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Chapter 1: Aching Arrival

Every step sends a fresh wave of protest through your body as you push open the heavy wooden door of the monster girl massage parlor. The long hours at work have left you wrecked — shoulders locked tight, lower back burning with deep knots, neck so stiff you can barely turn your head. Your legs feel like lead, and a dull, persistent ache radiates through your hips and thighs. Even breathing feels laborious. You’ve been running on fumes for weeks, and tonight you finally surrendered to the glowing neon sign that read “Wings of Relief – Monster Girl Massage.”
 
The moment you step inside, the outside world seems to fall away. The interior is warmly lit by soft golden lanterns and strings of delicate fairy lights. The air is thick with the soothing scent of lavender, chamomile, and something sweeter — a floral nectar that feels almost intoxicating. Gentle ambient music plays from hidden speakers: soft chimes and distant birdsong mixed with the faint rustle of wind through feathers. Your aching body instinctively relaxes a fraction just from the atmosphere.
 
Then she appears.
 
Bianka flutters forward from behind a silk curtain, her large, elegant wings spreading slightly for balance as her taloned feet click softly against the polished wooden floor. She is breathtaking.
 
At twenty-one years old, the harpy girl possesses a beauty that feels both ethereal and warmly inviting. Her face is strikingly human and exquisitely lovely — high cheekbones, full soft lips curved in a bright, genuine smile, and large, expressive violet eyes that sparkle with kindness and quiet confidence. Silky purple hair cascades in gentle waves down her back and over one shoulder, framing her face like liquid amethyst. Her skin is smooth, flawless, and softly luminous under the warm lighting.
 
What truly draws your gaze, however, is her voluptuous body. Massive, heavy breasts strain against a simple white bra that seems barely capable of containing them. The soft, pale flesh spills generously over the cups, creating deep, inviting cleavage. Her waist narrows elegantly before flaring out into wide, fertile hips and thick, plush thighs that jiggle slightly with each careful step of her sharp talons. She wears only matching white panties that sit low on her hips, the thin fabric hugging the generous curve of her ass and the soft mound of her pussy.
 
Her arms are gone — replaced by large, beautiful feathered wings. The feathers are a gradient of soft white and lavender, shimmering faintly. You can already see how the primary feathers at the tips are longer and more mobile, almost like delicate, silky fingers. Her lower body ends in powerful avian legs tipped with sharp black talons, yet she moves with surprising grace and care, clearly mindful of how intimidating they could look to a human client.
 
“Welcome~” Bianka’s voice is melodic and soothing, like warm honey dripping over velvet. She tilts her head cutely, purple hair shifting as her violet eyes scan your tense posture. “Oh dear… you look like you’ve been carrying the weight of the world on those shoulders. My name is Bianka. I’ll be taking care of you tonight.”
 
She flutters closer, her wings half-spread in a gentle, welcoming gesture. One of her feathery “hands” — a cluster of soft primary feathers — reaches out and brushes ever so lightly across your shoulders. The touch is barely there, yet it sends a ripple of unexpected comfort through your aching muscles. The feathers are impossibly soft, warm, and slightly downy at the base. You feel the faintest flutter against your skin, like a dozen tiny, gentle caresses all at once.
 
“You’re so stiff,” she coos sympathetically, her voice lowering into a comforting murmur. “Poor thing… Let me help you unwind completely. That’s what I’m here for.”
 
Bianka leads you down a short hallway into a private treatment room. The space is intimate and luxurious: warm wooden walls, a large padded massage bed draped in crisp white sheets that have clearly been warmed, soft towels folded neatly nearby, and a small side table holding various oils and lotions that gleam invitingly under the low light. A faint mist of scented steam rises from a diffuser in the corner, filling the room with that same soothing lavender-floral aroma.
 
She turns to face you fully, her massive breasts shifting heavily with the movement, the white bra creaking slightly under their weight. Her thick thighs press together as she stands with perfect posture, talons clicking once before she stills them.
 
“Standard procedure here is full nudity,” Bianka explains gently, her violet eyes meeting yours without a trace of embarrassment — only warm professionalism mixed with something softer, almost affectionate. “It allows me to work on every tight muscle without restriction. Don’t worry… I’ve seen everything before, and I promise I’ll take perfect care of you. You can trust me.”
 
There’s something deliciously disarming about her bright, friendly smile paired with that curvaceous, barely-clothed body. Your eyes drift for a moment to the heavy swell of her tits, the way her nipples faintly poke against the thin white fabric, down to the smooth skin of her belly and the enticing gap between her thick thighs where the white panties disappear between plump pussy lips.
 
She notices your gaze but only smiles wider, a tiny playful glint flashing in her violet eyes.
 
“Whenever you’re ready,” she says softly. “I’ll turn around while you undress and get comfortable on the bed, face down. Take your time. There’s no rush here.”
 
Bianka politely turns, giving you privacy. Her broad feathered wings fold neatly against her back, but you still catch the generous curve of her ass and the way her thick thighs rub together as she waits. You peel off your clothes one by one, wincing as stiff muscles protest the movement. Shirt, pants, underwear — everything comes off until you stand completely naked in the warm room. Your cock, already slightly stirred by the sight and scent and gentle energy of the harpy girl, hangs heavy between your legs.
 
