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CHAPTER ONE




Dawn gave way to morning as the birds chirped, and the bees took the sky. The woods were at our backs, but that didn’t mean we were near the town; it was still far away, and I feared Isabella wouldn’t make it.

“S-Stop. Stop!” she cried out with enough pain in her voice to make me slow as we neared a clearing of grass beside a thick oak tree. I had run and ran and ran all morning to put as much distance between us and the forbidden forest. The Amazons had not caught up to us, which made me think they were still trapped, but for how long, I did not know. If what they said was true, the magic that held them in the forest might not last now that Isabella was allowed out.

I placed Isabella down carefully so she could rest against the tree. The arrow was still speared through the side of her belly, and blood dribbled out of her wound, staining her loose top.

“You must take it out,” she gasped.

“That might not be good,” I shook my head, “You could bleed to death. I will carry you to a healer.”

“No,” Isabella said, holding up a hand. “Trust me, I will heal, but the wound must close.”

I hesitated but nodded, realizing she knew her magic better than I.

“Snap the arrow, then pull it through,” Isabella said. Her breathing quickened as she prepared for pain. Reaching above her head, the young Amazon’s hands clamped on either side of the wide tree, and I could see her fingers crunch into the bark. “Do it, quickly now.”

“Okay,” I swallowed.

Grabbing the arrowhead with two hands, I grunted and used all my might to break the impressively sturdy arrow. Isabella was still crying in pain when Arrow’s head broke free.

“Okay, removing it on three,” I said, grabbing the tail of the arrow behind her. “One… two…”

Yanking the arrow out of Isabella made her yelp, but immediately after, she panted with relief as she released the tree. I rushed to her aid, trying to cover her wound to stop the bleeding, but she pushed me away.

“I… I will be fine,” she gasped, “I require a moment, though.”

“Sure, sure,” I said and backed away and shot a look back the way we came. Panic had filled my body for so long that I hadn’t realized how tired and sore I was from the run until now. Sweat soaked my shirt as if I had just swam through the river, and my heart beat on my chest like a drum. “Are you still… Is the baby okay, you think?”

Isabella had calmed dramatically. Her breathing was barely noticeable, and with her eyes closed, she looked as if she were sleeping while in her meditative state.

“Our child is fine,” she spoke softly, “hurt, but not mortally so.”

“He’s hurt?” I said, stepping to her, but still not knowing what I could do to help.

“He is well,” she said, a tender smile on her lips. He has a strong heart. Here, give me your hand.”

She opened her eyes and guided my palm to her taut, muscular belly just beside her wound. I didn’t know what I was meant to feel, surely, it was too soon for me to feel the child kick, but it was something else I noticed. An indescribable bond formed, connecting myself, Isabella, and the baby inside her in what felt like an impenetrable fortress. We might have been sat exposed to the elements in this patch of grass, but the power of the bond formed between the three of us made me feel safe, warm, and invincible. Without using any of my senses, I could use all of them and more to recognize my son in her belly. Somehow, I knew what he smelled like. I could see his black hair and the scar on his cheek. The boy hadn’t said a single word, and yet I already knew his voice.

“Can you see?” Isabella asked.

My eyes came back into focus, and I saw Isabella’s soft eyes staring into mine.

“Yes…” I whispered.

“This is our son,” she said. She squeezed my hand firmly, and her smile disappeared. “We must protect him.”

“I will. With my life,” I said.

Isabella broke a smile and reached out to pull my lips to hers. The kiss was deep and passionate, different from every other kiss I had experienced in my life. I was so lost in the moment that I didn’t realize I was pressing on her wound until it was too late and quickly retreated.

“I’m sorry, I forgot about your...” my words trailed off as Isabella moved her bloody clothes to the side and inspected her belly. There was no wound; there wasn’t even a scar where the arrow had pierced. “That’s incredible!” I said, checking her back for a wound that was not there.

Isabella pursed her lips as she slowly stood, “Healing the outside is easy; my insides will continue to mend as we travel.”

“Okay, should we wait? I mean, do you need more time to rest?”

“I do, but that is not our biggest concern.”

“The Amazons,” I said.

“Yes, if I was able to get free of the forest, soon they will be, too,” she said. “We must get far away from here. Hide somewhere amongst the people.”

