion. "Hmm, I think you know how, sweetheart."
She rolled her eyes again, but her stomach fluttered. This was actually happening.
The air between them crackled, heavy with the weight of everything they hadn't said yet. All the dirty texts, the late-night calls, the lewd pictures, the teasing. Now it was real. Ayla stood barely a foot from him, arms crossed loosely under her chest, her cotton shorts tugged high over her thighs, her tank top loose but thin enough to leave nothing to the imagination.
Ken let his eyes drag over her slowly, unabashed. "So..." he began, voice low, "do you like what you see?" He cocked his head slightly. "Is it what you expected?"
Ayla swallowed hard. Her hazel eyes briefly danced over his broad chest, his lean frame, the rough, mature edge to his face. The age showed, but not in a bad way. She bit her lip and gave a small nod. "Yeah," she answered softly. "More or less... you're... handsome for an older guy."
Ken grinned, the kind of grin that said he already knew her answer. "Good," he said, getting up from the couch and stepping closer until she could feel the warmth of his body against hers. "Then maybe we should stop pretending like we're here for small talk."
Her cheeks flushed. She felt hot all over. He was right. The anticipation was unbearable. Now it was time to see if the reality matched the fantasy.
Ayla looked up at him, then reached for his hand, lacing their fingers. "Come on," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. "Let's... not waste any more time."
Ken didn't need to be asked twice. His grip tightened slightly as she led him down the short hallway to her bedroom. Her heart pounded louder with every step, but she didn't stop. Not now. Not after everything that had transpired between them online.
She stepped into her room with Ken close behind, her bare feet silent against the hardwood. She reached back without turning, clicked the lock shut, and let her hand fall from the doorknob as she leaned back against it, her chest rising and falling as she looked at the handsome, older man before her.
Ken's eyes explored slowly across the space--her bed, her mirror, the soft light, the familiar scatter of personal belongings. A slow smirk tugged at his mouth.
"Looks just like it does online," he muttered, low and amused.
Ayla blushed deeply. Her arms crossed loosely beneath her chest as she shifted her weight, suddenly feeling far more exposed than she had all those nights sending him pics from this very place.
She swallowed, voice quieter now. "So... how do you want to start? Fast? Slow?"
Ken didn't answer with words.
He stepped forward without hesitation and grabbed her hips, pulling her against him in one swift motion. Ayla gasped, her hands instinctively flying to his chest for balance, her heart skipping as she felt the heat of his body, the stiff press of his cock through his shorts grinding against her belly.
His eyes locked onto hers--dark, deliberate, and full of desire.
Then he kissed her.
Hard.
Their lips crashed together in a kiss that erased hesitation. No awkward lead-in. No fumbling. Just raw, wet, open-mouthed need. Ayla whimpered softly as his tongue slid into her mouth, claiming hers. Her arms wrapped around his neck, slender fingers curling into his hair, pulling him closer as their lips pressed tight and her back stayed pinned to the door.
The kiss deepened, turned sloppier, louder. Tongues tangled. Their breathing became sharp and uneven as their bodies moved in sync. Ken's hands gripped her hips harder, tugging her against him, and Ayla moaned into his mouth at the friction.
Their lips broke with a wet, heated gasp, parting slowly as thick strands of saliva connected between them. Ayla's breath was heavy as she stared up at him, her lush lips red and slick, her eyes dazed with lust.
Ken still said nothing. He dipped low and began to kiss her neck. It was hungry and open-mouthed, moving down from her jaw to the soft spot below her ear. He sucked gently, then bit, and she moaned aloud, tilting her head to the side for better access.
His rough hands slid down her back, strong and firm, gripping her ass through her thin shorts and squeezing hard, possessive. Then, in one quick, effortless motion, he lifted her off the floor.
Ayla gasped as her legs instinctively wrapped around his waist, her arms looped tight around his neck. She giggled only for the laugh to dissolve into another soft moan as he carried her across the room.
He tossed her onto the bed, and she landed with a rough, playful thud.
Her back hit the mattress, and she bounced once, hair spilling around her shoulders as she looked up at him with wide, hungry eyes. Her legs fell apart naturally, her soft thighs parted slightly by the landing. Ken stood at the edge of the bed, staring down at her like a man on the verge of claiming his prize.
"Hurry up and lose the clothes," she panted, her voice light and demanding.
He was already pulling at his shirt, yanking it over his head in one smooth motion, revealing his toned body. Ayla sat up on her elbows, already peeling her tank top over her body. It slid up and off, exposing her breasts, round, flushed, nipples already stiff with arousal. Ken's eyes dragged over her with a growl caught in his throat.
"Fuck... so perfect..."
Her shorts were the next to go, hastily tugged down her legs and flung about onto the floor. She was in nothing but her soaked, black thong panties now, barely covering the slick heat between her thighs.
Ken shoved his shorts down, boxers with them, and Ayla's gaze dropped immediately, his cock standing thick and hard, throbbing and dripping, just like she remembered from his pics and videos... only bigger. Real.
She bit her bottom lip, thighs needily rubbing together as she stared.
He smiled down at her with a look that sent a shiver straight down to her core. Without a word, he reached down to her legs and hooked his fingers into the waistband of her soaked panties.
"Let's get these off," he murmured, his voice low and laced with hunger.
He slid them down slowly, watching the damp fabric peel from her skin. Her slickness clung to the cotton, glistening in the low light. Once the panties were past her ankles, he tossed them aside and looked down between her legs. He fixated on the soft, bare folds of her freshly shaved pussy, swollen and dripping with arousal.
"Fuck..." he whispered licking his lips. "Even better in person."
He then lowered himself to his knees onto the carpeted floor. Ayla was sprawled on the edge, her hips tilted toward him, legs parted in a soft invitation. Ken settled between her thighs, gripping the backs of her knees and pulling her gently closer, until she was right at the edge of the mattress.
He kissed her inner thighs first, slow and teasing, before finally leaning in and dragging his tongue through her pussy in one long, wet stroke. Ayla cried out, her head falling back against her hands, clutching the sheets as her hips lifted upward toward his mouth.
Ken groaned, the taste of her sweet nectar making his cock twitch. His hands slid under her thighs as he mounted them onto his shoulders, locking her open for him. He leaned in again, burying his face between her legs with a deep, starved exhale.
His tongue moved with purpose, making slow circles around her clit, then flicks, then firm, broad licks upward from her entrance. He sucked softly on her swollen bud, then dipped lower, teasing her soaked opening with slow, deliberate strokes. Ayla moaned louder, her hips rocking against his mouth, her breath shaky and desperate.
"Fuck--oh god," she gasped, her fingers gripping the edge of the mattress now, knuckles white. "Ouuhhhh, Ken!"
He didn't stop. If anything, he only got more focused. He licked her deeper, slower, then faster. He read every sound she made, adjusting with every twitch of her thighs. His tongue circled, teased, then sank deep, his deep, guttural groans making her legs shake.
Ayla writhed on the bed, sweat prickling across her chest, her body trembling as she teetered closer to the edge.
Ken stayed on his knees, steady, devoted, his mouth working her over and over like it was all he'd come for.
Ayla let out a long, sultry moan, the sound catching in her throat as Ken's tongue slid over her again and again. Her thighs quivered around his head, and her back arched slightly off the bed, her breath hitching as the pressure inside her built to its peak.
"O-oh my god," she gasped, her voice breathy and needy. "Y-you're so fucking good..."
Her fingers slid into his hair. She clutched him gently at first, then tighter as her pleasure buzzed through her body. Her white painted nails grazed his scalp, her touch desperate, reverent, as if she were trying to ground herself in the moment as she spiraled out of control.
Ken groaned into her, sucking her clit between his lips and rolling his tongue across it in slow, sensual pulses that sent shocks straight through her core. Her body jerked, and her breath came in short, shaky bursts.
"Ah ah ah... ouuhh... keep going... right there... Nhg... ohhhh."
Her eyes fluttered, then rolled back, her mouth falling agape in a soundless moan as her orgasm tore through her. Her thighs clenched around his head, her fingers fisting his hair, her whole body tensing and quivering as she came against his mouth.
"Ken--fuck!" she cried, her voice breaking as she became undone.
He didn't stop. He kept licking, riding out every twitch, every pulse, cries softened into whimpers. He eagerly slurped up her gushing sweet cream as she quivered against his lips. Once her grip finally loosened in his hair and her breath steadied, only then did he slowly pull back, mouth slathered, eyes dark with satisfaction as he looked up at her flushed, shaking body.
Ayla lay there, panting, hair clinging to her face, legs still parted and shuddering. She looked down at him with half-lidded, dazed eyes, a helpless smile tugging at her lips.
He licked his lips again, savoring the taste of her.
Ken rose from his knees with a satisfied grin, his lips slick with her arousal, eyes heavy with carnal desire, as he climbed onto the bed. Ayla was still panting, her body glowing with the aftershocks of her orgasm.
He leaned over her, voice low and husky near her ear. "You taste so fucking delicious, Ayla."
Ayla shivered.
He took her by the hips and gently pulled her toward the center of the bed, sliding her across the sheets with ease. Her legs opened for him naturally, her skin still sensitive, her pussy glistening. She propped herself up slightly on her elbows, watching him between her parted thighs, dazed but aching.
Ken knelt between her legs and took his cock in hand, thick and dripping with precum. He pressed his tip against her folds and began to rub slowly and teasingly, dragging himself along her wet slit, up and down, letting the head nudge her clit, then slide lower to her soaked entrance before pulling back up again.
Ayla gasped, her eyes fluttering, her thighs twitching at the hot contact. She bit down on her finger, eyes locked on his cock teasing her pussy, so close but not in.
Ken grinned at the sight of her so needy and horny for him. He rubbed against her again, dipping his head just deep enough to give her a taste but not enough to give her what she craved.
"Ken..." she moaned, voice tight. "Stop teasing..."
She looked up at him, eyes glassy, soft lips parted. "Please. Give it to me... I need you inside me."
Ken's breath caught, his cock twitching in his grip. He groaned under his breath, lining himself up. "Alright... I'll give you what you want, baby..."
He gripped his base and guided himself to her awaiting slit. Ayla held her breath, her thighs parting wider. Without a word, he pressed forward.
His thick cockhead pushed past her folds, and then, he slid in.
Ayla's mouth fell open as a long, breathless moan spilled from her lips. Her hazel eyes fluttering shut, her back arching slightly off the bed. The stretch was deep, sudden, overwhelming. He filled her slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried inside her, completely.
They both shuddered.
It was more than just physical. It was the culmination of every filthy word, every late-night tease, every whispered promise through a screen. Now they were finally skin to skin, no barriers, no pretending.
Ken bottomed out inside her, his hip flush against hers, his cock pulsing inside her tight, slick walls. He groaned, his eyes locked on her pretty face, drinking in every twitch of her mouth, every tremble in her thighs.
They stared at each other for a long moment, both breathing heavily, sweat beginning to bead at their temples.
"You're so deep," Ayla whispered, her voice shaky with awe and need.
Ken exhaled hard, barely able to think. "You're so tight..."
Another brief silence hung between them before he leaned down, his body heavy against hers, and captured her lips in a slow, searing kiss. Their tongues met again, this time less frantically. His hips began to move, slow and deliberate, sliding back just enough before sinking into her again with a deep grind that made her moan into his mouth.



Her hands ran over his back, clutching his shoulders as he began to move in a slow rhythm, long deep thrusts that let him feel every inch, every stroke, every second they'd waited for this.
The room was filled with the sounds of wet, rhythmic bodies moving in perfect sync, smacking lips, breathy moans, and the soft creak of the bed beneath them. Every kiss was open-mouthed, messy, and desperate. Ken's tongue tangled with hers, swallowing her gasps as he fucked her with steady, deep strokes, each one landing hard and slow, pressing against her cervix until she cried out.
Ayla's toes curled, her legs wrapped tight around his waist. Her back arched into him, every nerve in her body alive with heat. His cock dragged against every sensitive spot inside her, thick and perfect, pushing her higher with every thrust.
"Ah... Mnnh--fuck," she moaned against his mouth, her voice breaking, her fingers gripping his arms. Her whole body rocked against his, her pussy clenching around his veiny shaft.
He was already better than anyone she'd ever been with. Every stroke knew exactly where to go, how deep to hit, how to make her whimper and melt beneath him.
Ken pulled back just enough to look at her, his weathered, handsome face flushed, jaw clenching as his pace quickened. His hips began to piston into her faster, but still going deep. His cock slammed into her with wet, heavy thrusts, the squelching of their conjoined sexes filled the room.
Her moans pitched higher as her hands flew to the sheets, gripping tight. She was unraveling, loving every second of being utterly filled and taken.
Ken suddenly pulled back, his cock sliding out just enough to make Ayla whimper from the emptiness. He shifted, kneeling upright between her spread thighs, gripping her hips tightly, fingers digging into her soft flesh, and slammed back into her with a force that made her whole body jolt.
"OH! FUCK!"