You climb onto the massage bed. The sheets are deliciously warm against your bare skin, almost like a gentle embrace. You settle face-down, arms at your sides or slightly bent, legs relaxed. The padded surface cradles your aching body perfectly. A long, tired sigh escapes your lips as your cheek presses into the soft pillow.
 
You hear the soft click of Bianka’s talons as she turns back around. A quiet, appreciative little hum leaves her throat.
 
“Mmm… there you are,” she murmurs, her voice dripping with soothing approval. “Such a handsome body, even if it’s carrying so much tension right now. Don’t worry. By the time I’m done with you, you’ll feel like an entirely new man.”
 
Her feathered wings flutter lightly as she approaches the side of the bed. You feel the air shift as she leans over you. One soft wing extends, and the silky tips of her feathers brush ever so gently down the length of your spine — a feather-light preview that makes your skin prickle with pleasant anticipation. The touch is comforting, teasing, and strangely intimate all at once.
 
Bianka’s violet eyes roam across your naked form with professional care… and perhaps just a hint of hungry appreciation.
 
“Comfortable?” she asks, her melodic voice low and sweet. “Good. Now just breathe deeply and let everything go. I’m going to start with your scalp and work my way down… slowly. I want you to melt for me tonight.”
 
Her massive breasts sway heavily as she positions herself at the head of the bed, the white bra straining to contain them. You catch the faint, warm scent of her skin — clean, slightly sweet, with an underlying feminine musk that makes your pulse quicken despite your exhaustion.
 
You close your eyes, the aches in your body still present but already feeling distant under the promise of her touch. Bianka’s soft feathers hover just above your head, ready to begin.
 
“Relax for me…” she whispers tenderly.
 
And with that gentle command, the first phase of your healing ends — your naked, aching body laid bare and waiting for Bianka’s wings.




Chapter 2: Feathery Scalp Heaven

Bianka reaches over and gently dims the lights until the room is bathed in a soft, golden twilight. The warm glow makes everything feel even more intimate, like the outside world has completely vanished. Only the two of you remain in this quiet cocoon of comfort and slowly building heat.
 
She positions herself at the head of the massage bed, her taloned feet planted carefully on either side so she can lean over you without straining. You feel the subtle shift in the air as her large, feathered wings unfold slightly, the soft lavender-tipped feathers catching the low light. Her massive breasts hang heavy above you, straining against the thin white bra, swaying gently with her movements. The sweet, feminine scent of her skin — warm vanilla and something delicately musky — drifts down to you.
 
“Just close your eyes and breathe deeply for me,” she whispers, her melodic voice like velvet brushing against your ears. “Let me take care of everything.”
 
The first touch is so light it almost feels like imagination.
 
A cluster of her silky primary feathers — soft as the finest down yet surprisingly dexterous — glides slowly through your hair from forehead to crown. The sensation is exquisite. Each feather acts like an individual finger, separating strands with delicate precision while barely grazing your scalp. It’s weightless, yet every pass sends tiny ripples of pleasure racing across your skin and down your spine.
 
Bianka hums a gentle, wordless tune. The sound vibrates softly in her chest, low and soothing, wrapping around you like a warm blanket. Her voice is pure comfort, melodic and sweet, matching the rhythm of her feathers as they stroke through your hair again and again.
 
“Mmm… your hair is so nice,” she murmurs, genuine affection in her tone. “Thick and strong… but your scalp is so tight. Poor thing. You’ve been holding so much stress here.”
 
She works with incredible patience. The mobile feathers at the tips of her wings fan out, brushing in slow, circular patterns across the top of your head. Some feathers stroke forward, others backward, creating a delicious, overlapping sensation that makes your entire scalp tingle. The ultra-soft texture feels almost like warm silk being dragged lightly over every nerve ending.
 
Then she changes the pressure.
 
Where her wings meet her shoulders, she has smoother, warmer human-like skin and palms. She uses these warmer parts to press more firmly, massaging your scalp in deeper, slower kneading motions while the feathers continue their feather-light teasing around the edges. The contrast is heavenly — firm, grounding pressure mixed with the delicate, fluttering caress of thousands of tiny soft barbs.
 
You feel her leaning closer. Her heavy breasts brush lightly against the top of your head and the back of your neck as she works. The soft, warm flesh and the faint scrape of lace from her bra create a teasing, sensual weight that makes your cock twitch against the warm sheets beneath you.
 
Bianka’s violet eyes are half-lidded with concentration and quiet pleasure as she watches your reactions. Her purple hair slips over one shoulder, tickling your ear as she tilts her head.
 
“Right here…” she coos softly, focusing on a particularly tight spot near your left temple. Her feathers zero in with pinpoint accuracy, stroking in tiny, rhythmic circles. The sensation is so precise and gentle that it borders on ticklish, yet it melts tension you didn’t even realize you were carrying. A deep, involuntary sigh escapes your lips — the first real sound of relief you’ve made all day.
 
“That’s it,” she praises warmly, her voice dripping with soothing encouragement. “Let it all out for me. You’re safe here. Just melt…”
 
She continues working the temples, her feather-fingers gliding in slow figure-eights, then long, sweeping strokes from your hairline all the way to the nape of your neck. Each pass sends pleasant tingles racing down your spine, straight into your lower back and even into your groin. Your body is beginning to respond whether you want it to or not. Your cock, pressed against the warm sheets, has grown noticeably heavier and thicker, the subtle friction making you acutely aware of your nakedness.
 