“Why must we hide? I thought your mother and the other Amazons just wanted a son for freedom. They have that now; what more could they want?”

“You don’t understand,” Isabella sighed and seemed to struggle with something, “An Amazon having a child is not just a rarity, but a sin.”

“A sin?” I raised an eyebrow.

“A grave one. There is a reason why all Amazons are women. We were warriors perfected over thousands of years in mind, body, and spirit. We were created to harness this great power inside us. There were stories—ancient tales of the beginning. Male Amazons were to powerful. They threatened man, they even threatened the Gods. Once all the male Amazons were slaughtered, the Gods warned the remaining women. Should another male Amazon come of age, the Gods would return to kill all Amazons.”

I gasped, taking a step back. “So… the queen—your mother—she wanted an Amazon to have a male child to free them from the forest, only to murder the baby.”

Isabella’s hands went to her belly as her eyes narrowed with a strength I hadn’t seen before.

“No one will hurt our child ever again,” she warned.


CHAPTER TWO




We arrived in town by about midday. The experience of entering such a place was a unique one for both of us. All my life was spent in a village so small it barely could count as that. Five huts built out of clay and wood made up the village center and were mostly only occupied during days of trade. Besides that, everyone kept to their farm steads, or in my case, the shed.

As we entered the city, I briefly forgot the magic and those who chased us as my eyes clung to all the people I saw and the enormous buildings. Even the smallest of the huts were made of stone and large. The clothes of some of the men and women we passed were bright and of many colors. Two of the soldiers he saw were armored from head to toe and had red capes dangling from their backs.

Isabella was awestruck as she followed a step behind me through the crowd, moving deeper into the city. The taller the buildings grew, the brighter her smile became as she looked from one side to the other. She had been born in the forbidden forest and had lived her entire life in such a place. Not only had she never seen more than a hut, she had never seen more than one man at a time and often years apart from another. The Amazon took her time to study each and every face and giggled as they passed.

More than a few of the men turned to get a second and a third look at her as well. While I had become used to the garments of the Amazons, in a city such as this one, Isabella was dressed as a whore. A rather expensive whore, but a whore nonetheless. When two of the soldiers we passed stopped to stare, I went back to Isabella and wrapped my arm around her shoulder as I guided her ahead.

“Who are all of these people?” she asked in a wonderous voice.

“I don’t know, this is my first time here.”

“And what is this village called?” she asked, touching my chest.

“The city of Sandcastle—look there! It is the Sandcastle!” I pointed up the street as we passed a corner. It was a ways away, but even so, the structure was massive. Sandcastle was made of pale stones the color of sand and reached into the heavens. Shorter towers peaked on both sides to a large fortress in the middle that overlooked the surrounding city.

“Wow, Gods be good…” Isabella gasped as we both gawked. For a brief moment, the terrors of the past or what lay ahead didn’t exist. We both lived in the moment of enjoyment at such a wonderful sight.

“Hey, how much for a fuck?” an older man with trimmed gray hair and a pot belly paused beside us to ogle Isabella. “I’ll give you two coppers for a go.”

“S-She is not for sale,” I said with less confidence than I would have liked.

“I don’t want to buy her, I only mean to rent her for a bit,” the man blabbered as his hand slid over her shoulder and slipped under the shoulder strap of her top. “Ey, she is a beauty, isn’t she? Four coppers then, paid after I finish. Come now, girl.”

The man put a hand on Isabella’s back and guided her toward one of the smaller shacks. Isabella looked back at me with confusion in her eyes.

“Sir… sir, no, I said,” I yelled, running to him and placing a hand on his shoulder. “You will not have her.”

The man whipped around, anger and shock written on his chubby face, “How dare you lay a hand on me!” he raised Isabella’s arm in the air by her wrist. “Do you have no idea who I am? I will sever off one of her fingers for each time you dare touch me, swine! Do you—ah ahhh!”

Isabella twisted her grabbed arm in a circle in such a way that the man’s arm broke at the elbow with a loud pop, and he staggered backward with the appendage dangling at his side.

“You do not call the father of my child a swine, you beast!” Isabella growled as she stalked toward the man. “I shall take both your arms for your insolence!”

The effortless ease at which the skinny woman caused such a gruesome injury had me in a trance of disbelief. It was the screams of the crowd that shook me from my state and allowed me to run to Isabella’s side before injuring the man again. Admittedly, I was hesitant to touch her arm after seeing how easily she could break a man.