Ayla cried out as he began to fuck her hard from above, his toned abs tensing, legs flexing with every deep, merciless thrust. Her boobs bounced with the rhythm, her dark hair splayed wildly across the pillows, sweat gleaming on her flushed skin.
"You like that?" Ken grunted, his voice low and rough. "This is what you've been aching for, baby? Huh? All those late nights thinking about my cock... Now you're fucking taking it like the good girl you are."
Ayla writhed beneath him, moaning helplessly, her hands instinctively reaching out for his moist, hairy forearms as he pounded her without mercy. The sound of skin slapping echoed through the room, mixing with their ragged breaths and the desperate, filthy sounds of her wet pussy being fucked raw.
"Y-yes--fuck, Ken! Don't stop!" she cried, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes from the mind-melting pleasure.
He leaned forward, grabbed one of her legs, and hoisted it up over his shoulder, angling her open just a bit more, his cock hitting places she never knew she had, shattering her instantly.
"O-OHHHHH! Holy shit! Mhhnnnhhh! KEN!"
Her back lifted violently off the bed, her toes curled, her mouth open in a strangled scream. Her second orgasm crashed through her like lightning, her pussy spasming around his big cock, milking him as her moans broke into sobs of pleasure.
Ken grunted, deep and guttural, feeling her clench hard around him. Sweat dripping from his jaw, his body slick, the air around them thick and humid with heat, sex, and passion.
"Augh... fucking hell, Ayla. You're trying to suck the life from me."
He growled through clenched teeth, strained by the way she clung to him, the way her pussy squeezed and pulsed around his cock. He couldn't take it, he needed more.
With a sudden surge, he shifted beneath her, gripping her tightly and rolling them over in one swift, fluid motion. Ayla squeaked as her back left the bed, then landing on top of him, legs straddling his hips, his cock still buried deep inside her.
She didn't hesitate.
With her hair clinging to her damp face, her body slick with sweat, Ayla sat up and began to ride him without needing a word. Her ankles pressed to the outside of his thighs as she grounded herself, planting her soft, moist hands against his toned chest for leverage.
She rocked her hips, rolling them in slow, deep circles at first, moaning softly each time he hit that perfect spot inside her. Ken groaned beneath her, his hands roaming greedily, sliding over her plush ass, gripping it, then trailing up to squeeze her tits as they bounced in time with her movements.
"Fuck... look at you," he panted, one hand squishing her soft breast, thumb grazing over her erect nipple. "So goddamn sexy riding my cock. Just how I imagined you would."
Ayla moaned louder, her white nails digging slightly into his sun-kissed skin. Her thighs were shaking, soaked and slick, and her breath came in ragged gasps. Every movement made her more desperate, more unhinged, her eyes wild with pleasure.
Then, with a low growl, he grabbed her wrists and pulled her forward.
She let out a soft moan as her chest collapsed against his, their slick skin pressing together, the heat between them suffocating and delicious. Ken wrapped his arms firmly around her waist, locking her in place as he bent his knees slightly, planting his feet and started thrusting up into her tight cunt.
Hard.
Fast.
"Ouhhhh! Ah ah ah--uh uh uh! Fuck fuck fuck!"
Ayla cried out, her voice jagged and high, each sharp upward slam of his hips punching a gasp from her lungs. His cock drove into her relentlessly, deep and furious, hitting every spot inside her like he was trying to imprint himself there forever.
"Fuck! Ken--oh my god! Y-you're going to make me lose my mind! Hah! Nhg! Ohhhh!" she screamed, her nails clawing at his back, her forehead pressed against his shoulder as her body quaked in his arms.
He groaned against her ear, gritting his teeth, arms flexed around her waist, holding her right where he wanted her.
"You gonna cum for me again?" he growled. "Come on, baby... let me feel it. Cum."
Ayla couldn't speak; she could barely breathe. Her whole body shook as another orgasm tore through her. Her pussy spasmed violently around him once again, her cream slathering his cock as she cried out in his arms, legs shaking, nails digging in.
Ken groaned, breath heavy and body slick with exertion. Still buried deep inside her, he tightened his hold around her, then shifted.
With a fierce grunt, he flipped her again, rolling her onto her back, taking control once more.
Ayla let out a squeal as her legs were suddenly lifted and folded back, her knees pressed near her chest, her bare feet pointed toward the ceiling. Ken gripped behind her thighs, holding her in a tight, deep mating press, his cock plunging into her with brutal, relentless force.
Each thrust slammed into her soaked core, the wet slap of skin-on-skin filling the dim, humid room. Ayla was breathless, her hands gripping the sheets, eyes wide and glazed with pure ecstasy of being utterly dominated.
"Fuck--Ayla," he uttered, his breath labored, sweat dripping from his brow onto her face as he positioned into her faster, hard, more urgent. "I'm gonna gonna--fuck, I'm close--"
"Yes," Ayla moaned, writhing beneath him, her whole body pinned and trembling. "Cum inside me, please--give it to me, Ken, I want it--I need it!"
Her words spurred him over the edge and had his swollen cock aching to claim her once and for all.
With a primal moan, Ken slammed one last time balls deep and held there, his cock twitching hard inside her as his heavy balls tightened, his whole body shuddering as he finally reached his climax.
"HERE IT COMES!" he roared, his muscles tensing from the pleasure. "FUCK! TAKE IT!"
Thick, hot ropes of cum spewed from him, spilling deep into her pussy as she arched her back and moaned, feeling every pulse, every spasm of his release. Her walls clenched around him, milking him for every drop as he emptied himself inside her.
He stayed buried inside Ayla, panting, her legs still pinned back, his body spent from the intensity of their filthy fuck.
Ayla lay there, eyes half-lidded, completely full, claimed by a total stranger she met online. Her hips involuntarily twitched, the sensation of his warmth spreading within her, erotic and satisfying.
Ken slowly loosened his grip on her legs and let her down gently. With a deep exhale, he pulled out, his cock slipping free, wet and slick with their mixed arousal.
Ayla moaned softly at the sensation, her body quaking as his warm seed began to leak from her, slowly, dribbling down onto the sheets beneath her thighs. She lay there, dazed, completely spent, glowing.
Ken rolled onto his back beside her, equally breathless, his skin flushed and sweaty. He reached out and found her hand, lacing their fingers together, the quiet intimacy a sharp contrast to the messy, intense session that had consumed them.
They lay like that for a moment, breathing in sync, their chests rising and falling as they soaked it all in.
Then Ken turned his head and smirked. "So?" he asked, his voice rough, still catching. "Did I live up to your expectations?"
Ayla turned her head slightly to face him, a lazy smile tugging at her lips. "Yes... And then some," she whispered, cheeks still pink and rosy, legs weak. "You definitely weren't lying... God... I can still feel you in my stomach."
They both chuckled, the tension broken by shared laughter as they leaned in and kissed. Though this time it was something warmer, more affectionate.
Ken pulled back slightly and brushed a strand of her damp black hair from her face behind her ear. "Good," he murmured. "Because I'm far from finished."
Ayla blinked, her heart skipping. "You're serious? After all that?"
"Heh, I said I make good on my promises, sweetheart," he said, his grin widening. "We've got all weekend. And I plan to make the most of every second. You're gonna be walking bow-legged by the time I leave."
She bit her lip, nerves fluttering in her stomach. But there was something else, too. Excitement. A spark that burned like she had never felt before, now that the mystery had become real.
"God help me," she said under her breath, giggling as she rested her arm on her forehead.
Ken pulled her close again. "Too late for that."
To be continued...
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Ayla groaned softly as she stirred awake, her lids fluttering against the pillow. Her body felt heavy and tender in places she hadn't remembered being so sensitive in a long time. A deep, dull ache lingered between her thighs, the kind of sore that came with being fucked properly, thoroughly, like her body had been used and claimed until she couldn't take any more.
She shifted under the sheets, the sticky, warm feeling of dried sweat and other nefarious things clung to her inner thighs, making her squirm. She buried her face in her hands with another muffled groan, her cheeks burned even as a tired, satisfied smile tugged at her lips.
God. She'd actually done it. She'd let a stranger ruin her in ways no other man had. But this wasn't just any kind of stranger; it was Ken. The man who had lived only on her phone for weeks, whom she'd traded filthy messages with in the dark, whose face she hadn't even seen until he was standing in her doorway. She let him in. She let him take her apart. Again and again.
She peeked out from behind her hands, blinking blearily at the faint afternoon light filtering through the curtains. She turned her head, expecting to see him next to her, maybe asleep. But the space beside her was empty, the sheets were cool where his body should have been.
A flicker of something uneasy crawled up her spine, but she forced it down, propping herself on one elbow. She reached for her phone on the nightstand, tapping the screen. 1:52 PM.
"Shit..." she murmured to herself, voice hoarse. Her throat felt raw--probably from all the begging and moaning she'd done yesterday and last night.
Ayla placed her phone back down with a small thud and ran her hands down her flushed face and tried to piece together just how they'd managed to fuck an entire day away. It felt almost unreal. Every time she thought they were done, that her body couldn't possibly go another round, Ken would touch her, whisper something in her ear, and she'd melt all over again.
She sank back against the pillows and shifted her legs under the sheets. She could still feel him. The ghost of his delicious cock deep inside her, the heavy stretch, the way he'd held her wrists down and growled in her ear, telling her how good she was, how tight, how she was his.
Ayla squirmed and pressed her thighs tighter together as the memory of the last time they fucked before she passed out crossed her groggy mind. "Fuck..." she breathed out, swiping a few loose strands of her silky black hair from around her face.
She let her tired hazel eyes drift shut for another moment and just listened for any sign of him. The apartment was quiet, too quiet. No shower running. No clatter of dishes in the kitchen. No low chuckle echoed down the hall.
Panic began to set in. Did he just... leave? No note, no message, nothing? Her heart thumped uncomfortably at the thought. She knew this was supposed to be casual, a one-time slip, an indulgence of fantasy. But after everything they'd done, the way he'd looked at her, touched her, praised her, and used her. It felt too real for him to just... ghost her now.
She pushed herself upright, wincing as the sore muscles protested against her movements. She glanced around her bedroom, noting her tank top crumpled on the floor, her phone charger hanging half off the wall, and other things that were left out of place. Her mirror still had some streaks from when he'd pressed her up against it the night before, fucking her so hard she thought she'd crack the glass.
She laughed weakly into her palm, cheeks burning at the memory. "Jesus Christ, Ayla... what the fuck are you doing?"
She swung her legs over the side of the bed and sat there for a moment, letting her head hang as she raked her fingers through her tangled hair. She needed a shower badly as the scent of sex on her skin wafted into her nostrils. But first, she needed to know where the hell he was.
Ayla tugged on the oversized shirt that had been left half-hung on the edge of her bed--one of her favorite comfort shirts with a print of one of her favorite animes, soft and worn, swallowing her perfect frame. It did little to hide the way she winced as she stood upright. Every step reminded her of him, of how he'd ruined her with that big cock of his. Her thighs brushed together and she let out a shaky little laugh, muttering under her breath, "Goddamn you, Ken..."
She padded barefoot out of her room and into the hallway, her walk unsteady, hips giving a faint, sore twinge every few steps. She pressed a palm to the wall for balance, teeth sinking into her lip as she peered down the short corridor toward her living room and kitchen.
Empty.
She turned her head, scanning the couch, the balcony door, and the kitchen counter. No sign of him. No note. No bag. No sound.
A pang of heat and humiliation twisted in her gut. Of course. He probably just dipped. Got what he wanted, blew her back out for an entire day, then left her like every filthy little fantasy turned cliché.
She crossed her arms under her chest, fuming as she leaned her hip against the counter. "Fucking asshole," she hissed under her breath, her voice thick with bitter disappointment. "Seriously, Ayla. What did you expect this to be? You thought this was what... more? Tsk... so much for clearing my whole weekend for him."
Her throat tightened, a mix of frustration and embarrassed laughter bubbling up as she pushed her hand through her hair. It all felt so stupid now. All the teasing, the hours spent sexting, the whispered promises, and the week building up into something bigger than it was. And now he was gone.
Then, the faint metallic click of the door lock turning snapped her out of her spiral. Ayla's head whipped toward the entryway just in time to see the door swing open.
Ken stepped inside with that smug, familiar grin on his handsome, stubbled face. He wore the same shorts from yesterday, but now he paired them with a plain black tee that clung to his lean frame. In his hands were two small grocery bags, one dangling off his wrist, the other balanced on his hip as he pushed the door shut behind him.
"Ah, there you are. Finally awake, I see," he said, his eyes raking over her in the same slow, heated way she'd gotten used to.
Ayla's heart fluttered with a tight, breathless squeeze of relief and excitement she could hardly hide. Her mouth fell open for half a second before she snapped it shut, crossing her arms tighter around herself.
"You--" She swallowed hard, flustered. "You fucking asshole, I thought you dipped on me! I thought you just--" she gestured helplessly at the empty room behind her.