Bianka notices. A soft, delighted little giggle leaves her throat.
 
“Your body is already starting to relax… I can feel it,” she whispers, her breath warm against your ear. “And other parts are waking up too. That’s perfectly natural. Don’t be shy. I love seeing my clients respond to my touch.”
 
Her feathers slide down to the back of your head, working the base of your skull with slow, rolling motions. The ultra-soft texture explores every inch — behind your ears, along your occipital ridge, even gently tugging at the roots of your hair in the most delicious way. The combination of her warm palms pressing firmly and the silky feathers fluttering lightly creates wave after wave of deep relaxation mixed with growing sensual pleasure.
 
You let out another long, shuddering sigh, your shoulders finally beginning to drop as years of accumulated tension start to dissolve under her expert care.
 
Bianka keeps humming that gentle tune, occasionally murmuring soft praises.
 
“Good boy… just like that. Feel how light your head is becoming? All that heavy weight is drifting away.”
 
Her thick thighs shift slightly as she adjusts her stance, the smooth skin of her legs brushing against the edge of the bed. You catch the faint scent of her arousal beginning to bloom — a sweet, feminine musk that mixes with the lavender in the air and makes your mouth water unconsciously.
 
She spends long, luxurious minutes on your scalp, never rushing. Her feather-fingers tease and stroke, knead and flutter, until your entire head feels warm, loose, and buzzing with pleasant sensation. Every knot melts. Every tight muscle surrenders. The tingles travel lower and lower, turning into a slow, delicious heat that pools in your abdomen and makes your cock throb gently against the sheets.
 
Bianka leans down even closer, her massive breasts now resting more fully against the back of your head and shoulders. The heavy, soft weight is comforting and intensely lewd at the same time. You can feel the warmth radiating from her body, the faint beat of her heart, and the silky brush of her feathers as they continue their heavenly dance across your scalp.
 
“You’re doing so well,” she whispers tenderly, her violet eyes glowing with quiet satisfaction. “Just keep breathing… let my feathers take all the tension away. There’s so much more of you I want to touch… but we have all night.”
 
Her feather-fingers give one final, long, sweeping stroke from your forehead all the way down to the nape of your neck, sending one last powerful shiver of pleasure racing through your entire body.
 
You lie there, completely naked, cock half-hard and twitching against the warm sheets, your scalp tingling with residual ecstasy, and your mind floating in a delicious haze of relaxation.
 
Bianka’s soft, melodic voice drifts down to you once more.
 
“Ready for your shoulders and neck next, handsome?”




Chapter 3: Shoulders and Neck Release

Bianka’s warm breath ghosts across the shell of your ear as she finishes the final feather-light stroke along your scalp. Her violet eyes sparkle with quiet satisfaction at the way your body has already begun to surrender beneath her.
 
“Such a good boy… your head is much lighter now,” she murmurs sweetly. “But I can still feel all that heavy tension locked in your shoulders and neck. Let’s melt it away together.”
 
She shifts gracefully along the side of the massage bed, her sharp talons clicking softly against the floor. The warm, lavender-scented air stirs as her large feathered wings adjust. You feel the heat of her voluptuous body drawing closer. Her thick thighs brush against the edge of the bed, and the heavy swell of her breasts sways pendulously inside the straining white bra as she positions herself perfectly over your upper back.
 
Her touch changes.
 
No longer the delicate, weightless flutter of her primary feathers, Bianka now uses the stronger, broader parts of her wings and the warm, smooth heels of her palms where her wings meet her torso. The first firm press into your trapezius muscles draws a low, involuntary groan from deep in your chest.
 
“Ohhh… yes, right there,” she coos with gentle approval, her melodic voice dripping with encouragement. “These shoulders are so tight. You’ve been carrying so much, haven’t you?”
 
She digs in with controlled power. The heels of her palms sink deeply into the dense knots on both sides of your neck, rolling and kneading with slow, deliberate strength. The pressure is intense but perfect — never painful, always just on the edge of blissful release. At the same time, the silky secondary feathers along the edges of her wings glide lightly over your skin, tracing delicate patterns that contrast sharply with the firm massage. Deep, grounding pressure followed by feather-soft caresses. The combination sends waves of relief crashing through your body.
 
Bianka leans closer, her massive breasts lowering until the warm, heavy undersides rest fully against your upper back. The soft, plush flesh spills generously over your shoulder blades, the thin white bra doing almost nothing to hide the heat and weight of her huge tits. Every time she applies pressure with her wings and palms, her breasts drag slowly across your skin, the lace scraping lightly, her stiffening nipples occasionally catching against you through the fabric.
 
The sensation is heavenly.
 
She works methodically, starting at the base of your neck and moving outward along the tight bands of muscle running toward your shoulders. Her palms press, roll, and squeeze while her feathers flutter and stroke, teasing the sensitive skin along your spine and the sides of your neck. Warmth blooms everywhere she touches. The deep knots that have plagued you for weeks begin to loosen, unraveling under her skilled care.
 
“That’s it… let go for me,” she whispers, her lips so close to your ear that her warm breath sends pleasant shivers racing down your spine. “All that stress from work… all those heavy thoughts… just breathe them out. I’ve got you.”
 
Her voice is pure comfort, soft and soothing, yet laced with something undeniably intimate. Each encouraging word makes your body sink deeper into the padded bed.
 