“Isabella, that’s enough. We must go, please,” I said as shouting men grew nearer and a circle formed around us.

Isabella hesitated but complied, following me as we ran deeper into the city.


CHAPTER THREE




Asound of a horn bellowed from the direction we ran. A soldier must have found the wounded man and was calling for help. We passed several more soldiers running in the opposite direction, and I slowed us down to blend in with the crowd more. After several turns, we found an inn that was not far from the Sandcastle. It was a dimly lit room, lightened by candles rather than windows. A dozen wooden benches and tables were scattered about the place, with twice as many patrons eating and drinking at them.

“Eat, drink, or sleep for ya?” a chubby woman with messy hair asked as she met them at the entrance.

“I’m sorry? I don’t understand,” I replied.

“Are you here for a meal, a cup of ale, or are ya needen a bed for the night?” she said, hanging her hands on her hips.

“Uh, all three if you’re offering, thank you,” I said, sounding every bit as foolish as I felt.

“I offer nothing, but I’ll sell it to you,” she looked to Isabella and eyed her from head to toe, “Whores aren’t allowed to conduct their business here.”

“She is no whore,” I said sternly. “She is my lady.”

“Mmhmm,” was the woman’s only reply. “A silver will get you food, drink, and sleep for a night.”

“My purse is empty, though,” I said, padding my pockets as if to show it, “I can work for my keep. I have a strong back.”

“Then why are you wasting my time? No money, then out with ya. This is an inn, not a charity!” the woman yelled and was halfway to walking away when Isabella spoke.

“How much will this buy us?” Isabella asked, removing a silver ring from her finger and dropping it into the inn’s keeper’s hand.

“Ahhh… silver, I see. Heavy too, isn’t it?” the lady said happily. “If the silver was a king’s coin, I’d give you three nights, but as it is, it will give you two nights of ale, meals, and sleep.”

“We’ll take it,” I agreed.

It took a minute for the keeper to find the key to their room, while the men of the inn gradually fell silent as their eyes settled on Isabella. If she had been an ordinary woman, I would have worried for her as she crossed the floor towards the stairs. However, I was more concerned about Isabella getting into a fight and causing us to be kicked out.

The keeper brought us to the simple room upstairs. It was little more than walls with a straw bed and a small table for taking letters, but it would do. She instructed us to come downstairs when we wanted our ale and meal.

“I don’t know what we should do now,” I said, peeking out the window at the street below. “I don’t think we are being followed. Maybe we should just stay in here for a bit.”

“This is a good plan,” Isabella agreed; she sounded pained and winded.

Turning around, I saw her sitting on the edge of the bed with one hand gripping the baby. I walked to her and kneeled before her to look up into her eyes.

“Is it the baby? Are you okay?”

“Yes, my love,” Isabella said with a tender smile as she cupped my cheek. “It is my injuries; they still require healing on the inside, but I am weak from our travels. I need strength.”

“Sure, of course,” I said, “Do you need rest or food or…”

“No,” she said and pulled my lips to meet hers. The kiss we shared was long and exciting. “I need you, my love. Your seed will give me all the strength I need.”

“Okay,” I said hesitantly as I crawled on top of her, and she spread her legs as she laid back on the bed. We kissed, taking our time as slowly our clothes peeled away one at a time. When we were naked and the intensity of our passion began to rise, I paused. “I… you’re injured… are you sure this is okay? I don’t want to hurt you more.”

The smile Isabella formed was playful and full of love as she looked up into my eyes. “You’re a good man, my love, but you have nothing to worry about. You could use all your strength, and your roughest moment would still be my gentlest.”

Again, it was a strange moment to be in as I felt her legs wrap around my waist and her arms wrapped around my neck. Knowing that at any instant, this tiny girl could crush me, but she did not. It was terrifying and yet romantic. Isabella, with all the power in the world, was choosing me.

Kissing her my, my hands groped her perfectly sculpted breasts, and I felt her melt beneath me. My thumbs rubbing her nipples and hands squeezing her breasts, she whimpered and moaned. With my clothes removed, my throbbing hard cock rested on her tender pussy lips. I felt how wet she was as I slid forward and back and my flexed cock pressed down on her lips and her clit.