Ken chuckled low, setting the bags on the counter beside her. He leaned in, pressing a slow, unhurried kiss to her temple, his scruff grazing her soft skin. "Relax, sweetheart. I just ran out to grab a few things. I forgot to pack a toothbrush, heh. Didn't think you'd be up before three o'clock, considering how I left you."
Ayla's cheeks burned hot as his words sank in, heat blooming low in her belly despite the frustrated puff of breath that left her lips. She looked down at the bags, some groceries, a bottle of orange juice, a box of pastries, and that toothbrush he'd talked about peeking out from the top. Stupid domestic things that made her chest tighten even more.
"Next time," she muttered, her voice softer as she leaned just slightly into him, "leave a note or something, you creep."
Ken's hand slid around her hip, his thumb brushing the hem of her shirt as he grinned down at her. "Aw, you were that worried I packed up and left?" he teased. "You must really like me."
Ayla scoffed, shaking her head, though she couldn't stop the tiny smile that curled at the corner of her mouth. "Shut up," she replied, voice low. But her pulse thumped with a rush of relief she couldn't hide.
As Ken slightly pulled away, she couldn't help but arch her brow as she looked past his shoulder, then back at the entryway. "I didn't see your overnight bag where you left it yesterday," she added, her voice suspicious, though the softness gave way. "You can see why I thought you just packed up and left."
Ken just smirked, leaning his hip against the counter as he began to unpack the groceries. "Left it in your closet, sweetheart," he said casually, like it was the most normal thing in the world. "Couldn't just leave it there."
Ayla's lush lips parted as she tried to remember. Her memory was a haze of sweat, slick skin, his voice in her ear, and a whole lot of details blurred at the edges. She slowly nodded and dragged one hand through her dark hair as she tried to piece it together. "Right... my closet..." she murmured. Then something clicked. She straightened, blinking hard at him.
"Wait. How the hell did you even get in? I don't remember giving you a key." Her pretty eyes narrowed, hazel irises flashing with mild indignation.
Ken lifted both hands in mock surrender, his grin positively wicked. "Heh, guilty," he responded coolly. "Took the liberty. You were kinda busy... or did you forget you passed out on me?"
Ayla rolled her eyes so hard it almost hurt, her hands bracing tight on her hips as she shook her head again. "Unbelievable. I barely even know you."
The older man just laughed with that deep, low rumble that made her insides curl. He stepped forward once more, and his hand came down to cup her ass through the oversized shirt. He gave her a firm, possessive squeeze that made her breath hitch, then landed a sharp, playful smack that sent a soft yelp tumbling out of her mouth.
"Clearly enough to let me choke you with my cock," he snapped back with a wide, knowing smirk. She glared at him, a deep red rising across her cheeks. She opened her mouth to say something, but her words were stuck in her throat from the sheer embarrassment coursing through her.
"Go on, take a shower, princess. You reek of me," Ken continued, leaning in, his voice lowering as his strong hand slipped under the hem of her shirt to brush her bare hip. "And you're gonna reek of me more again later, so you better get clean while you can."
Ayla sputtered, her cheeks and ears white hot as she shoved lightly at his chest. "You're such a pervert."
Ken chuckled, brushing a quick kiss to her cheek as he turned back to the bags. "Lunch will be ready by the time you're out. Now get going, before I decide you look better right back in that bed, dirty or not."
Ayla shook her head, fighting the little smile pulling at her lips as she backed away toward the hallway, her hips swaying with that still-sore, awkward little shuffle he'd given her. Her eyes were wide as she felt her pussy growing wet once more. She hated what this man was doing to her... but she also loved it.
Steam curled off Ayla's damp skin as she stepped out of the shower, her head wrapped in a towel, her body tingling and fresh after scrubbing away the sticky remnants of yesterday. She stood at the mirror for a moment, her eyes drifting over her reflection. There were faint marks he'd left on her throat, chest, and thighs. A shiver ran down her spine as a gentle ache pulsed between her thighs like a heartbeat.
She padded back to her room, toweling her hair dry before slipping into something comfortable, but skimpy enough to feel a little dangerous. Soft cotton shorts that hugged her hips just right, and a cropped tank that showed the smooth curve of her belly and swell of her breasts. She saw how Ken looked at her when she wore something similar the day before, so she decided to wear it again.
When she wandered back into the kitchen, the smell hit her first--warm and savory. Ken stood at the stove, plates already set out on the island. Eggs, bacon, some toast, and a few cut-up avocados, she definitely didn't remember buying.
"Wow," she said, eyebrows raised as she slid onto the barstool. "So, the creep who breaks into my apartment and spanks me also cooks? You're a Renaissance man, huh?"
Ken glanced over his shoulder, a sly grin on his face as he carried the last plate over and set it in front of her. "Only for you, sweetheart," he replied warmly, though there was a teasing edge. He brushed a kiss to the top of her head, his hand lingering on her shoulder a beat longer than necessary.
Ayla let out an exasperated giggle as she picked up her fork and poked at her eggs. "Okay, I'll give you this one. You're surprising me more and more."
Ken tilted his head to the side, curiously amused. "All good things, I hope?"
A small smile formed on her flushed face as she gave a subtle nod. "Yup."
They ate mostly in comfortable silence, the soft clink of utensils and the occasional hum of Ken's deep chuckle filling the kitchen. Every so often, Ayla's eyes drifted to him, staring at the way his forearms flexed when he cut into his bacon, the relaxed but unmistakably dominant ease he had even now.
Halfway through, curiosity finally won out. She set her fork down and turned her head to him, brow arching. "So... I've been wondering," she started, her voice teasing but laced with real interest. "Where exactly do you get all this money to just... throw at me, huh? You're not secretly scamming old ladies out of their pensions, are you?"
Ken snorted, dabbing the corner of his mouth with a napkin. "Scamming old ladies? Cute. No, baby. I promise it's all mine." He paused, dark eyes flicking to meet hers, not giving much away. "Let's just say I'm well-off enough that spoiling you doesn't put a dent in anything important."
Ayla narrowed her eyes playfully, but there was an inquisitive glint behind them. "So, what, do you have a trust fund? Secret mafia daddy? Are you gonna tell me or am I just supposed to keep guessing until I'm right?"
Ken only shrugged, with an amused smirk. "Let's just say I make good investments. Been working for myself for a long time." He leaned back in his chair, arms folded loosely across his chest as he gazed over her again, from her messy dark hair down to the way her shorts rode high on her thighs. "And you're one of the better investments I've made."
Ayla made a face, cheeks warm despite her scoff. "Ugh. That's so gross. You can't just say stuff like that with a straight face. I'm more than just an object, you know."
He laughed. "I can, and I just did." He reached out, his fingers brushing the inside of her knee, squeezing lightly. "But you're no object to me, princess. You're just a girl who deserves the world."
Ayla sucked in a breath and clenched her thighs under the table as she rested a hand over his, her face a deep red as she processed his words. "Hmm, I hope I'm the only girl you're spoiling."
Ken squeezed harder, his hands sliding lower as he smoothly replied, "One and only."
They finished up slowly, the last few bites eaten with playful little looks exchanged between them. Ayla licked a crumb of toast from her fingertip and shot him a look when he smirked at her mouth--that same knowing grin that said he was already thinking about using it again. She rolled her eyes, but her thighs pressed together under the table all the same.
When the plates were scraped clean, she shooed him away from the sink with a mock glare. "I'll do it," she said, nudging him with her hip. "You already cooked. I would be a horrible host, having my guest do everything. It's the least I can do."
Ken just hummed behind her, leaning back against the counter with his arms crossed as he watched her rinse off the plates. She could feel his eyes on her--the slow way they dragged up her bare legs to the hem of her shorts, the lazy way they lingered on the soft curve of her back when she bent over to stack a dish.
She should've known better than to turn her back on him for too long.
Ayla squeaked when she felt him close in behind her, his big hands bracing on the edge of the sink on either side of her hips, caging her in. Her stomach fluttered when she felt the heat of his body press against her ass, his hard bulge grinding slow, deliberate circles against her through his shorts.
"Ohh... Ken..." she breathed, her voice low, half-scolding, half-wanting. She bit her bottom lip when he rutted against her again, the friction sending a ripple of heat straight down her thighs. "Mmm... you're such a horny dog. I'm still sore, you ass."
"Good," he murmured roughly. "You'll get used to it."
He kissed her shoulder teasingly, then dropped to his knees so fast she didn't even have time to twist around. She gasped when his fingers hooked into the waistband of her shorts, tugging them down past her hips in one swift motion.
"No panties, huh?" His tone was low, filthy, and pleased as her shorts pooled around her ankles. He spread her thighs apart with his hands, his broad palms warm and rough against her tender skin. "God, you naughty girl... you're asking for it."
"Ken--" Ayla's protest died on her tongue when his mouth pressed between her plush cheeks, a hot, open-mouthed kiss that made her entire body jerk. She braced her wet hands on the counter, her breath catching as she felt his tongue drag through her slick folds, slow and heavy.
"Fuck--oh god..." she whimpered, her head falling forward as her mouth parted to let long, sultry moans escape from deep within her. His tongue felt too good, licking over her swollen pussy like he owned it. Like he hadn't already spent the entire day before showing her exactly that.
Ken groaned against her, the low, hungry sound vibrating through her core as he licked deeper, his hands tightening around her thighs to keep her spread and helpless for him. His tongue flicked her clit, then circled it in slow, lazy spirals that made her knees tremble.
Ayla's white painted nails scraped against the edge of the sink, her soft gasps echoing around the kitchen as she rocked back against his mouth instinctively. "Fuck--Ken--baby, hah... oh my god--"
He didn't answer, didn't let up, he just remained buried between her thighs, devouring her like a meal he couldn't bear to leave unfinished. The faint clatter of dishes and the warm sunlight pouring through the window only made it feel more obscene. Her moans fueled Ken to eat her out more deeply, salaciously, not caring one bit that she was still tender.
And god, she didn't care if her body was aching with soreness. Not with his tongue moving like that, pulling her open, making her needy and horny all over again for something she couldn't resist.
Ken groaned against her, the sound sending a fresh shiver up Ayla's spine as he buried his face deeper. His hands spread her wide, and he pressed his thumbs gently into the soft curve of her ass, keeping her steady when her knees threatened to buckle.
His tongue moved with maddening purpose, giving her long, slow drags up her slick folds, then sharp flicks over her sensitive bud that made her hips twitch uncontrollably. He pulled back just enough to breathe out a rough, hungry laugh against her flushed skin.
"Fuck... you taste so sweet, baby. Can't get enough of this pussy," he rasped, giving her cheek a playful bite that made her squeak.
Ayla's slender fingers curled tightly around the edge of the sink as her legs trembled. She gasped when he pushed his tongue lower, dipping inside her, fucking her with slow, deep strokes that made her thighs quiver.
"Oh--oh my... K-Ken... Hah... Ouuhhhh--hmmm--" she whimpered, her voice breaking on a moan that encouraged Ken to press on. Her head hung low as her tongue lazily lolled from her lips, her glazed hazel eyes fluttered as her toes curled against the cold tile. She rocked back to meet each thrust of his tongue, desperately trying to feel him go deeper into her needy pussy.
It was so filthy. The wet sounds of him lapping at her, the way his low groans vibrated straight to her core. Every flick, every swirl, every deep stroke of his tongue made her walls clench.



"Fuck--right there--don't stop. Deeper, Ken... deeper," she panted, her hips grinding helplessly back into his mouth, eyes squeezed shut as pleasure coiled tight in her belly. Her toes flexed and curled harder, while her thighs trembled with each wave of heat that rolled through her.
Ken's growl turned rougher when he felt her tighten around his tongue. He grabbed her ass harder, fingers digging into her soft skin, holding her open and steady for him to devour her sweet nectar. His tongue worked her relentlessly now, thrusting deeper, then curling into her most sensitive spots, which caused her to gasp and moan louder while her desperate cries echoed off the apartment walls.
"Ken--fuck fuck fuck! Ouhhh... ah ah... uh uh uh... hmmm... yes!" Ayla uttered, her voice high and strained, her legs shuddered uncontrollably. Her knees nearly gave out when the heat inside her finally snapped, and pure pleasure crashed through her like a tidal wave.
She came with a sharp, helpless cry, and her hips jerked as her pussy pulsed around his tongue. He didn't stop, however. He licked through every tremor, every gasp and ragged moan, his low, satisfied groan muffled by her creaming cunt.
Ayla fell forward, her dark hair falling around her face as she sucked in shaky breaths, her entire body humming from the aftershocks. She could barely stay standing; her bare feet jittered against the floor, and her legs twitched in strong, momentary waves as Ken pulled back, his mouth and chin glistening with her release.
"Good girl, he murmured, his voice thick with praise and satisfaction as he pressed a soft kiss to the back of her thigh. "So fucking sweet for me. Could've had you for breakfast, princess."
Ayla just whimpered, her legs shaking so badly she thought they might give out any second. But god, she didn't care. Not when he made her feel like that. Not when he was still looking at her like she was the only thing in the world worth tasting.