She finds a particularly stubborn knot on your right trapezius and focuses there, using the stronger edge of her wing to apply firm, rhythmic pressure while her softer feathers dance lightly around the area, soothing the surrounding muscles. The contrast is exquisite — intense relief mixed with teasing, tingling pleasure. Your cock, already half-hard from the scalp massage, thickens further against the warm sheets, trapped beneath your body and leaking a small bead of precum onto the fabric.
 
Bianka notices the subtle shift in your breathing and lets out a soft, delighted hum.
 
“Mmm… I can feel your body responding so nicely,” she purrs, her violet eyes half-lidded as she watches the back of your neck and shoulders. “Your muscles are finally starting to trust me. Just relax… let the tension flow out of you.”
 
She moves to your left side, repeating the process with the same loving thoroughness. Her thick thighs press against the bed as she leans her full weight into the massage. The heavy, warm globes of her breasts squash deliciously against your upper back, rocking gently with each knead and press. You can feel the faint dampness of her skin against yours, the sweet feminine scent of her body growing stronger as she works.
 
Her feathers never stop moving. While her palms and the firmer parts of her wings knead deeply, the silky tips continue to glide — stroking down the sides of your neck, tracing your collarbones, and fluttering lightly over the sensitive skin behind your ears. Every touch sends fresh tingles racing straight down your spine and into your groin, making your cock throb harder against the sheets.
 
You let out another long, shuddering sigh of relief. The chronic stiffness that made turning your head painful is rapidly dissolving. Your neck feels longer, looser, more mobile. Your shoulders drop noticeably as the deep muscles finally unclench.
 
Bianka rewards you with more praise, her voice warm and affectionate.
 
“Good… so good. Feel how much lighter you are already? Your poor neck was screaming for this. I love watching you melt under my wings.”
 
She spends long, indulgent minutes alternating between deep, powerful kneading and feather-light stroking. At one point she gently gathers the back of your neck with both wings, using her palms to squeeze and lift while her soft feathers caress the sides. The sensation is incredibly intimate — almost like being cradled. Her large breasts press more firmly against you, the weight comforting and lewd at the same time.
 
Her warm breath continues to tickle your ear as she leans in close, whispering sweet, encouraging words.
 
“Let everything go… all the deadlines, all the pressure… none of it matters right now. Only my touch matters. Only how good you feel.”
 
By the time she finishes working both shoulders and the entire length of your neck, your upper body feels completely transformed. The tight, burning ache that had lived in your trapezius and cervical muscles for months has been replaced by a deep, glowing warmth and profound looseness. You can actually turn your head slightly without pain. Your entire back feels broader, more open, and far more sensitive to every delicate brush of her feathers.
 
Bianka finally eases the pressure, letting her soft wings glide in long, soothing strokes from the base of your skull all the way down to the middle of your back. The motion is slow, sensual, and deeply relaxing.
 
She lets out a satisfied little sigh of her own, her massive chest rising and falling against you.
 
“There we go… your shoulders and neck are so much looser now. Doesn’t that feel incredible?” Her voice is proud and tender at the same time. “You’re responding so beautifully to me. I can’t wait to take care of the rest of this handsome, aching body.”
 
Her thick thighs shift as she straightens slightly, the heat of her body still lingering on your skin. Your cock pulses steadily beneath you, now fully hard and trapped against the warm, slightly damp sheets, leaking steadily as the combination of deep relief and building arousal courses through your veins.
 
You lie there, breathing deeply, shoulders and neck finally free after so long, while Bianka’s violet eyes gleam with both professional satisfaction and growing, unmistakable hunger.
 
She hasn’t even reached your lower body yet… but already, you feel completely under her spell.




Chapter 4: Chest and Abdomen Melt

Bianka’s warm, melodic voice drifts over you like silk.
 
“Such a good boy… your shoulders and neck have relaxed so beautifully for me. Now it’s time to turn over. I want to take care of your chest and front.”
 
You feel a gentle nudge from her soft wing against your side. Slowly, you roll onto your back, the warm sheets caressing your naked skin as you settle. Your cock, now fully hard from the previous attentions, stands thick and heavy against your lower abdomen, twitching visibly in the soft golden light. A thin strand of precum glistens at the tip.
 
Bianka’s violet eyes flick downward for a moment, drinking in the sight of your erection with open appreciation. A soft, pleased smile curves her full lips.
 
“Mmm… look at you,” she purrs gently, her voice still soothing but now carrying a noticeably huskier edge. “Your body is waking up so nicely. Don’t be embarrassed. It makes me happy when my clients respond to my touch.”
 
She positions herself beside the bed, her sharp talons planted carefully as she leans over your torso. Her voluptuous figure is on full display now. The white bra strains desperately against her massive, heavy breasts, the deep cleavage spilling generously over the cups. Her wide, fertile hips and thick, plush thighs press together as she bends closer, the thin white panties hugging the soft mound of her pussy.
 
Bianka starts slowly.
 
Her large feathered wings extend over your chest. The silky feathers fan out and begin to stroke across your pectorals in long, sweeping motions — broad, gentle presses that glide from your collarbones down toward your sternum. The texture is divine: warm, smooth skin near the base of her wings combined with the ultra-soft, fluttering feathers that tease every inch of exposed skin. Each stroke feels like warm silk being dragged lovingly over your muscles.
 