Her arms wrapped around my neck and back and gripped me tightly, there was a slight panic when I felt her squeeze tighten, but Isabella was a master of her strength and to me her strength felt like that of a normal woman.

“Oh, Gods yes!” Isabella gasped between kisses as my cock continued to tease her clit with every motion. “Oh, my—fuck…”

Finally, things had become so slick between her legs that eventually my swollen head pierced inside her tight pussy lips and my inches began to fill her.

“Ahhh! Yes!” she cried, pulling my chest to hers as I filled her up. The warm and moist inside her of her pussy spasmed around me. Held inside her, I listened to her moan and pant with every flex of my cock as I throbbed by her feel. I realized then that she had already come from the extended tease I gave her. Her body trembled, and her breath quivered. “Ugh gods...” she groaned.

Isabella pressed off of the bed as I leaned back and sat at the edge of the mattress. Her legs wrapped around my waist, her hands clasped behind my neck. For that moment, with her eyes locked on mine, we were not two people but one. She felt my cock throb inside her and I felt her pussy pulsate around me. We were connected.

My palms slid down her slender but hard back to cup her plump ass cheeks. My hips began to move in unison with hers as she rocked back and forth, sliding my cock in and out of her. Every inch of motion was tantalizing for her as she moaned. I felt her hot breath bathing my neck. My fingers dug into her butt cheeks as I pulled her forward and back, my thick shaft speared inside her with increasing speed as her moans became uncontrollable.

“Ahhh! Fuck! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!” she cried and I worried other might hear, but clearly she did not.

Her ass was raising and thumping down on my cock aggressively. Her body crashing into mine and making a clapping noise as the length of my shaft was removed only to ram back inside her.

“Yes! Yes, yes, yes!” Isabella panted with an increase in her desperateness. “I’m so close again. Yes! Fuck! Cum with me, love! Cum inside me. Cum in my pussy!”

I groaned at her words as her pussy slammed up and down on my shaft. Her ass jiggled with every squat, her breasts bounced with every hump.

“Oh, fuck—I’m cumming!” she cried and her face was wrecked with emotion and pleading. I groaned into the crook of her neck as I felt her squeeze my cock just as my shaft swelled and emptied inside her. My arms squeezed around her waist as her thigh did around my body. In the moment of ecstasy we held another as my semen filled her slit and her pussy milked my cock dry. Her forehead lulled against mine as we panted and groaned as my cock continued to pulse.

“My heart,” Isabella panted, “is yours.”

Cupping her soft cheek, I turned her eyes up and toward mine. They sparkled like gems. “And my heart is yours... now and always...” We kissed hard and breathed each other in like the world could end at a moment’s notice.

Afterward, we collapsed into the bed. Exhausted from the event along with a full day and night of travel, we slept for hours naked and wrapped up in each other.


CHAPTER FOUR




We woke sometime later after night had fallen. Using one of her silver rings, I went to a shop across the street as they were closing, purchased a pair of brown cloaks, and returned to the inn with a purse full of copper coins and a silver coin. With a cloak to better hide Isabella’s beauty, we found a table in the corner of the inn that was barely lit by candlelight and told the barmaid we were ready for our meal and drink.

“Mmm, this is good,” Isabella said as she took another large swallow of ale.

“They brew a much better batch here than I ever had,” I said. We both ate and drank ravenously. The meal was two boiled chickens, bathed in garlic seasoning, with carrots and potatoes. We devoured it all along with a flagon of ale to wash it all down. When the barmaid returned, she took away a tray of picked-over bones and promised another flagon of ale.

“I had never eaten so well in my life,” Isabella said with a smile and a hand resting on her belly.

“Should I find steady work in the city, we could eat like this every day,” I said with a wink.

“Ah, that would be great,” Isabella giggled, “You and I could eat the city empty of their chickens.”

The barmaid brought them another flagon of ale and left. Later in the evening, the crowd grew, and the remaining patrons were drunkards gathered at the middle tables. I imagined them laughing, jeering, and singing songs as they did every night.

“I will begin my search for work tomorrow,” I said over a fresh cup of ale. “Hunting would be my first choice, though; without my bow, I am not of much use. Still, I’m young and have a strong back. I should find something soon, I should think.”