He pulled back just enough to look up at her, his dark eyes gleaming with that wicked, hungry edge that made her knees weak all over again. He dragged the back of his hand across his mouth, then ran his tongue slowly over his lips, tasting every last bit of her.
Ayla looked over her shoulder, locking eyes with him. The way he stared at her like he utterly owned her made her stomach all tight and fluttery with excitement, and gratified.
Then--smack. His hand landed on her ass, a sharp, possessive swat that made her yelp and clutch the sink even tighter. "Eep!"
"Finish up here, baby," he said with a low, commanding tone as he stood, towering over her again. He gave her hip a rough squeeze, his thumb brushing just under the curve of her cheek. "Then get your pretty ass back in bed. We've got another long day ahead of us."
Ayla swallowed, her pretty eyes wide and dazed as she twisted to face him. She felt the rush of heat bloom between her thighs all over again, her skin flushed, her breath shaky. She nodded, small and obedient, her voice a whisper. "Y-yeah... okay."
Ken smirked at her, brushing one more fleeting kiss to her temple before he turned and strolled off toward the bedroom as if he owned the place.
Ayla let out a soft laugh, her legs still weak as she forced herself to stand upright. She reached for the sponge; her hands were still damp from before, and she rushed to finish rinsing the last plate. Her heart pounded in her chest, her pussy still pulsing with every tiny movement.
She didn't even bother to pull her shorts back up. They lay abandoned around her ankles where he'd left them. She just stepped out of them, naked from the waist down, cheeks burning and loins slick as she cleaned up the sink as quickly as she could.
Every second that ticked by sent a thrill through her. The thought of him waiting for her, sprawled out on her soiled bed, probably rock hard, was so damn arousing. She never felt so horny in her life.
As she wiped her hands dry, Ayla bit her lip around a nervously excited grin, then she turned on her heel, bending down to pick up her shorts before padding down the hall--her heart racing for what came next.
-
Ayla's knees dug into the soft carpet as she settled between his spread thighs, the fuzzy surface warm against her bare skin. She'd shed the last of what little clothes she had on the second she entered the room, her silky black hair falling loose around her shoulders, messy strands across her pretty face. She tucked her feet under her and pressed her thighs together as she leaned in, her breath hot against his hard, thick cock.
Ken sat on the edge of the bed, leaning back just enough to get a perfect view of her in the tall closet mirror. From where he sat, he could see everything--the soft curve of her spine, the way her ass dipped into that pretty arch as she leaned forward, the dark tumble of her hair falling over her shoulders and back as she bobbed her head over his cock.
His hand was tangled in her locks, guiding her pace with slow, possessive tugs. He could feel her moans humming through him every time she pulled back to swirl her tongue around his swollen head before taking him deep again, wetter, sloppier, like she wanted to choke herself on it.
"Fuck, baby... look at you," Ken rasped, his voice rough with hunger as his eyes flicked from the mirror to the top of her bowed head. He tugged her hair back just enough so he could watch her soft lips stretch around him, spit glistening at the corners of her mouth. "Such a good little slut."
Ayla's hazel eyes fluttered open, glassy and wide as she looked up at him through her lashes. Her cheeks were flushed, and her throat worked to swallow him deeper. He watched the muscles of her back shift in the reflection, the subtle flex of her shoulders as she braced her hands on his toned thighs for balance.
When she pulled back, a string of spit connected her lips to the tip of his throbbing cock. She moaned softly, letting his head rest heavy on her tongue, her breath coming in hot, shaky pants that fanned the base of his stomach.
"Augh... fuck... that's it, princess... go deeper for me."
Ken groaned, his hips giving a slow, controlled thrust that pushed him past her lips again, making her choke and whimper around his thick length. He nibbled on his bottom lip, watching the filthy, beautiful sight of her flushed and needy, naked on the floor, working him over like she was made for it.
"Shit... you're gonna suck the soul outta me, baby," he growled with an amused smirk, his hand tightening in her hair as he held her there, his cock buried deep in her mouth. "So fucking pretty... Fuuuuuck."
Ayla let out another muffled moan, her toes curling into the carpet as she forced herself to hold his gaze, half-lidded, ruined, and loving every second of it.
Ken's thighs trembled, his stomach becoming taut as he fought the urge to lose control and blow right into her perfect wet mouth. His breath came in ragged, heavy gasps that rolled into low growls that made her shiver. His cock pulsed against her tongue, thick and swollen, filling her mouth until drool spilled from the corners of her lips and dripped down her chin.
"Augh... Goddamn..." he rasped, his jaw clenching as he looked down at her. "You're such a good fucking girl... My perfect little slut. Look at you..." His thumb brushed her damp cheek as his lips curled into a satisfied, hungry grin.
Ayla gagged softly when he pushed his cock into her a little deeper, her throat tightening around him. A guttural groan escaped his throat as he buried himself to the hilt, her soft lips grazing his base. Her pretty eyes watered, but she never broke his gaze; the slick mess only made her look more desperate, more needy. Her white painted nails dug into his thighs as she skillfully bobbed, pulling back just enough to suck hard on his leaking head before sliding down again.
Ken tightened his grip in her hair, but instead of holding her down, he tugged her back with a ragged grunt. Ayla gasped when his cock slipped from her lips, spit trailing down her chin as she blinked up at him, dazed and ruined.
"Fuck," he panted, his chest heaving, "as much as I wanna empty my load down your throat, I need to feel your pussy instead."
Before she could respond, he had her by the arms, picking her up effortlessly to her feet. Ayla let out a soft squeal, half-protest, half-thrill, her legs wobbling as he spun her around. His hands roamed her waist and hips greedily, feeling out her soft curves until he bent her forward over the edge of the bed.
Her cheek pressed into the sheets, her ass in the air, pussy wet and ready for him, her thighs slick, and her folds glistened in the light filtering through the blinds.
Ken's breath deepened as he stood behind her, his cock heavy in his fist as he stroked himself and lined his tip against her entrance. "Goddamn, princess," he muttered lowly. "You're dripping for me."
Ayla whimpered, her fingers clutching the sheets tight as she squirmed against the blunt press of his cockhead against her needy slit. "Hmm... Ken..." she purred, her voice shaky and pleading.
He smirked as he placed one hand against her back, the other still firmly on her hip, and pinned her into the mattress. "Yeah, sweetheart," he growled. "I'm gonna stretch this tight little pussy until I make you feel me for days."
Then he pushed.
His thick head spread her open slowly, deliciously, her wetness sucking him inch by inch until Ayla's mouth parted to emit a sharp, breathless cry. Her body tensed, then melted, and her toes curled into the carpet as her walls clamped down around him.
"Fuuuck," Ken groaned, his hips pressing flush against her ass. "Still so tight for me."
Ayla's eyes squeezed shut, her lashes wet as she moaned into the sheets, every nerve alight with the deep stretch inside her. "Ouuuhh... Ah--so deep," she gasped, her nails clawing at the bed as he bottomed out, buried to the hilt.
Ken held still for a moment, savoring the way her pussy gripped him, then pulled back slowly, almost teasingly, before slamming back in with a sharp thrust that made her yelp. His pace picked up quickly, hips snapping against her ass with a heavy slap; the lewd sounds echoed through her room with each thrust.
Her body rocked forward with every push, her breasts were pressed into the mattress, her voice breaking into shameless, hungry moans. "Ken! Ah ah ah--uh uh uh! Hm! Fuck!"
He snarled low in his throat and pounded into her harder, each thrust making the bed creak under them. "That's it, princess," he grunted, his voice thick with lust. "Scream my name. Let your neighbors hear who's wrecking this pussy."
Ayla could barely think; her body shuddered against his rutting, and every sharp thrust pushed her closer to the edge. The sex was just as good as the night before, and she wasn't sure if she wanted to beg him to slow down or never to stop.
Ken's hand cracked against her ass; the sharp, sudden smack made her jolt with a squeal that broke into a moan. The sting made her skin light on fire, and she turned her head just enough to glance back at him. Their eyes locked, her hazel orbs glassy and needy, and her lush, pink lips parted as more breathy moans escaped from her mouth. He looked on, a crooked grin stretching across his face as he saw how she was falling apart before him.
Her ankles crossed tight as he drove deeper, every thrust sinking deliciously to the hilt, his cock stretching her so full she could hardly breathe. The angle forced her open, legs twitching as her body rocked with every heavy slap of his hips against her ass.
"Yeah... that's it, baby," Ken growled, licking his lips. "So fucking desperate for it. You love this dick, don't you?"
"Yes--fuck, yes!" Ayla cried out, her fingers clawing at the sheets. Her voice cracked as he bottomed out again, the pressure hitting deep, right where she needed it. "I love it, I fucking love it--oh my god! Mhhhm!"
Ken's grip on her waist tightened, pulling her back onto him harder, forcing her to take every inch. "That's right, you love this dick," he rasped, leaning over, his breath hot against her ear. "Knew you were just waiting for someone like me to give you what you deserve. You're mine now, princess. Say it."
Her eyes squeezed shut, and her voice spilled out in broken gasps between thrusts. "Yours! I'm yours, Ken--fuck, I can't--"
Her hot walls fluttered desperately around him, the heat in her belly coiling tighter with every thrust and filthy word that spilled from his lips.
"That's it, Ayla," Ken groaned, snapping his hips harder, spanking her again just to hear that sweet, shameless moan. "Cum on this cock. Make a mess for me, baby."
The command broke her. Ayla's back arched, her cry muffled in the sheets as her pussy clamped tight around him. Her whole body shook, trembling with the force of her orgasm, her thighs quivering, her ankles locked together as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.
Ken growled her name through clenched teeth, fucking her through it, relentless until her moans turned into whimpers and her body went limp against the mattress. He didn't let up, holding her hips firmly, savoring the way she milked him, hot, tight, and dripping with her sweet cream.
When her voice finally broke into a shaky laugh, muffled into the sheets, she twisted her head enough to meet his eyes again, flushed and ruined, but smiling. "You're... such an asshole," she breathed out, half-choked, half-blissful.
Ken smirked, dragging his hand down her back, then giving her ass a possessive squeeze. "Yeah," he murmured, pulling her tight against him. "But you fucking love it."
Ayla let out a breathless laugh, rolling her eyes as he dragged her up the bed with him. The sheets bunched under her, her hair fanning out messily against the pillows as Ken loomed over her. He spread her thighs apart with ease, his cock sliding against her soaked folds before he pushed back inside.
She gasped, letting out a long, sultry moan as he bottomed out again, filling her so completely that her legs wrapped tight around his waist on instinct. "Ohhhh, fuck--Ken..." she whined, her head falling back, hazel eyes already glazed with lust.
His mouth crashed against hers, hot and messy; their tongues tangled as he drove into her faster, deeper, the bed frame rattling with each thrust. Their kiss turned sloppy, broken by her moans as she clawed at his back. Her nails dragged across his skin, leaving faint, burning trails as he buried himself again and again.
Ken groaned into her mouth, then dipped lower, his scruff grazing her soft skin as he nuzzled into the crook of her neck. His hot breath spilled against her ear as he muttered, "Fuck, this pussy's mine. You feel that? You're fucking mine, Ayla."
Her eyes rolled back, her body writhing beneath him, every thrust hitting so deep it made her toes curl. "Yes--yes, this pussy is yours! Ah! I can feel you in my stomach. Ha--ouhhhh!"
The wet slap of his heavy balls smacking against her ass filled the room, the rhythm unrelenting as his pace quickened. Ken's jaw tightened, and his grunts became low and guttural as his body hovered above hers. She felt him swell inside her; his thrusts turning erratic as his climax approached rapidly, the pressure becoming unbearable.
With a sharp grunt, Ken slammed deep and held there; his cock twitched as he spilled his hot, heavy load inside her. His heavy balls contracted tight against her cheeks, pulse after pulse filling her to the brim until it overflowed.
Ayla's nails dug deep into his back, her body arching against him as she shuddered, another wave of pleasure washing over her from the heat of him cumming inside her once more. Her moans melted into soft whimpers, while her legs trembled around his waist as he stayed buried, grinding into her as if he couldn't let go.
For a long moment, neither of them moved. They just remained still, their heavy breaths tangling, their sweaty, sticky skin pressed together tightly, and her hazel eyes were half-lidded and dazed.
"Fuck..." Ken muttered hoarsely against her neck, giving her cheek a gentle kiss. "You got me addicted, sweetheart. Might need to stay the whole week for this."
Ayla let out a weak laugh, still catching her breath, her fingers tracing the red marks she'd left on his back. "You talk too much," she whispered, her voice shaky but warm.
-
Some time later, Ayla lay on her side, her face glowing in a soft light from her phone. The sheets were tangled around her waist, her bare shoulders exposed, and her skin still warm from the hours they'd spent on each other. Ken was behind her, his arm slung over her stomach as he pulled her close, his chest pressed against her back. He buried his face into her hair, breathing in her sweet scent with a quiet, satisfied groan.
She scrolled lazily through her camera roll, thumb flicking over photo after photo: some teasing mirror shots, staged angles, and a few teasing cosplays she kept tucked away for special posts. Her lips pursed in thought, wondering which one to post.