She pays special attention to the tight areas around your ribs. Using the firmer parts of her wings, she applies slow, rolling pressure into the muscles between your ribs and along the edges of your pectorals, working out lingering knots with patient, rhythmic motions. At the same time, the delicate tips of her primary feathers continue their lighter, teasing dance — brushing, circling, and fluttering across your skin.
 
The contrast is intoxicating.
 
Deep, soothing pressure melts away the residual tension in your chest while feather-light caresses send pleasant tingles racing across your nerves. Your nipples harden instantly as her soft feathers graze over them again and again — light, deliberate strokes that make your breath hitch.
 
Bianka notices every reaction. Her beautiful violet eyes stay locked on your face, watching with genuine warmth and growing hunger as your lips part and your breathing deepens.
 
“Right here…” she whispers, focusing on your left nipple. One cluster of silky feathers circles the sensitive bud slowly while another set strokes across the right. The sensation is maddeningly gentle — not quite enough to satisfy, but more than enough to make your cock throb hard against your stomach, leaking steadily onto your skin.
 
“You’re so sensitive here,” she coos softly, her voice dripping with sweet affection. “I love how your body trembles for me. Just relax… let my feathers take care of you.”
 
She continues downward, her wings sweeping in broad, luxurious strokes across your upper abdomen. The muscles there are still slightly tight from stress, and Bianka works them with the same perfect balance — firm presses from the stronger parts of her wings to release the knots, followed by delicate, fluttering caresses that trace the lines of your abs and the sensitive skin around your navel.
 
Her thick thighs shift as she leans further over you. The heavy weight of her massive breasts sways heavily above your chest, occasionally lowering until the warm, soft undersides brush directly against your skin. The thin white bra scrapes lightly over your nipples as her tits drag across your pectorals in time with her wing movements. The heat radiating from her body is intense, and you catch the growing sweet-musk scent of her arousal mixing with the lavender in the air.
 
Every sweep of her feathers sends ripples of pleasure through you. Tension you didn’t even know remained in your chest and stomach continues to dissolve, replaced by a deep, glowing warmth that spreads outward. Your entire front feels looser, more open, and far more sensitive. Each breath feels deeper, easier.
 
Bianka’s purple hair cascades over one shoulder as she tilts her head, watching your face with half-lidded violet eyes. Her full lips part slightly as she speaks in that soothing, melodic tone.
 
“Breathe for me… nice and slow. Feel how all that tightness is melting away? Your chest is becoming so soft and relaxed under my wings.”
 
She trails her feathers lower, stroking teasingly along the edges of your abdomen, just above where your hard cock rests against your skin. The silky tips brush dangerously close to the base of your shaft but never quite touch it — a deliberate, delicious tease that makes your hips twitch involuntarily.
 
Her wide hips rock slightly as she works, the smooth skin of her thick thighs visible and inviting. You can see the faint damp spot forming on the front of her white panties, the fabric clinging to the plump lips of her pussy as her own excitement builds.
 
Bianka leans even closer, her massive breasts now resting more heavily on your chest. The soft, heavy globes squash warmly against you, nipples visibly stiff beneath the thin bra. She uses the opportunity to press deeper into your abdominal muscles with her wings, kneading slowly while her feathers continue their fluttering dance across your skin.
 
The atmosphere in the room has grown noticeably warmer and more intimate. The air feels thicker, charged with rising sexual tension. Every slow stroke of her feathers, every brush of her heavy tits, every whispered word of encouragement adds another layer of delicious, lewd heat to the relaxing massage.
 
“You’re doing so well,” she murmurs tenderly, her breath warm against your neck. “Your body is opening up for me so beautifully. All that leftover stress is disappearing… replaced by something much nicer, isn’t it?”
 
Her feather-fingers trace slow, sensual circles around your navel, then sweep upward again to tease your nipples once more — firmer this time, enough to make you groan softly. Your cock pulses visibly, rock-hard and dripping, begging for attention that she is still deliberately withholding.
 
Bianka smiles down at you, bright and comforting, yet her violet eyes now burn with clear, hungry intent.
 
“So much tension gone… but we still have so much more of you to take care of,” she whispers, her thick thighs pressing together as she leans over your relaxed, aching, and increasingly aroused body.
 
Your chest and abdomen feel wonderfully loose and warm, every muscle melted under her expert wings. Yet the growing throb between your legs and the heavy presence of her voluptuous body above you make it impossible to ignore where this heavenly massage is heading.




Chapter 5: Groin and Thighs Tease

Bianka’s violet eyes linger on your throbbing cock for a long, appreciative moment before she shifts lower along the massage bed. Her sharp talons click softly against the floor as she moves into position near your hips, her voluptuous body leaning over you with graceful care. The warm golden light casts gentle shadows across her massive breasts, still barely contained by the straining white bra, and highlights the smooth curve of her wide hips and thick thighs.
 
“Time to take care of these tired legs and that tight groin,” she says softly, her melodic voice remaining sweet and comforting even as her gaze grows darker with playful hunger. “You’ve been so good for me… now just relax and let me work lower.”
 
She starts with your thighs, using the broader, stronger parts of her feathered wings to knead deeply into the thick quadriceps muscles. The pressure is firm and soothing, rolling out the fatigue from hours of standing and walking. At the same time, the silky tips of her primary feathers glide lightly along the sensitive inner thighs, stroking upward in long, teasing trails that stop just short of where your body desperately wants attention.
 