Confusion blended with worry overtook Isabella’s face. She leaned over the table to whisper, “No, you mustn’t. Your time and body are needed elsewhere?”

“Where?”

“You must prepare,” Isabella said, glancing over her shoulder to ensure others were not listening. “The Amazons will be released soon, and their wrath won’t be kind to us nor to mankind.”

“Why not? Because of the baby? The male Amazon?” I asked.

“Partly, for us, yes,” she said, “But thousands of years left to rot inside the forests have made them bitter and jaded of men. I fear the time of Amazons wishing to protect men has passed. Their intent might be more selfish once they get their freedom.”

“What about you?”

“What about me?”

“You speak of the Amazons as if you are not one anymore, but aren’t you, though?” I asked.

Isabella looked at her cup of ale, her finger circling the lid, “The Amazons will seek revenge on man… the Amazons will seek to murder my son… I am no longer an Amazon,” she said, her eyes transfixed on mine, “I am a mother, and I am your woman. That is all.”

After our meal and finishing off another flagon of ale, we quietly retreated back to our room. Under our wool blanket, we made love once more. Once we were sweaty and she had drained me of my seed once more, we fell into each other’s arms and slept together, not knowing that this would be the last time in a long time.


CHAPTER FIVE




“Idon’t understand these cloaks,” Isabella complained. “It is not cold out, so why cover our bodies? And even if it was cold, this material is not thick or all-encompassing.”

I smiled as I walked beside her to the edge of town. She kept her hood up and covering her face as I asked but flapped the cape of the cloak back and forth in confusion.

“It is not meant to keep you warm; it is meant to keep you hidden,” I said.

The dark shade of her hood turned toward me. “I walk in the plain sun of the morning. All can see me!”

I chuckled, “It does not hide your presence but your beauty, my lady. Most women of the city are plain, and those with skin as clear as yours either are rich or work in a high end establishment.”

She walked in silence for several steps, “A whore house,” she said with understanding.

“Yes.”

“Why would a man pay a woman to empty himself between her legs?” she asked.

I made a face and shrugged, “Most women in the cities aren’t as… sexual as the Amazons.”

Isabella shrugged, clearly still confused.

They made it to the Eastern side of the city, which was almost the opposite side from where they had approached. All morning, Isabella had been describing to me what I had to do to begin my preparations, and all morning, I had been wary of her instructions.

“Do you know where you go?” she asked. We stood beside a river that snaked down a shallow hill and turned to rapids before disappearing around the bend. Along the riverside on both sides were dozens of fishermen, boatmen, and soldiers watching over them all.

I nodded to where the river bent. “I remember your instructions. I still do not know why you can not go with me.”

Isabella turned to face me, and I could see her delicate lips and chin from under her cloak. “Amazons are not allowed in Elf territory. They see us as a threat. It is bad blood from ancient times.”

I shook my head, “Then why would they help me?”

“Times have changed, but they are about to change even more,” Isabella warned. “The Elves will know this better than all. They are masters of magic.”

I nodded, though I didn’t fully understand. “And this doorway will just... open?”

She smiled, “Yes, my love. You might not be magical, but your child inside me blesses you by proxy.”

“I... don’t know what any of that means,” I admit.

She smiled again. “The door will open.”

I cupped her cheek, “I don’t like leaving you alone in the city.”

“I will keep quiet and small. No one will know I am here.”

I nodded, and we kissed long and deep. Long enough that I wished we were still at the inn so I could have her once more. Parting from the kiss, my palm lingered on her belly, and the three of us shared the moment.

Starting along the path beside the river, I began my journey but was stopped when Isabella grabbed my shoulder.

“Just... remember,” she said, a clear struggle in her words as she searched for them. “Your heart is your heart, and your body is your body… Your heart is mine, but your body... your body is yours.”

“Okay...” I said, even more confused. Before I could ask more, she turned and returned to the city.

The journey to this magical door was a rather easy trek. The path was mostly down hill and followed a common road that was highly trafficked by merchants. I spent day and night on that road before I came across the rock that was three times as tall as a man, just as Isabelle described. Parting from the path, I continued into the woods. Following the setting sun, I thought I was close to the destination as the sunlight began to dwindle. Not wanting to search for a magical door in darkness, I decided to gather fire wood and make camp for the night and continue in the morning.