Ken's voice rumbled low against her ear, warm and lazy. "So... are there any secret photos I haven't seen yet? Something you've been holding back from me?"
Ayla rolled her glossy hazel eyes, though a faint smile tugged at the corner of her lips.
"Are you seriously asking me that?" she muttered, giving him a brief, bemused glance behind her shoulder.
He chuckled and nuzzled closer, his lips brushing her shoulder. "What? Just curious if you're saving any more surprises for me."
She snorted softly, shifting back to her phone and trying not to let her cheeks burn. "You're a greedy man. I literally let you fuck me, and you still want more."
"Damn right," Ken responded, pressing a kiss into her dark curls. His hand slid lower, brushing over her stomach and teasing at the sheets as though ready to start trouble again. "You love the attention I give you. Don't lie."
Ayla bit her lip, hiding her grin as she scrolled past a particularly dirty mirror pic she'd never posted, one she'd only sent to him. Her thumb hovered, then quickly swiped past it before he could peek.
"Uh-huh," Ken drawled, catching the flicker of hesitation. "That little skip was suspicious. What'd you just hide from me, princess?"
"Nothing you haven't seen already, Ken," she said quickly, laughing under her breath.
Ken's hand tightened on her hip, pulling her snug against him as he growled playfully in her ear, "I'll get it out of you eventually. You know I always do."
-
Ayla took one last glance in the mirror, smoothing the front of her plaid dress before slipping on her shoes. She wore a simple brown plaid pinafore dress layered over a cream blouse with a rounded collar, paired with her clean white sneakers. Her silky black hair framed her face in soft waves, the faint shine of lip gloss finishing the look. She lingered a moment longer than she needed to, nerves twisting in her stomach, then finally opened the bedroom door.
Ken was waiting in the living room, leaning against the counter with one hand tucked into the pocket of his slacks. The fitted polo he wore hugged his toned frame just right, the fabric stretched across his chest and shoulders in a way that made it clear he didn't wear anything cheap. He looked good, confident, relaxed, like he owned the space. And he definitely radiated that hot DILF aura she was attracted to. His dark eyes flicked up the second she appeared.
"Took you long enough, princess," he teased, that cocky grin curling his mouth.
Ayla gave a soft roll of her eyes, her sneakers squeaking across the hardwood as she walked out. "I'm kinda limping around, thanks to you," she muttered, her cheeks warming at the admission.
Ken chuckled lowly as his gaze swept down her figure. He let out a low whistle. "Mm. Worth the wait."



She shifted, adjusting the strap of her bag on her shoulder and trying not to fidget under his stare. "So?" she asked, lifting her chin, trying to act cool even as the heat crept into her face. "Do you like it?"
Ken pushed off the counter, closing the distance until his hands found her hips, pulling her close. "I don't just like it," he murmured, his voice rough at the edges. "I fucking love it. As stylish as ever, Ayla."
Her blush deepened, her lips twitching despite herself. She swatted lightly on his arm as she moved toward the door. "You're impossible," she muttered, though it lacked any sharpness.
He grinned wider. "And yet here you are, dressed up for little old me."
Ayla exhaled, her hazel eyes narrowing as she tilted her head at him. "Still not sure what you're up to with this whole... dinner thing," she admitted. "I mean, you drag me out of bed, make me dress up, and now you want to wine and dine with me? What's the catch?"
Ken's smirk softened into something steadier. He walked back over to her and cupped her face, thumb brushing over her cheek. "No catch," he said simply. "I just want to take you out. Treat my lady the way she deserves to be treated."
Her heart skipped at that, the words slipping into her chest like a hook she hadn't prepared for. She scoffed quickly, trying to hide the sudden warmth blooming under her skin. "Your lady, huh?"
"Mm-hm." He nodded once, firm and certain, like there was nothing left to debate. "That's what you are now, no?"
Ayla rolled her eyes again, but her lips curved into another smile. "You can't just... decide that. What if I want to take things... slow?"
Ken leaned closer, brushing his nose lightly against her temple as he whispered, "Slow? A bit too late for that, isn't it?"
She shook her head, flustered and grinning uncontrollably, caught between skepticism and the flutter of excitement in her chest she couldn't deny. What is this man doing to me?
Dinner had been nice, nicer than expected. The restaurant was warm and low-lit, the kind of place Ayla usually only saw on her phone when her friends posted about anniversaries or big nights out. Ken, per usual, spoiled her, allowing her to get whatever she wanted, regardless of the price. She'd tried to argue at first, but he waved her off with that easy grin of his, ordering drinks and dessert on top of it all. It felt... strange. Comfortable, almost as if she sat across from him in the booth while they ate and talked.
Afterward, they wandered through the mall, not really looking for anything, just moving together with the flow of the evening crowds. Ayla's sneakers squeaked faintly on the tile, and her dress brushed against her thighs with every step. She kept her arms close at her sides, but they still walked close enough that their hands would brush every so often. Every time it happened, her chest tightened, though she tried not to show it.
The third time it happened, Ken just reached down and laced his fingers through hers, holding her hand like it was the easiest thing in the world.
Ayla stiffened, glancing up at him in surprise. "Ken..." she whispered, unsure if she meant it was a protest.
He smirked down at her, calm as ever. "Relax. It's just a hand."
Her lips pressed together, but she didn't pull away. His grip was steady, warm, and grounding in a way that made her head spin. She turned her eyes forward, cheeks searing hot. It had been a while since she'd been this intimate with someone.
She'd never thought she'd be here, walking hand in hand with him like some couple on a casual night out. Just weeks ago, he was only a faceless name on her screen, her shameless online perv that would shower her with generous tips. And now...
Her fingers squeezed his a little tighter before she could stop herself.
Ken noticed, of course. When she risked a glance at him, that cooked grin was already waiting for her.
Ayla huffed softly, rolling her eyes as a pink blush rose in her cheeks. "You're enjoying this way too much," she muttered, though her hand remained with his.
Ken chuckled proudly, raising and kissing the back of her hand gently. "Of course, I am. Who wouldn't like spending this fine evening with a pretty lady like you?"
She just stared at him, unsure how to respond, though her heart couldn't help but flutter in her chest. She gave a faint smile, accepting the compliment before shifting her attention elsewhere. "You really know how to make a girl blush," she said quietly, leaning into him a bit more.
Ken just hummed warmly, guiding them through the crowd and onto the next destination so that he could spoil her rotten once more.
To be continued...
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Odyssey of Hannah & Laena Ch. 08
Life for Lewis was going well. Things with Hannah and Laena were great. Though Lewis still had a hard time wrapping his head around being in an unconventional relationship. He was really into them, and they were equally into him. But juggling two women, especially ones with high libidos, proved to be a challenge of its own. There were plenty of sleepless nights, and he barely had any time to himself since Hannah and Laena spent most of their time in his apartment, or had him stay at theirs. Nonetheless, he was happy about where he was.
Eventually, Lewis managed to put his foot down and get them into a healthier sex life. Of course, the girls weren't exactly happy to hear about it. Hannah whined nearly all day when he broke it to them, and Laena gave him the silent treatment. It wasn't ideal for him since he didn't like them being upset, but it had to be done, and they got over it in about a day after they had some time to cool off.
It had been a good few months since they started seeing each other, but Lewis wasn't sure how to label their relationship. He didn't want to assume he was dating them, so he said to himself they were friends with benefits. Albeit they acted like anything but that.
Lewis began to get restless thinking about it. Every time he was with Hannah and Laena, he was just happier and more fulfilled. He never liked dancing around the line of fuck buddies. He was a man of commitment, and he wanted to commit to them. But having two girlfriends? It was a strange concept. Such a decision would have so many implications about how it would interlace into his life. Especially with his family, since they were always the more traditional types. It gave him shivers at the mere thought of breaking the news to his mother, and even more trepidation over a conversation with his sister.
But as many doubts as he had, he still wanted them. And he was planning to make things official soon.
-
"How about these?" Ashley asked, pointing at some gold rings laid out in a glass display.
Lewis flicked his attention to her and glanced over her shoulder at the assortment of jewelry. He had no idea what kind of things women liked, and Ashley was more than happy to volunteer her expertise.
"Hm, I don't know. Seems a bit much, no?" Lewis murmured, his voice unsure as he carefully rubbed his chin. He scrutinized the rings. His dark eyes narrowed, not liking how lavished they seemed with their various gems and intricate engravings. He knew that Hannah and Laena wouldn't want anything super expensive. He thought the symbolism was more important than anything, and he was certain the girls did too.
Ashley just nodded in agreement after taking another look at the display, and they continued browsing around the jewelry shop. As they explored, an older woman approached them, one of the employees.
"Good afternoon, do you two need any help?" the woman kindly asked, her hands neatly folded at her legs.
"Oh, we're just looking for something..." Lewis mumbled after giving the lady an acknowledging glance, while he bent over another display.
"Ah, anything in particular that catches your eye?" the woman continued with a polite smile. "If you have anything in mind, I'm sure I can find you something."
Lewis slowly straightened out and turned to the lady. "Yeah, that would be nice, actually," he replied gratefully. "Do you have anything simple? Just something more symbolic rather than flashy?"
The woman chewed the inside of her cheek as she rubbed her jaw in thought. "Hmm, I think I may have something you'd like. Please, if you would be so kind as to follow me."
Lewis and Ashley followed her across the shop to a set of displays near the corner of the space. There were rows of simple gold and silver necklaces, bracelets, and rings. He scanned them closely, leaning closer to the glass.
"Ohhh, these are really pretty, don't you think, Lewis?" Ashley said as she shuffled next to him to get a look for herself, pressing her finger against the glass at a particular set of necklaces. "I think that Hannah and Laena might like some of these."
Lewis's eyes followed her finger and observed the necklaces closely. "Not bad..." he trailed off, still unsure. He looked a little harder for a second, and his attention eventually landed on a pair of rose gold rings. A small, satisfied smile curled at his lips, finding exactly what he was looking for.
"Excuse me," Lewis said to the lady. "Could I get these rings over here?"
"Of course!" She smiled and nodded, walking over to the display. As she reached inside for the rings, she paused for a moment. "Which one did you want? Your choice, sir," she asked, curious as to why he needed both.
"I'll actually be taking both." He didn't bother explaining; it wasn't really her business anyway. The lady just nodded in agreement; she wasn't going to argue with him.
Ashley nosily looked over Lewis's shoulder, her eyes catching a glance at what he chose. "Oh wow, Lewis! What a good eye, I think Hannah and Laena will love those!" she gushed with a wide, cheerful smile.
The lady carefully took the rings to the table behind her and packaged them neatly in their own separate black boxes before slipping them into a nice pink shopping bag with the jewelry shop's logo engraved on it.
While Lewis was at the register, Ashley kept lingering around the displays, eyeing the pretty rings and earrings that caught her eye. She glanced back at Lewis, a faint glint of jealousy in her eyes. She couldn't help but feel envious. A man going out of his way to spoil his lover, or in this case, lovers. Who wouldn't?
The lady slid the bag across the counter and offered a delightful smile. "Thank you for your business, sir," she said with a grateful bow of her head. "Hope you have a wonderful day!"
"Thank you," Lewis said simply with a small nod as he grabbed the bag. He called out towards Ashley, who was bent over a display, infatuated. "Ashley, time to go." She let out a small squeak and jerked up, hastily following his lead out the door.
They walked out into the parking lot towards his car. "I appreciate you coming and helping me out," Lewis said as he glanced over at her.
Ashley looked up at him, her cheeks flushing slightly as she nervously curled a strand of her blonde hair with her finger. "Oh! It's no problem, really," she replied, a wide grin curling at her lips. "You did most of the work anyway. I was just along for the ride."
"Hm, I guess you're right," Lewis chuckled at the realization. "But I suppose it doesn't matter anyway. It's always nice to hang out with you." He flashed her that calm, easy smile that always made her knees wobble. Ashley was sure he was being nice, but all her female instincts were telling her otherwise. She just hummed, unsure how to respond, and kept walking beside him. Dammit! Why is he so hot?!
"So... what now, Lewis?" Ashley asked as they reached his car, her head tilted curiously to the side as she looked at him.
Lewis paused as he reached for the door handle to his car, his brow furrowing. He checked his watch, then his phone. "Hm, I've got a couple of hours to spare," he replied as he opened the door. "Want to grab lunch?"
Ashley's eyes widened, her heart pounding in her chest. "Oh? Are you asking me out on a date?" she said, masking her excitement with a teasing tone.
Lewis shot her a flat look, his eyes half-lidded as he shook his head. "I'll take that as a yes." He didn't say anything more, slowly getting inside the car.
Ashley rolled her eyes, chuckling to herself as she opened the passenger door and stepped in. Although this wasn't a date in his mind, she certainly counted it as one. She was just happy to be along for the ride.
-
Meanwhile, Hannah and Laena lay sprawled across their bed in their apartment, wearing some of Lewis's shirts they snagged from his place, groaning and sulking in pain. It was that dreadful time of the month for them. Under normal circumstances, they'd take care of each other, but ever since their cycles synced, things became unbearable. The best they could do was just lie there and endure.