The contrast is exquisite — powerful, relaxing massage on the outer muscles paired with feather-light, sensual caresses on the tender inner skin. Every stroke sends warm tingles racing straight to your groin.
 
Bianka’s thick thighs brush against the side of the bed as she leans in closer, giving you a perfect view of her plush, smooth legs and the way her white panties cling to the generous lips of her pussy. A visible damp spot has formed there, the fabric slightly darkened with her growing arousal.
 
She moves to your adductors — the tight inner thigh muscles that have been screaming from stress and poor posture. Her wings press firmly, using the heels of her palms and the stronger wing bones to sink deep into the knotted tissue. You groan involuntarily as she works out a particularly stubborn knot, the deep pressure bordering on painful yet instantly relieving.
 
“That’s it… let it out,” she coos encouragingly, her purple hair cascading over one shoulder. “These inner thighs are so tight. You hold so much tension here.”
 
As she kneads, her soft, mobile feathers never stop their teasing dance. The silky tips flutter dangerously close to your balls, brushing the sensitive skin of your inner thighs and occasionally grazing the underside of your heavy sac with the lightest possible touch. The sensation is maddening — so soft, so warm, and so deliberately gentle that it makes your cock twitch and throb visibly against your lower abdomen, leaking a fresh bead of precum that rolls slowly down your shaft.
 
Bianka’s violet eyes flick upward to watch your face, a playful, knowing glint sparkling in their depths. Her full lips curve into a soft, comforting smile even as she continues the sensual torment.
 
“Mmm… you’re getting so hard for me,” she murmurs sweetly, her voice still soothing but now laced with clear teasing affection. “Look how much you’re throbbing already. Your poor cock has been waiting so patiently while I took care of your upper body.”
 
One cluster of her feather-fingers strokes slowly up your left inner thigh, stopping just beneath your balls before retreating again. Another set repeats the motion on the right side, the ultra-soft feathers barely grazing the wrinkled skin of your sac, making your testicles tighten and draw up with need.
 
She continues working the hip flexors next, using firmer pressure to release the deep tightness where your thighs meet your pelvis. The massage feels incredibly therapeutic, melting away months of accumulated strain, yet every movement brings her teasing feathers closer to your aching erection.
 
“Your groin is so tight here,” she comments softly, her breath warm against your skin as she leans lower. “All that stress… all that built-up pressure. It’s going to feel so good when you finally release everything for me.”
 
Her feathers grow bolder. The silky tips now deliberately brush along the sides of your shaft — light, fluttering strokes that travel from base to tip without ever fully gripping you. The sensation is pure torture: warm, delicate feathers stroking your sensitive skin while her strong wings continue the deep, relaxing massage on your inner thighs and hips. Your cock pulses hard, standing straight up and begging for more direct attention, the head flushed dark and glistening with precum.
 
Bianka lets out a soft, delighted hum.
 
“Such a beautiful, hard cock,” she praises in that bright, friendly tone, as if she were simply commenting on the weather. “It’s twitching so eagerly every time my feathers touch you. Does that feel good? My soft little feathers teasing your most sensitive places?”
 
She focuses on the crease where your thigh meets your groin, kneading deeply with the firmer parts of her wings while her feather-fingers flutter rapidly over the base of your shaft and around your balls. The dual sensation — deep therapeutic pressure mixed with intense, feather-light stimulation — makes your hips buck slightly off the bed.
 
“Easy, handsome,” she whispers soothingly, one wing gently pressing your hip back down. “Just breathe and enjoy it. You don’t have to do anything but lie there and let me play with you.”
 
Her thick thighs shift as she adjusts her stance, bringing her body even closer. You can clearly see the outline of her stiff nipples poking through her white bra and the way her panties have grown wetter, clinging transparently to her plump pussy lips. The sweet, feminine musk of her arousal fills the warm air, mixing with the lavender scent and making your head spin.
 
Bianka continues the teasing for long, luxurious minutes. Her feathers stroke, circle, and flutter around your cock and balls without ever giving you the firm grip you crave. She pays special attention to the sensitive frenulum, brushing it repeatedly with the softest tips of her wings until your entire shaft is twitching and drooling precum onto your abdomen.
 
“You’re so full and tight down here,” she murmurs, her violet eyes locked on your throbbing erection with open fascination. “All that pressure… all that need. It must feel incredible to have my soft feathers stroking you like this. Don’t worry… I’ll make sure you release everything when the time is right.”
 
The deep massage on your adductors and hip flexors gradually eases the last of the physical tension in your lower body, leaving your thighs feeling loose, warm, and heavy with relaxation. Yet the constant, deliberate teasing of her feathers keeps your arousal at a fever pitch. Your cock throbs painfully hard, veins standing out along the shaft, the head slick and shiny.
 
Bianka finally slows her movements, letting her silky feathers rest lightly against your inner thighs, just inches from your desperate cock. She looks up at you with that bright, comforting smile, her beautiful human face glowing with affection and barely restrained lust.
 
“Your thighs and groin feel so much better now, don’t they?” she asks softly, her voice dripping with sweet promise. “All that tightness is melting away… but I can tell there’s still one very hard, very needy part of you that wants even more attention.”
 