The thrill of knowing about all this magic was enticing. Every child grew up on tales of Elves, dwarves, and orcs, but they were just stories, we knew. No one thought they were real, but I was about to meet a real live elf, at least I hoped to.

Isabella had said that while many magical creatures could drain power from man, there was only one non-demon creature who could give power to man. The Elves. She said in order to survive the coming years, I had to go to the Elves and plead my case. While it wasn’t ideal, Isabella made it seem that it was our only hope. I would do what I needed to in order to keep my family safe, regardless of the risk. I never thought of myself as a warrior, but I would fight to protect Isabella.

Darkness came quicker than I expected. Using my rock and flint, I stoked my fire while keeping an eye over my shoulder the entire time. There had been noises in the woods while I gathered wood. The trees bowed with the wind, and branches creaked. I did my best to quiet my imagination, but if Amazons and Elves were real, it also meant demons were too. It was a challenge to dampen my fear.

I fed the fire more than needed. The flames licked up to my height standing, providing great warmth but also bathing the surrounding trees in light. If anything, it made everything worse. The shadows danced as I turned around, looking for movement. My heart was beating in my chest as I scanned, and my hands clutched a cheap dagger I had bought before leaving the city. It was little more use than for skinny a squirrel or rabbit snared in a trap, but it brought me some comfort.

When I had turned in a complete circle and returned my eyes to the fire, I saw the woman sitting on the opposite side of the flame. The red and orange hues bathed her skin, making her eyes appear to be made of fire.

I gasped and staggered back a step.

“Hi there...” she said, and her voice sounded like silk to my ears.

“Who—Who are you?” I stuttered, feeling my sweaty palm squeeze the handle of my knife.

The woman stood, and I saw she was naked, a sight that would have made me look away and blush a week ago, but after time spent with the Amazons barely surprised me. Slowly, she walked around the fire toward me. She was slender and yet curvy in a way I did not know a woman’s body could be. Her black hair draped over her shoulders, leading to her ample and large breasts. Her hard nipples pointed at me when they didn’t bounce away with her steps. She had an hourglass body with thick thighs and a butt that jiggled on approach. My eyes couldn’t help but stare at the small patch of pubic hair perfectly trimmed above her slit.

“Emerald is what I am called,” she said.

I licked my lips, my eyes transfixed on her like she pulled them toward her. “You—You are naked, Emerald,” I remarked.

The smile she grew was cute but kept an edge in the corner that kept me on edge even as she shrugged, helplessly, “I am home,” she said, “do you not go naked when you are home?”

I felt my heart yearn and my lips thirsty for the taste of her. “I, um, sometimes.” I was having difficulty concentrating. I was even struggling standing as I staggered back a step, but really I wanted to move forward. To touch her.

Her smile brightened as she moved closer, “You came here to find the Elves, did you not?”

My mouth hung open in surprise. “How did you know?”

Emerald stepped forward, placing a hand on my chest and then another. “You have found them.”

My eyes went wide. “Y-You are an elf?”

Coyly, she slid a finger across her brow, tucking her black hair behind her ear on one side. I gasped when I saw the pointed tip of her ear. A unique but cute attribute that all but confirmed her identity to me. “You are...” I whispered.

“Yes...” she slithered as her lips neared mine, “I wish to give you what you desire...”

Her soft lips touched mine, and the kiss was even more intoxicating than she was. Her hand slipped inside my pants and I felt it take my hard cock in her soft grip. When she pulled away from the kiss, there was a wicked smirk in the corner of her lips, and I saw a point on one of her teeth.

“Power...” she whispered.

I wasn’t sure how we ended up on the ground, but in a haze of ecstasy, I saw my clothes being peeled away until I was as naked as Emerald. She slithered down my body, her lips kissing my skin all the way down. When she planted a kiss on the tip of my cock a long string of milky semen stretched from her lips to my cock. I watched her slip her tongue out and lap at the pre-cum and then realized how her tongue was nearly twice as long as normal.

With devious eyes, Emerald lapped at the tip of my dick while staring up at me. Her lips wrapped around me and she slowly engulfed the entire length of my cock. I squirmed and groaned as Emerald’s tongue slipped around my shaft and massaged it in ways I didn’t know what possible. She hummed a high pitched note of approval as she slipped up and down my cock as if my length didn’t choke her like every other woman.