Hannah was tucked under the blanket, lazily scrolling through her phone while Laena lay across the bed, her head resting on Hannah's legs as she hugged a pillow. "How are you holding up, babe?" Laena murmured, her voice grumpy and laced with discomfort coiling in her stomach.
Hannah responded with a long, dramatic groan, her pretty brown eyes half-lidded with exhaustion. "This could be the worst day of my life," she complained, her thumb slowly flicking across her phone screen. "But I say that every time, so who knows."
"What time is it anyway?" Laena asked, tossing the pillow over her face, her voice muffling against the fabric.
"Almost two in the afternoon," Hannah answered flatly.
Laena let out a long, heavy sigh that almost sounded like a scream. "Ugh, this is the worst, this is the worst... I can't move, I'm hungry, my cramps are killing me, and did I mention that I'm hungry?"
Hannah just hummed, not really paying attention. "You're being a little dramatic, no? I have no idea how you can be hungry right now. I feel like I'm gonna puke."
Laena's green eyes narrowed as she shot Hannah a sharp leer. "Just let a girl complain in peace, Hannah," she said, her tone more pleading rather than a command. Laena's emotions and patience often became uncontrollable during these hard times.
They lay there in silence for a moment, Laena staring blankly at the ceiling while Hannah kept scrolling through her phone, the faint hum of the fan above filling the room. Hannah shifted, wincing slightly at the dull ache in her lower belly as she hoisted herself against the bed frame.
"Alright, I'm calling him," she announced, her voice a mix of mischief and impatience. "Gotta' see what our boy's up to."
Laena perked up, slowly crawling across the bed and settling herself until her shoulder was pressed against Hannah's. The phone rang a few times before Lewis's face popped up on the screen, his easy smile making the girls' hearts skip a beat and their stomachs flutter. He was mid-bite on a French fry while sitting at what appeared to be a diner booth.
"Hey, you two," he greeted warmly, his voice slightly muffled by the diner's background chatter. "You girls doing okay?"
Hannah and Laena hummed happily, though they held a tired look on their faces. "Well, aside from me feeling like my insides are being stabbed over and over, I'm doing okay," Laena answered bluntly.
Hannah nodded in agreement. "Yup, same here, babe. You know, we're just lying here... dying," she murmured, her voice groggy.
Lewis's brow arched, and he looked closer at the screen. His eyes widened as he observed Hannah and Laena's current state. Their hair was tousled, eyes sagged, and skin was a little paler than usual. "Oh..." he muttered in realization of what was happening. "You two look dead." He didn't realize what he said until he saw their sharp death stares, their tired brown and green eyes glaring daggers through the phone.
"Whoops, sorry. You two look lovely... as always, heh," Lewis uneasily backtracked, rubbing the back of his neck with a nervous grin. Hannah and Laena rolled their eyes and shook their heads, letting out small, amused chuckles that softened the moment.
"Anyways," Laena said, tilting the phone so that she was mostly on the screen. "We're not okay, as you can see. Can you come over and take care of us? Like right now?"
Hannah leaned in, her chin resting on Laena's shoulder, her silky black hair messy across her face, pouting dramatically. "Yeah, Lewis. We're suffering. I can't even remember the last time we saw you."
"I literally saw you guys two days ago," Lewis replied, his tone flat with a hint of amusement.
"Two days too long," Hannah groaned, her voice overly dramatic.
He laughed as he finished his fry. "Alright, alright, I'll be over soon. Let me just finish up here, yeah? I'll be there in like, twenty minutes. Did you want me to grab anything? Advil? Food? That tea you like, Hannah?"
"Food! Please," Laena blurted immediately, grabbing the phone from Hannah's hand and putting her face into full view. "I'm fucking starving to death, Lewis, please."
Hannah hissed, flicking Laena's temple before taking the phone back and returning the screen to her. "Yes, please, babe."
Laena's ears perked up at the subtle sound of a familiar voice coming from the speaker. She took Hannah's wrist and turned the phone back towards her. "Are you with someone right now, Lewis?" she asked, though it sounded more like an accusation.
Lewis paused for a moment, a small, nervous smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. "Oh, uh... yeah, I am," he answered, uneasy as he met Laena's stern gaze. "I'm with Ashley right now." He turned the camera towards Ashley, who sat across the booth, in the middle of sipping a milkshake. "Say hi, girls," he uneasily urged.
"Hey, guys!" Ashley said happily as she waved at the camera. Hannah and Laena sat there, staring silently. Lewis was having lunch alone with his female friend, well, their friend too, but still.
"Oh, hello, Ashley," Laena said through a tight smile.
Hannha looked equally displeased as she greeted her as well. "Hey, Ashley."
Lewis quickly spun the camera back on him. He looked petrified, seeing the blank, disdainful looks on their faces as they stared into his soul. "Is there any particular reason why you are having lunch with Ashley alone?" Laena questioned, her tone tight with mock politeness.
Lewis carefully rubbed his chin; he didn't want to reveal anything to them yet. "Um, well, she was... helping run some errands. Nothing crazy."
"What kind of errands?" Hannah said, squinting, her voice laced with suspicion.
"Hm, secret," Lewis replied sweetly as he shot her a teasing grin. He glanced over at Laena, who was leering at him with her arms crossed under her chest. "I know that look, Laena."
"What look?" she huffed.
"Don't worry, I'm not being naughty, I swear," he assured. "I wouldn't dream of hurting my lovelies." That helped soften her up. Laena pursed her lips, a small smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. "Trust me, I think you two will like what I have for you."
Hannah arched her brow, her eyes studying Lewis closely. "Ugh, you're so annoying when you're being cryptic."
"You usually end up happy when I am," he shot back.
Hannah's mouth fell open to argue, but the words died on her tongue. "W-well... just get back to us. We're gonna take you by your word. You're lucky we're too tired to keep grilling you."
Laena smirked, nodding in agreement. "Yeah, hurry up. We need our human heating pad."
Lewis just kept smiling warmly as he usually did. Hannah and Laena hated how easily he could sway them with his calm, loving personality. "Of course, I'll be there soon. Love you," he said, giving them a small kissing gesture over the phone.
"Love you too," the girls chorused, their voice softer now as the earlier jealousy melted away under his reassurance. The call ended, and Hannah went back to scrolling through her Instagram while Laena slid down onto her back.
"Ugh, why did we have to choose such a sweet talker?" Laena muttered, pulling the blanket over her chest. "I wanted to be mad about Ashley for at least another ten minutes."
Hannah laughed, scooting closer to wrap her arm around Laena's waist. "Right? Well, I suppose that's why she chose him. He is sweet. But too sweet... Hmmmm, I wonder what surprise he has for us."
"Guess we'll find out soon," Laena whispered, closing her eyes and pressing a kiss to Hannah's forehead. "You think we can get him to give us foot massages?
Hannah giggled mischievously, returning a kiss to her soft lips. "Definitely."
Lewis returned to the apartment complex after dropping off Ashley at her condo. He made his way to Hannah and Laena's apartment, using the spare key they gave him to open the door. He closed the door behind him and took his shoes off, placing them neatly on the rack by the door.
He strode over towards their bedroom, carefully pushing the already cracked door open to see the girls cuddling in bed with their eyes closed. Laena was the first to notice him, her emerald eyes shooting open. She slowly sat up, wincing a bit as she ran her fingers through her messy short brown hair.
"Hey there, hotshot," Laena greeted, her voice raspy as she yawned. "Took you long enough."
Lewis arched his brow and checked his watch. "It's been thirty minutes since we last talked."
"And you said twenty," she countered, though her tone carried a playful edge.
Hannah groaned softly as she slowly sat up as well, her long black hair equally disheveled. "Hmm, hey, Lewis. What's our surprise?"
Lewis chuckled as he walked over and settled himself on the edge of the bed. "Hm, straight to the point, huh?"
"Yes, I want to know," Hannah hummed, crawling over towards him and kissing him on the cheek. "Now, tell us."
Laena made her way over, sitting cross-legged beside him. "Yeah, tell us, Lewis. Or unless that was a lie to have a secret date with Ashley."
Lewis shook his head, rolling his eyes as he reached over. "Alright, alright," he said as he reached into the paper bag. "But before that, here you two go." He handed Hannah a plastic cup of that tea she loved, then placed a container of food on Laena's lap.
Their faces lit up, wasting no time digging in. "Thank you, babe," they said together, their voices warm and sweet.
Hannah hummed with delight as she sipped from her cup while Laena went straight for the burger and fries he brought her. "So, are you gonna tell us now?" Laena said with a full mouth.
Lewis watched as Laena shoveled food into her mouth, not really disgusted but more so in awe. "Right, of course." He reached down to the pink bag, carefully revealing two small black boxes.
Hannah nearly choked on her drink, coughing a bit before finally managing her words. "Oh my God! A-are you proposing to us?!"
Laena was equally shocked; her cheeks puffed from the food. "Howy Shiwt! Wewis! My Gawd!"
Lewis's eyes went wide, half-baffled, half-amused. He chuckled, gesturing his hands as he replied, "What? I think we're skipping a few steps. And is that even legal?" Hannah and Laena tilted their heads, curious. Lewis took a deep breath, unsure how to say what he wanted to say. He rehearsed this a million times in his head, but now he was coming up blank.
"So, uh, well... You see--I, uh," he stuttered at first. He groaned, keeping the boxes close. "Damn, I'm not very good at these sorts of things."
Hannah placed a hand on his lap, offering a patient smile. "It's okay, Lewis."
Laena chuckled, gently stroking his back, encouraging him to keep going. "Go on, babe. We're not gonna laugh."
Lewis gave her a suspicious side glance. "You're laughing right now."
"Hmm, that's different, it's just cute seeing you like this," Laena teased. "Now go on."
Lewis took a deep breath, psyching himself up. "Okay... Okay... So, I've been thinking a lot about our relationship for the past few weeks." He paused, looking at Hannah and Laena. They just smiled patiently, nodding for him to keep going. "I like what we have... Like it a lot... It's a bit unconventional, but I think it works. And I can't stop thinking about you two. It's kinda surreal to think that I'm a part of this and--"
Hannah and Laena just sat there, listening intently as he began to ramble. After a bit, Laena rolled her eyes and cupped Lewis's cheeks in her slightly greasy hands and directed his attention towards her. "Lewis, focus," she said simply.
Lewis froze, nervously laughing as he let out a long sigh. "Right... sorry. Let me get to my point... I love you two." There was a small moment of silence between them.



"Uh huh..." Hannah hummed, unsure. "We know this already, Lewis."
"R-right... yes, of course you do," he continued anxiously before taking another deep breath and saying, "Fuck it." He quickly opened the two small boxes and offered them to Hannah and Laena. "Will you two be my girlfriends?" he uttered, as if ripping off a band-aid.
Hannah and Laena's pretty eyes tilted down towards the boxes. They carefully took them and brought them closer to observe the rings inside. Wide, ecstatic smiles curled across their faces. "Lewis..." they said together, their voices wobbly with gratitude.
They immediately took the rings and slipped them onto their middle left fingers. "These are beautiful," Hannah choked, her eyes brimming with tears. "You didn't have to get us these. Ugh, you're making me cry." Tears began falling down her cheeks as she sniffled, protectively fiddling with the ring on her finger as she leaned against Lewis.
Laena didn't cry; she just stared deeply into Lewis's eyes. "God, why are you so perfect!" She lunged forward, wrapping her arms around his neck, barraging him with a flurry of kisses all over his face. "I love you, I love you, I love you!"
Lewis sat there, his arms wrapping around them as they pressed closer. "So..." he began, "Is that a yes?"
Hannah pulled back, her cheeks wet, and her nose runny. She wiped her tears with the back of her hand and sniffled. Laena sat back as well, humming with pure delight. The girls glanced at each other, turned back to Lewis, and giggled, as if sharing some sort of inside joke.
"What?" Lewis said, glancing between them with a confused expression.
"Were we not dating already?" Laena said, as if this was old news already.
Lewis opened his mouth, his mind spinning, puzzled at this revelation. "Eh?"
"Yes, dummy," Hannah giggled, her brown eyes rolling. "I thought it was pretty obvious after the first few months together."
"Well, maybe we should have said something, Hannah," Laena admitted, rubbing her chin. "We kinda just agreed with each other one day that he was our boyfriend."
"Yeah, I guess you're right," Hannah responded with a shrug.
"So, you guys will be my girlfriends?" Lewis echoed, still confused.
"Ugh, yes, Lewis! We will be your girlfriends," Laena hissed with mock annoyance. She leaned in and pressed a long kiss to his lips, smiling with pure joy as she pulled back. "Jeez, you're a little dense sometimes."
Hannah wiped her face and moved in to give him her own kiss on the lips. "Hmm, he's not dense, Laena," she chided, stroking his cheek with her thumb.
Laena let out a long sigh, shaking her head. "Obviously I'm joking, duh."