Her violet eyes sparkle with playful intent as she hovers just above your throbbing erection, her massive breasts swaying heavily and her thick thighs pressed together in clear arousal.
 
The air between you crackles with heat. The massage has become undeniably sensual, and Bianka shows no intention of stopping the delicious torment anytime soon.




Chapter 6: Kissing and Soft Handjob

The air in the room feels thicker now, charged with raw anticipation. Your cock throbs heavily against your abdomen, flushed dark and slick with precum after Bianka’s relentless feather-teasing. She stands beside the massage bed, violet eyes glowing with open hunger beneath her bright, friendly smile. The last traces of professional distance melt away as she leans over you, her massive breasts swaying heavily in the straining white bra.
 
“You’ve been so patient,” she whispers, her melodic voice dropping into a warmer, more intimate register. “All that tension… all that aching need. It’s time I took even better care of you.”
 
Bianka lowers herself gracefully, her thick thighs brushing the edge of the bed as she brings her beautiful human face close to yours. Her purple hair cascades like silk around you, framing her lovely features. Her violet eyes half-close as she tilts her head, and without another word, she captures your lips in a slow, deep, comforting kiss.
 
Her mouth is incredibly soft and warm. The kiss starts gentle — a tender press of full lips that feels surprisingly affectionate and soothing. Then it deepens. Her lips part, and her tongue slips out to trace the seam of your mouth, coaxing you open with patient hunger. When you yield, she slides inside, tasting you with slow, sensual strokes that make your head spin. The kiss is both comforting and passionately intense — the perfect blend of care and raw desire.
 
While her human mouth claims yours so thoroughly, her feathered wings move lower.
 
You feel the silky texture first as a cluster of her mobile primary feathers brushes against your inner thigh. Then, with deliberate care, those soft feathers wrap around the base of your throbbing cock. The sensation is utterly unique and devastatingly pleasurable.
 
Warm, smooth skin from the base of her wings presses against the root of your shaft, while the ultra-soft, fluttering feathers glide along your length. It feels like being stroked by warm silk and living velvet at the same time. The feathers are light, mobile, and incredibly dexterous — some stroking upward in long, slow pulls, others fluttering rapidly in tiny ripples along your sensitive underside.
 
Bianka moans softly into your mouth as she begins the gentle handjob, the sound vibrating through the kiss. Her feather-fingers stroke you with perfect, unhurried rhythm — slow from base to tip, then twisting lightly around the head before sliding back down. The contrast between the firm warmth at your base and the delicate, fluttering feathers along your shaft makes every stroke feel electric.
 
She breaks the kiss just enough to speak, her full lips still brushing against yours.
 
“Mmm… you’re so hard for me,” she coos sweetly into your mouth, her breath hot and sweet. “Your cock is throbbing so beautifully in my feathers. Does it feel good? My soft little wings stroking you like this?”
 
You groan against her lips as she tightens the feathery grip slightly, the silky barbs rippling along your length in waves. Precum oozes steadily from your tip, coating her feathers and making each stroke smoother and wetter. The lubrication only heightens the sensation — warm, slick, and impossibly soft.
 
Bianka kisses you again, deeper this time, her tongue dancing sensually with yours while her feather-fingers never stop their delicious work. She strokes you with long, luxurious pulls, occasionally pausing at the head to let her softest feathers flutter rapidly over the sensitive frenulum, sending sharp jolts of pleasure straight up your spine.
 
“I love how you feel,” she murmurs between kisses, her voice dripping with genuine affection and lust. “So thick and hot… pulsing for me. I love helping you unwind completely. You deserve this. You deserve to feel this good.”
 
Her massive breasts press heavily against your chest as she leans further over you, the white bra scraping lightly against your skin. You can feel her stiff nipples through the thin fabric, hard and eager. Her thick thighs shift restlessly, the scent of her arousal growing stronger and sweeter in the warm room.
 
She keeps the pace slow and teasing, never rushing you toward climax. Instead, she edges you beautifully with her feather-fingers — long, smooth strokes that build pleasure in deep waves, followed by lighter, fluttering caresses that keep you right on the edge without pushing you over. Every time your hips twitch upward, she coos praise into your mouth.
 
“Good boy… just like that. Let my feathers take care of you. Feel how they flutter and stroke every inch of your hard cock?”
 
The texture is maddeningly perfect. The warm human-like skin at the base of her wings provides a firm anchor, while the silky feathers create thousands of tiny, moving points of stimulation. Some feathers stroke firmly along the sides, others tickle lightly beneath the head, and a few even wrap gently around your balls, massaging them with the softest possible touch.
 
Bianka pulls back from the kiss for a moment, her lips shiny and slightly swollen. She looks down between your bodies to watch her own feathers working your cock, violet eyes dark with desire. A soft, delighted sound escapes her throat at the sight of your glistening shaft sliding through her silky wing-fingers.
 
“Look at you leaking so much for me,” she whispers lovingly. “Your cock is drooling all over my pretty feathers. I love it… I love how much you need this.”
 
She dives back into the kiss, more passionately this time. Her tongue explores your mouth with devoted hunger while her feather-fingers stroke you faster, the strokes becoming longer and smoother thanks to the generous amount of precum coating her wings. The wet, silky sounds of her feathery handjob fill the room, mixing with your shared heavy breathing.
 