Popping her lips off of my head, she smiled as she moaned.

“Ooohhhhh how it has been so long since I’ve tasted something soo sweat,” Emerald groaned, her hand continuing to pump my glistening shaft. “I’ve missed the taste of man. Do you like my boobs, boy? I see you staring at them.”

Emerald shook her black hair back behind her shoulders as her hands groped the outside of her breasts and she slid my shaft between them. pressing her huge curvy tits hard around my cock, she bounced them up and down repeatedly. A horny grin stayed on her lips as she panted and watched the head of my cock stab up toward her face before disappearing back inside her cleavage.

“Ohh yesss… I can feel you throbbing. I can smell you oozing more of your delicious nectar from the feel of my body… here let me taste more!” she said and bent over to lap at the tip of my cock with every thrust between her tits. “Mmmm… I could eat you for days, boy.”

As good as it felt for me, it seemed to be doubly as pleasurable for Emerald her desperate moans grew louder and more frequent. Suddenly, it became too much for her entirely and she released her breasts and grabbed ahold of my cock, roughly feeding it into her mouth.

“Mmmmmm garghmmmmm!” she moaned around my shaft as her head aggressively bobbed up and down and she fucked her face on my shaft.

Staring at her ass up in the air as she devoured me, I nearly came in that instant but as if she could read my mind, Emerald stopped and quickly clambered up my body.

“No, no, no!” she said desperately. “I don’t want your cum there. I need your cum inside me!”

Feeding my shaft into her pussy, I slipped inside her like she was made to fit me. My cock flexed deep inside her hole and she threw her head back and moaned. My hands traversed her meaty hips all the way up to her bouncing breasts as she rode me. Her pussy made a wet sopping sound with every bounce down as she fucked me harder.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me like a slut! Fuck me like a whore!” she cried. Her eyes grew wilder the harder she rode me. Her tits clapped together as the fire became a back drop for her curvy body. “Oh yes, baby! Fuck me hard! Give me all of your seed! Fill me! Fill me up!”

I felt my shaft tense and grow hard as I lost control. As I did, my eyes blurred, and my vision doubled. Suddenly, things my sight passed over before came to the forefront. I saw Emerald’s fangs as she screamed and panted. Her pointy ears remained, but so did a tail that whipped this way and that over her shoulder. Just as realization set in, I noticed the two pink wings that began to spread from her back as well.

“Yes, boy. Cum! Cum inside me!” she cried out just as I did. My semen brought her to orgasm as her breasts jiggled and her eyes squinted.

With every pump of cum I injected her with, I felt the strength leave my body until at last I knew what I feared to be true.

She is not an Elf... she is a Succubus... she is a demon!
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PREVIEW!


Comforting Neighbor


The phone rang for the first time, and my stomach fell deeper into my core. I didn’t think I could feel any more humiliated than I already am…

“Mom, do I have to do this—it was just a joke,” I complained over your shoulder.

“You humiliated a respectful lady behind her back. I raised you better than that,” my mother snapped from the hallway.

A second ring.

“But I’m 18 years old, this is stupid. She doesn’t even know⁠—”

“That’s right, you’re 18 years old and still acting like a juvenile. Maybe you’ll think about this the next time.”

A third ring. Mrs. Finnish answered as it finished.

“Hello?” she said.

I sighed, rubbing my fingers over my brow as I tried to imagine how this conversation was going to play out. “Hello, um, Mrs. Finnish?”

“Yes.”

“This is Matt. Uh, Matt Conwright. Your neighbor from across the street.”

“Oh, yes! Hi there, I thought you were off to college. I haven’t seen you around much,” she said brightly.

“Um, yes, no, I mean. I’m leaving soon. A few weeks…” I stalled and stole a glance over my shoulder and confirmed, yup, mother was still there. “Listen, this is kinda uncomfortable for me to say… I saw you gardening yesterday, and I might have—” my mother slapped the back of my head, “Did. I definitely did take a few photos and a video of you for… personal use… and, well, I just feel really guilty about it now and wanted to apologize.”

“Oh?” the brightness had left Mrs. Finnish’s voice as she measured my words. Okay, now I really did feel a little guilty. Mrs. Finnish was always a nice lady growing up. She was a little older than my mom but certainly didn’t look that way. When I was little, I would go over to her house with other neighborhood kids for cookies and milk. But that was a long time ago. Cookies and milk were not what I was interested in anymore.