"Welp, that went as well as I thought it would," Lewis murmured, content. "Love you two." He pulled them into a tight, affectionate hug, earning a few small groans of discomfort as they pressed against him.
"Hmm, love ya," Laena murmured warmly, her cheek resting against his chest.
Hannah sniffled again, wrapping her arms around his torso like a vice. "Love you, Lewis."
They savored each other's company for a bit before eventually pulling away. "So... that's that," Lewis breathed with a satisfied grin.
"Want me to suck your cock?" Laena suddenly asked, causing Hannah to gasp and Lewis's eyes to widen.
"Laena!" Hannah barked.
Laena carelessly shrugged, chuckling. "What? I can't give my boyfriend some head? It's the least I could do. You are not obligated to do anything," she paused, then smirked deviously, "Unless you want to."
Hannah let out an exasperated sigh, shaking her head. "First of all, he's our boyfriend," she affirmed, crossing her arms. "Second, don't you think you're ruining the moment?"
"Ruining the moment? I see this as perfectly appropriate," Laena snapped, her hands bracing on her hips.
"You're such a succubus, you know that, Laena?" Hannah stared her down, her lips pursed in a fine line.
Laena met Hannah's eyes with a leer. "Well, it's a good thing I asked him, huh?" Hannah gasped, hearing the sass in Laena's voice, and pinched her side.
"Hey--ouch! Stop that!" Laena hissed, countering with a firm press on Hannah's lower stomach.
"Gah! What the heck! That's not nice--"
Lewis just sat back and watched them argue and tousle a bit. He always found it amusing watching them go back and forth over the most menial of things. It was chaotic being so deeply involved with them, but at the end of the day, it was all worth it. He loved Hannah and Laena, and he'd do anything for them.
A Few Weeks Later
Lewis slowly blinked awake to the soft beams of morning light peering through the blinds, his body heavy and exhausted. Hannah and Laena were sprawled against him, their naked bodies tangled in the sheets, warm and soft against his sides. Hannah's silky dark hair spread across his chest, her breath slow and steady, while Laena's shorter locks tickled his shoulder, her leg draped over his. He groaned quietly, wincing from the ache in his jaw, reminding him of the long, wild night they'd had.
"Hmm... fuck," Lewis grumbled, letting out a long sigh.
He started the delicate process of extracting himself from between his sleeping beauties, a routine he'd grown well practiced at. Hannah mumbled something incoherent as he lifted her arm off his waist, her face scrunching briefly before settling back into her peaceful slumber. Laena was trickier. She had always been the more clingy of the two, especially in bed.
She clung tighter, practically glued to his side. Her fingers twitched like she sensed him slipping away. Removing her limbs from him was akin to disarming a bomb. If he happened to wake her, Laena would get grumpy and keep him hostage in bed until she deemed it okay to let him go. Under normal circumstances, Lewis didn't mind staying in bed a little longer, but he had things to do, not to mention it was almost one in the afternoon. Inch by inch, he slid free, wincing as the dull ache of his sore muscles pulsed through him. Finally, he climbed out of bed, grabbing his boxers from the floor and pulling them on.
He walked to the bathroom, massaging his jaw and rubbing his groggy eyes. The counter was a mess: Hannah's mascara wand, Laena's skin products, a half-empty bottle of nail polish, and other girl stuff he couldn't make certain of. Their stuff had taken over his once simple and clean space, a chaotic invasion of feminine amenities. What made things worse was that they literally lived next door.
Lewis splashed cold water on his face and brushed his teeth, pushing aside some stray product containers and brushes sprawled out near the sink. "Might as well move in," he quietly muttered to himself as he picked up a perfume bottle to read it. He caught his reflection in the mirror, his eyes widening at what he saw. He looked as wrecked as he felt, and then some, as he discovered copious amounts of bite marks and hickies littered all over: his neck, chest, and pecs. But despite that, he couldn't help but let a stupid, prideful grin creep across his face. He loved them, truly, though there was still that masculine pride that swelled within.
Back in the bedroom, Hannah and Laena shifted in their sleep, now curled into each other. Hannah's leg was thrown over Laena's hip, while Laena's head nuzzled into the crook of Hannah's neck. Lewis paused as he stopped out of the bathroom, leaning against the doorframe, and just watching them for a moment. The rings he'd given them glinted faintly on their fingers, and his chest tightened with affection. Girlfriends. It still felt surreal, and the fact that he had two of them still sounded weird in his head.
Lewis was about halfway to the bedroom door when Laena's voice cut through the quiet room. "Where are you going, babe?" Her eyes were still closed, her face half-buried into Hannah's neck. Her tone was sharp and commanding. "Get your ass back to bed."
He froze, one hand on the door, and turned to her. Laena hadn't moved an inch, her naked body still curled against Hannah's, draped loosely under the blanket. It wasn't a suggestion, it was an order, laced with that playful authority she used so well.
Hannah stirred from her sleep, her body shifting as she mumbled, "Yeah, what she said," without even opening her eyes. She smiled sleepily, reaching blindly and patting the mattress for him to come back.
Lewis chuckled, crossing his arms and shaking his head. "Can I make breakfast first, at least?"
Laena cracked one green eye open, leering at him with a look that made him tense. "Breakfast can wait. We can't." She stretched a little and yawned, the blanket slipping just enough to expose her perfect, shapely breasts. "C'mon, Lew Lew. Don't make me beg."
Hannah snorted, finally opening her sleepy eyes to squint at him. "She won't beg, but I might. Now get over here before I start whining for real."
Lewis let out a long sigh, but a smile tugging at his lips betrayed him. He strode towards the bed, but before he could climb back in, Laena stopped him, saying, "Lose the boxers before you get in here." He stopped, running his hand through his dark hair before obeying. He tugged his boxers down to his feet and kicked them aside.
"You guys are impossible sometimes," Lewis muttered as he crawled towards them. Hannah and Laena rolled over, giving him space to slide right between them. The warmth of their bodies hit him the second he slid under the sheets, and he let out a contented groan as Laena pressed close to his right side, her arms snaking around his waist.
"Hmm, that's more like it," Laena purred, her soft lips brushing his shoulder. She nestled closer, her voice softening. "You don't get to sneak off without our permission."
"But this is my place," Lewis argued.
"I'm gonna pretend you didn't say that," Laena hummed, giving him a playful bite.
Hannah laughed, scooting in on his left side, her head resting on his chest. "Yeah, you don't get a say in this, babe. You're our prisoner. There's no escape; this is what you signed up for."
He wrapped an arm around each of them. "Fine, I surrender. But if you're gonna boss me around in my own place, could you two at least clean up after yourselves? My bathroom is a mess."
Laena smirked against his skin. "Hmm, I'll think about it."
"Still don't know why you two leave your stuff here when you live so close by," Lewis went on dryly.
Hannah traced lazy circles along his chest, giggling softly. "Saves us some trips."
"Maybe you two are just lazy," he whispered under his breath.
Hannah rolled her eyes. "Lazy? Us? We're just being efficient, babe. Big difference."
Laena propped herself on one elbow, her pretty green eyes narrowing playfully as she looked at him. "Yeah, and if you keep complaining, we'll make it a permanent move-in. Then you'll really have something to whine about."
Lewis chuckled, his hand sliding down Laena's back to give her ass a light squeeze. "Hm, might as well. You two practically live here now."
"Oh?" Hannah hummed, arching her brow curiously. "Big step already, don't you think, Lewis."
He shook his head, his other hand resting on the curve of Hannah's hip. "Not really. I think it's more practical to share a place rather than what we're doing now."
Laena bit her lip, liking the sound of that. "Hmm, look at you, thinking like a grown-up. Being all financially smart," she said teasingly.
Hannah mirrored Laena, propping herself on her elbow too, her dark hair falling over one shoulder as she gave Lewis a sly look. "Yeah, but are you sure you're doing this because it's practical? I think you just want us here all the time so you can have your way with us whenever you want." She leaned in, pressing a gentle kiss against his jaw, her voice dropping to a playful whisper. "Admit it, you're addicted."
Lewis laughed, pulling them closer until they were half-draped over him. "You could say something like that. But you two are a full-time job." His hand slid to Laena's thigh, giving it a gentle pat. "But I wouldn't have it any other way."
The three chuckled softly as they cuddled, closing their eyes and enjoying the moment for a bit. The sounds of their soft breaths and gentle hums filled the room as Hannah and Laena nestled against him. Laena's fingers stroked his chest, subtly trailing lower and brushing just beneath the sheet draped over Lewis's hips.
"So... this talk certainly got me in the mood," she murmured, her hand slipping fully under the fabric to wrap around his half-hard cock, giving it a slow, lazy stroke that made him twitch. "Can we fuck?"
Hannah lifted her head from his chest, her dark eyes sparkling with mischief. "Oh, yes. I'm with her. That sounds like a great idea." She was already moving before Lewis could protest. She slid her hand beneath the sheet, joining Laena's, their fingers brushing as they both pumped him in tandem, coaxing him to a full erection in seconds. "Hmm, so hard for us already."
Lewis groaned, his head tipping back against the pillow as their dual grip stroked his length, sending waves of pleasure through him. "Fuck... you two are insatiable," he murmured, his hips instinctively rolling up into their hands, betraying him. "We just--"
"Shh," Laena cut him off with a gentle finger to his lips, swinging a leg over to straddle his chest, her slick pussy hovering just above his sternum as she bent down to kiss him, her tongue sliding against his in a sloppy dance.
Hannah took the opportunity to slide down the bed, lifting the sheet from his waist and tossing it aside, revealing his leaking, throbbing cock. She licked her lips as she moved between his legs and lay on her stomach. She grabbed his base, tilting him towards her and wrapping her soft lips around his tip. Lewis growled against Laena's lips as Hannah swirled her tongue around his sensitive head, her hums of desire sending shivers up his spine.
"Fuck--" Lewis groaned into Laena, one hand grabbing at the sheets, the other reaching down to tangle into Hannah's silky locks as she took him deeper. Her throat flexed around his length as she moaned, saliva dripping down her chin and around her mouth as she bobbed her head in smooth, circular motions.
Laena broke their kiss, leaving connecting strings of their shared spit between their lips before sitting up to grind on his chest, her bare, smooth pussy leaving a wet trail along his skin. "God, look at her go, Lewis... our girl's starving for that big, juicy cock."
Hannah pulled off his cock with a wet pop and grinned up at them, spit shining around her mouth. "Hmm, it's your turn, Laena," she purred, pushing herself up and sitting on her heels.
Laena didn't hesitate; she spun around on Lewis's chest, grabbing his wet base and lowering herself down to take him into her mouth. Lewis let out a low grunt as Laena's soaked, hot pussy hovered inches from his face. Hannah nibbled on her lip, her hand slipping between her thighs, eagerly rubbing her slick cunt as she watched her girlfriend swallow their boyfriend whole.
Lewis bucked his hips into Laena's mouth, instinctively grabbing her ass to pull her down onto him. Laena squealed around him, her eyes glancing behind her as he began to eat her out. She moaned, her sucking momentarily stopping from the pleasure of his tongue and lips dragging along her slick folds and aching clit.
Hannah slipped two fingers into her pussy, curling deep into her wetness while using her free hand to reach out and grab Laena's head, guiding her to take him ever deeper. The room echoed with the sounds of sloppy, slurping, and quiet moans as they fell deeper into their lust.
Laena lost it, unable to endure Lewis's hungry onslaught. Her green eyes rolled behind her lids, her mouth popping free to let out a pitched moan, her hips grinding deep into his mouth as she came. "Ouuuhhhh! M--fuck!" Hannah quickly leaned forward and captured Laena's lips, silencing her in a messy, open-mouth kiss, their tongues sliding against one another.
Lewis groaned as Laena's sweet cream flooded him. He swallowed every drop, the vibrations from him sending sparks through her. Her thighs clamped tight around his head as her orgasm ripped through her in waves, her sweet nectar coating his mouth and chin. She broke the kiss with Hannah, panting heavily as she gasped for air.
Laena slumped forward, her body twitching involuntarily at any form of stimulation as she rode out the high. "Lew--fuck... babe, you're too good at that," she breathed, her voice hoarse and shaky, a lazy grin curling at her lips as she glanced back at him.
Hannah wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her fingers still buried deep in her own pussy, pumping slowly as she watched Laena become undone. "God, you look so hot when you cum," she said, her voice low and aroused as she looked over at Lewis, his face still buried between Laena's thighs. "Fuck... Laena, move. I'm so horny right now. I need him inside me, right now."
Hannah gently pushed Laena over to the side, earning her a slight hiss from Laena. "Hey! You don't have to push." Hannah ignored her, crawling towards the center of the bed and pushing up onto her hands and knees, arching her back to present herself, ass up, and teasingly inviting.
"My turn," she purred, her voice husky and needy as she glanced over at Lewis with a wicked smile. "Fuck me, Lewis."
Lewis nodded with a low grunt, wiping Laena's cream from his chin, sitting up, and positioning himself behind Hannah. He gripped her hips with his big hands, fingers digging into her sweaty skin as he lined himself up, his cock hard and slick from Laena's mouth. He slipped in with one steady snap that buried him to the hilt.