“Yeah,” I said in a slump, “And I just wanted to say I’m really sorry for disrespecting you and—and I deleted everything and I hope you can forgive me.”

Turning around with a beet-red face, I shrugged at my Mother as if asking if that was enough. She might have nodded approvingly, but she rolled her finger forward. It was not enough.

“And…” I sighed again and winced, “And to make it up to you, if you like, I’d be happy to help with gardening this week if you need a hand.”

Please say no. Please say no. Please say no…

“Um, well,” Mrs. Finnish giggled uncomfortably like she was as eager as I was to change the subject, “Now that you mention it, I could use another pair of hands for my rose bushes. They always cut me up.”

Fuck!

“Great, I’d be happy to help.”

“Oh, that’s so nice of you. I always knew you were such a good boy. Um, see you tomorrow, say around eight?”

“Eight in the morning?” I blurted out and felt a swift smack to the back of my head.

“Too early?” Mrs. Finnish asked.

“Nope, nope. Eight sounds great. I was just making sure. See you then.”

“Bye-bye,” she replied and hung up.

“Gardening at eight,” I said, turning to face my Mother. “Happy now?”

“You stay there until she tells you you can go,” she warned with an extended finger, “If she keeps you all day, so be it.”

“Yes, Mom,” I moped.
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PREVIEW!


Viral Cougar


“Oh, god…” Mandy groaned as her dildo dipped into her pussy and back out. The 8-inch light pink silicone object was already glistening with her juices. “Oh, I’m so close, guys… the first one is about to happen…” her voice sang as her hips raised and lowered. One foot was to the left of her steering wheel, while the other was outstretched on the passenger seat.

“Oh fuck! Are you ready? Are you guys fucking ready?” Mandy cried as she pumped the dildo in and out, faster and faster. She felt the pleasure building like a highlighter, circling her sex over and over. “Oh god!”

Mandy pulled the dildo out of her pussy, watching the bright sunlight catching the droplets flung off of it as they rained on her steering wheel. Her sex pulsed, and she squirted a small rain of juices onto the towel she had laid on the driver side floor-mats.

“Ugh!” she grunted as drips continued to leak from her. “God, I want you to fuck me right now so bad. I want you to treat me like the bad girl I’m being…”

Mandy leaned forward and adjusted the angle of her phone. It videoed her from the docking station she had in the middle of her dash above her sound system. The red Honda Odyssey she sat in was spacious. Meant for a family of seven, the minivan suited her family of six just fine as well as handled her extracurricular activities.

Hearts, starry-eyed faces, and lusting faces filled the screen as she live streamed video for her ultra-fans filled the screen. She had been teasing this video for some time. She meant to do it last week but her youngest was home sick from school and her husband couldn’t be bothered from his golf lessons, drinks with the boys, then a round of golf the next day that turned into more drinking—such was his way.

“Mmmm… mmmm…. I feel another one, you want another one baby?” she moaned to her digital audience. She had nearly 50 people watching her live, which was a record. When she posted this video later that night, it would get hundreds if not thousands of views by the weekend.

But 48 live views was pretty good for a 34-year-old mom of three.

She did a quick glance around the parking lot and saw no one but empty cars. Mandy had parked in the back of the beach parking lot. It was a sunny Florida day, so it was busy. She had left her windows down so the sound of the AC blowing wouldn’t ruin the audio of her recording.

The heat of the day clung to her skin and her loose white top (which allowed everyone could clearly see her nipples through) stuck to her skin. She wore a pair of large aviator sunglasses that felt like a mask to her. She normally wore an elegant mascaraed mask to hide some of her face when it was in frame. It gave her more confidence to perform her more secret fantasies. Hiding her sexual desires for so long only to put them on the internet for all to enjoy was terrifying and strangely erotic. It was amazing how a simple camera and internet post could activate an otherwise stalled and nonexistent sex life.

Biting her thick lower lip, the corner of her mouth raised in a smirk as she teased the tip of her dildo on her pussy lips. The touch alone was enough to send butterflies pattering around her belly and sex.

“Are you going to give me more?” Mandy asked breathlessly. “Mommy, wants more.”
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