"Ah--Mmmm! Yes!" Hannah gasped, the wet slap of his hips against her ass echoing immediately as he began to thrust. His rhythm was steady and punishing, pulling out slow, only to slam back in, his balls slapping her clit with every drive.
Hannah moaned loudly, her voice breaking as her hair fell past her shoulders, her head hanging low as her fingers clawed at the sheets. "Ah ah ah--uh uh uh! Lewissss! Hmm, fuck... Ouuuhhh!" She trembled as she rocked back to meet him, her pussy clenched greedily around his throbbing length.
Laena licked her lips, her pussy still pulsing from her earlier orgasm, aching for more. She crawled around, her hips swaying from side to side until she was in front of Hannah's face, spreading herself wide, her freshly soaked cunt settling right in front of Hannah's flushed face. "Hmm, eat me, babe... clean this pussy up," she purred, threading her fingers through Hannah's dark hair and guiding her down.
Hannah dove right in, grabbing her thighs and plunging her tongue into Laena's folds and lapping her own boyfriend's saliva and Laena's tangy cream. "Mhmmph--Laena--you taste so good," she breathed, her moans vibrating straight through Laena's core as Lewis pounded her from behind.
Each thrust from him jolted Hannah forward, her face burying deeper into Laena's pussy. Laena's head fell back, her toes curling against the sheets as a pitched whine left her lips. "Ah! Mhmmm--yes... Hannah--more... keep going, fuck--" She ground her hips against Hannah's now-slathered face, her hands fisting Laena's hair to pull her even closer.
The room was filled with the symphony of Hannah's muffled cries into Laena, Laena's sharp, needy gasps, and Lewis's low grunts and snapping hips as he gripped Hannah's hips tighter. Hannah's eyes rolled back in pure ecstasy, being sandwiched by her lovers, the feeling of being utterly used making her stomach flutter as Laena tugged her head deeper and Lewis pulled her back onto his cock like he owned her.
Laena came first, letting out a long, sultry moan, arching up from the bed. "Ouuhhh--hmmmm, yes!" Her thighs quaked around Hannah's head, squeezing her tight as fresh cream gushed onto her tongue. Hannah followed seconds later, the constant onslaught of Lewis's cock slamming deep into her pussy, smushing repeatedly against her cervix, becoming too much to bear.



"HAH! Mffuck! Hmmmmphhhh!" Hannah squealed, her whole body trembling as her pussy spasmed wildly around him, her walls milking his cock in hot, quivering pulses as her own cream leaked from his shaft down to his balls.
Lewis winced, his jaw clenching as he felt her pussy squeeze him like a vice, dragging him closer to the edge. "Augh--shit," he breathed, leaving himself buried inside Hannah for a moment before promptly pulling out with a wet, slick pop.
His cock throbbed painfully, slick with Hannah's release as he felt the aching urge to cum swelling from within. He panted hard, his chest heaving as he wiped the sweat dripping from his temples. "Augh... fuck.. You two are gonna end me," he rasped with a chuckle, giving Hannah's ass a playful squeeze.
Laena let out a breathy laugh, her eyes gleaming mischievously as she crawled across the bed, her cheeks flushed from her earlier climax. She passed Hannah with a playful spank on her ass, causing her to yelp and giggle. "C'mere, big guy," Laena purred, leaning in to capture Lewis in a hot, sloppy kiss. Her soft, moist hands explored his chest, teasingly stroking his skin as she tried to swing a leg over to straddle him, eager to take control as she always did.
But Lewis didn't want to play her game. His hands grasped her shoulders, firm and quick, flipping her onto her back with a gentle but commanding push. "Oh?" Laena gasped, her eyes wide with excitement. She fell onto the mattress, watching him with a giddy smile, allowing her legs to fall open for him, her pussy already glistening again, ready for his cock.
Lewis wasted no time. He grabbed her hips, his fingers sinking into her soft, sweaty skin, and pulled her toward him as he knelt between her thighs. "My turn," he murmured, his voice low and laced with the kind of authority Laena loved. He took his base and guided his throbbing cock to her entrance, his leaking tip nudging her soaked folds. With one smooth thrust, he slipped deep inside, burying himself balls deep into her tight, familiar heat.
"Shit, Laena... so fucking tight," he growled through his teeth, his hips drawing back and slapping forward immediately.
Laena moaned loudly, her soft lips parting as she gasped with pleasure. Her legs snaked around his waist, her heels digging into his ass to pull him even deeper into her pussy. "Yes--Lewis, fuck me! Ah ah ah--ouuuuhh--uh uh uh!" She gripped the damp sheets for her dear life while she arched off the bed, her tits bouncing with each connecting thrust.
Hannah watched from the side, panting and flushed, propped up on her elbow while her delicate fingers slipped between her thighs, lazily teasing her wet slit. Her glazed, brown eyes watched attentively as Lewis and Laena joined, eagerly nibbling on the corner of her lip.
"Hmm, you two look so hot," Hannah murmured, crawling over to kiss Laena's sweaty neck. Laena wrapped an arm around Hannah's neck to pull her closer. Hannah's free hand reached over and grabbed Laena's boob, her thumb rolling over her nipple until she whined. The three moved perfectly, something they became well attuned to after being together for this long.
Lewis pounded into Laena, his hips meeting flush against hers, her body rocking against his masculine force while Hannah's gentle, teasing touches and kisses stoked the fire higher, their sweaty bodies sliding together in an erotic, desperate rhythm. He slowed his pace just enough to bend down, his sweaty, chiseled chest pressing against Laena's boobs as he locked his lips with hers in a deep, hungry kiss.
Laena moaned into his mouth, pulling him deeper with her legs as their kiss turned messy. He broke awa,y leaving strings of saliva between their lips, snapping off just as he turned to Hannah, who was already leaning in to be part of the fun. He kissed her just as hard, his tongue swirling with hers. She whimpered against him, her fingers still buried deep in her pussy, pumping faster, the wet sleuthing sounds filling the air as she chased her own orgasm.
Hannah pulled back, a steamy breath leaving her lips, and immediately turned to Laena's mouth, their kiss equally sloppy, but with a more feminine touch. More muffled moans escaped Laena as the pleasure of Lewis rearranging her guts and Hannah's groping hand on her boobs overwhelmed her.
"Augh--fuck, yes... You two," Lewis rasped, watching them. The sight of their locked lips sent a rush of arousal through him. He straightened back up, gripping Laena's hips tighter as he slammed his cock deep into her tight pussy with renewed vigor. His heavy thrusts rocked the bed, the wet schlick of his cock splitting her open loud and obscene, his balls slapping her ass with every drive.
"Lewis--mfuck! Oouuuhhh--ah ah ah--ohhhh! H-harder! Harder, baby, harder!" "Laena cried, breaking her kiss with Hannah to throw her head back. Her short brown hair slung to her sweaty neck and face, her breasts bouncing wildly with each brutal snap of his hips. Hannah's fingers sped up, plunging deeper and curling into her G-spot, her palm grinding against her clit as she watched Lewis rail Laena. His big cock stretched Laena's lips wide, a ring of her cream collecting at his base.
Hannah moaned, dragging her tongue against Laena's cheek, tasting the salt of her sweaty skin. "Yes, fuck her, Lewis. Wreck her pussy like the naughty slut she is," she panted, leaning down to suck on Laena's nipple.
Laena's moans pitched even higher. "Oh--fuck! Fuck fuck fuck! L-Lewis--you're gonna make me cum--you're gonna--" Her pussy clenched him like an anocanda, spasming around his cock as her orgasm ripped through her. Her cream gushed around his shaft, hot and messy, soaking him and dripping down his balls onto the sheets below. Her thighs quivered violently, her hands shooting out to grab his muscular forearms as she rode it out.
The tight hug of her orgasm was Lewis's breaking point. "Augh--Laena! Take it," he snarled, thrusting one last time, burying himself to the hilt as he came. His cock throbbed, flooding her with thick, hot ropes of cum, filling her full. He pulled out with a pop mid-climax, grabbing his wet cock with his hand and pumping the rest onto her stomach. His heavy ropes streaked across her skin, pooling in her navel as he coaxed the last of his load out from his cock with shuddering pulses.
Hannah already knew what to do. She crawled over in a heartbeat with a hungry glint in her eyes as she reached over and grabbed his softening cock, licking him clean. Her tongue swirled around his sensitive head, lapping up the mix of his cum and Laena's sweet nectar with long, deliberate licks. She stroked him a few times and gave him a few playful sucks for good measure, making him hiss from the overstimulation.
"Fuck, you two taste so good," Hannah purred, her lips wrapping around his head to suck the last drops from him, and her eyes locking on his as she hummed.
Then she moved to Laena, dipping her head towards her girlfriend's taut stomach, stretching her tongue out, and licking up the warm, sticky mess Lewis left. She scooped his salty goodness with long drags, swallowing with a soft moan before moving back up to Laena's face, sharing his taste in a filthy open-mouth kiss. Laena whimpered into Hannah's mouth, her hands tangling in Hannah's silky hair to pull her closer as their tongues slid together, slick with his seed.
Lewis sat on his heels, panting hard as he watched his girlfriends. His cock twitched, threatening to get hard again from the arousing scene of the most beautiful women he's ever known going at it. "Fuck... that was good," he breathed, lowering himself beside Hannah and wrapping his muscular arms around them, their sweaty bodies sticking together as they settled into his wrecked bed, taking a moment to recover.
Lewis let out a low groan as he rolled to the edge of the bed. The wet sheets fell stubbornly off his thighs as he stood, snagging his boxers off the floor again. He tugged them up and ran a hand through his damp black hair. He took a deep breath, the potent smell of sex and a subtle hint of Hannah's lotion filling his nostrils. He sighed at the sight of his wrecked bed. The sheets had a noticeable, dark, wet spot where they joined; his blanket was a crumpled mess, and his pillows were carelessly thrown around. He knew he'd be stuck cleaning this all day just to have them soiled again by the evening.
Laena finally broke from her dazed kissing with Hannah and turned, her green eyes lazily watching him as he stood by the door. "And where do you think you're going again, babe?" she asked, her voice still thick from moaning as a playful pout curled at her lips.
Lewis smirked, bracing his hands on his hips as his dark eyes met hers. "Someone's gotta feed you two before you pass out. I'm not dealing with hangry girlfriends on top of everything else."
Hannah rolled onto her stomach, her legs lazily kicking in the air as she hugged a pillow. "Hmm, girlfriends, plural," she hummed with satisfaction, her eyes half-lidded as she glanced at him from over her shoulder. "It sounds so hot when you say it. Such a stud." She then stretched like a cat, her ass lifting just enough to make Lewis's smile fade and his boxers tighten again despite the exhaustion. "What do you plan on making us?"
Lewis grabbed his chin, his brow arching as he thought about it. "Eggs, bacon, waffles, something easy," he said as he headed for the door, though he couldn't help but keep stealing glances at Hannah and Laena's perfect naked bodies lying there. He ignored the temptation of just crawling back into bed with them.
Hannah and Laena giggled bright and teasingly as they rolled out of bed, their nude bodies still slick with sweat, which was shiny from the sunlight peering through the blinds. Laena stretched her arms over her head, arching her back while Hannah padded toward the bathroom, her hips deliberately swaying in the way he liked. They stopped at the doorway, leaning against the frame, and exchanged quick, knowing glances before turning their attention to Lewis, who still stood by the bedroom door.
Laena tilted her head, biting her lip with a devious grin. "You know... it kinda gets lonely in the shower. Wanna join?"
Hannah leaned into Laena, one arm hooking around hers as her voice dropped into a sultry purr. "Yeah, babe. It gets really lonely in there. I think our boyfriend should join."
Lewis shot them a dry look, his arms crossing under his chest as he attempted to resist their tempting pull. "Oh no, I know better than to be in a shower with you two. I need to be the responsible one in this relationship. I can't just fuck all day."
Laena pouted with mock-offence, her eyes gleaming with challenge. "Oh? Responsible? Boo. Stop being a wuss. Come on Lew Lew. One quick shower. We'll behave... mostly."
Hannah giggled, stepping toward him and grabbing his hand to tug him toward the bathroom, her fingers warm and insistent. "Come on, babe. We'll try to behave. You're already half-naked, and we all stink. Oh, and we'll be saving water."
Lewis clenched his jaw, holding out for a whole three seconds, their playful laughs and alluring eyes chipping at his resolve. "Ugh... f-fine," he barely managed, capitulating with a tired grin as he let Hannah pull him toward the bathroom. "You two will be the death of me."
Laena smirked, rolling her eyes as she grabbed his other hand and tugged him along, too. The door closed behind them, and the sound of the shower turning on followed. Hannah and Laena's flimsy promises melted away as soon as the steaming water hit their bodies, and it didn't take long before the sounds of sultry moans and slapping skin mingled with the sound of the wet spray. Lewis knew better than to trust them, but he simply couldn't help it.
To be continued...



            