She keeps whispering sweet, filthy praise between kisses:
 
“So hard… so perfect…”
 
“I could stroke you like this for hours…”
 
“You’re going to feel so much better when I finally let you cum for me…”
 
Your entire body feels loose and relaxed from the earlier massage, yet every nerve in your cock is singing with intense pleasure. The combination of her deep, comforting kisses and the unique, feather-soft handjob creates a perfect storm of sensation — relaxing and intensely erotic at the same time.
 
Bianka’s thick thighs press together as she works you, her own arousal clearly building. The front of her white panties is visibly soaked now, the fabric clinging transparently to her plump, wet pussy lips.
 
She slows her strokes again, keeping you right on the delicious edge as she pulls back just enough to look into your eyes, her beautiful face flushed and glowing with affection.
 
“I’m going to take such good care of you tonight,” she promises softly, her feather-fingers still gently rippling along your throbbing length. “My sweet, hard cock… you’re all mine to unwind completely.”
 
Her lips descend toward yours once more, ready to claim another deep, passionate kiss while her silky wings continue their slow, heavenly stroking.




Chapter 7: Blowjob and Boobjob

Bianka pulls back from the deep kiss with a soft, wet pop, her full lips shiny and slightly swollen. Her violet eyes are dark with lust, yet still carry that bright, comforting warmth that makes your chest tighten. A thin strand of saliva connects her lower lip to yours for a moment before breaking.
 
“You’ve been so good for me,” she whispers huskily, her melodic voice now thick with desire. “I think it’s time I tasted you properly.”
 
She moves with graceful fluidity, her sharp talons clicking softly as she shifts between your spread legs. Her voluptuous body settles at the foot of the massage bed, thick plush thighs spreading slightly as she leans forward. Her massive breasts hang heavily in the white bra, swaying with every movement and threatening to spill out completely.
 
Bianka wraps her feathered wings around your thighs first, gently holding them open while the soft tips of her feathers continue to stroke and tease the sensitive skin of your inner thighs and heavy balls. Then she lowers her beautiful human face toward your throbbing cock.
 
She starts slow.
 
Her warm breath washes over your glistening shaft, making it twitch in anticipation. She looks up at you with those large, loving violet eyes as she extends her soft pink tongue and drags it slowly from the base of your cock all the way to the swollen head in one long, wet lick. The sensation is heavenly — hot, slick, and teasing.
 
A soft, delighted hum vibrates in her throat. “Mmm… you taste so good,” she murmurs lovingly. “So hard and leaky for me.”
 
She swirls her tongue around the sensitive head in slow, lazy circles, lapping up every bead of precum that oozes from your slit. Her full lips part and she finally takes you into her warm, wet mouth. The heat is intense. Her tongue presses flat against the underside of your shaft as she sinks down, enveloping several inches in one smooth motion.
 
Bianka begins a slow, sensual blowjob. Her head bobs gently, lips sealed tightly around your girth while her tongue swirls and strokes every inch she can reach. The wet, obscene sounds of her sucking fill the room — soft slurps and quiet moans as she worships your cock with devoted care. Her violet eyes never leave yours, gazing up at you with pure affection and lust, making the act feel incredibly intimate.
 
While her mouth works you so beautifully, her feather-wings never stop moving. The silky feathers stroke your balls with the lightest fluttering touches, rolling them gently, while other feathers glide along your inner thighs in soothing, teasing patterns. The combination of her hot, wet mouth and the ultra-soft feather caresses creates overwhelming pleasure.
 
She takes you deeper, relaxing her throat until more of your length disappears between her soft lips. Her tongue swirls relentlessly around the head every time she pulls back, flicking rapidly against the frenulum before she sinks down again. Saliva drips down your shaft, making everything slick and messy.
 
“You’re so thick…” she gasps when she pulls off for air, strings of spit connecting her lips to your cock. “I love how you fill my mouth.”
 
She dives back down, sucking harder, her cheeks hollowing as she increases the pace slightly. The wet heat of her mouth combined with the constant, gentle fluttering of her feathers against your balls pushes you dangerously close to the edge.
 
But Bianka is skillful. She senses when you’re getting too close and slows down, pulling off your cock with a wet pop and placing soft, open-mouthed kisses along the side of your shaft instead. She nuzzles her cheek against it, smearing her saliva over her own face while smiling up at you lovingly.
 
“Not yet,” she coos sweetly, her voice dripping with teasing affection. “I want to keep you right here… in this beautiful, aching place for a little longer.”
 
She straightens up slightly and reaches behind her back. With a quick motion, she unclasps her white bra and lets it fall away. Her massive, heavy breasts spill free, full and bouncy, capped with stiff pink nipples. They are even larger than they looked confined — heavy, soft, and perfectly shaped.
 
Bianka leans forward again, pressing her warm, plush tits together around your slick cock. The sensation is luxurious and enveloping. The soft, heavy flesh swallows your shaft completely in warm, yielding cleavage. She squeezes them tighter with her wings, creating a perfect, tight tunnel of titflesh.
 
She begins to move.
 
Using her wings to press her breasts together, Bianka slides her massive tits up and down your cock in long, slow strokes. The skin is incredibly smooth and warm, still slightly damp from her earlier body heat. Every time she pushes them down, the head of your cock disappears completely between her soft breasts, only to reappear at the top, glistening with precum and her saliva.
 
While she gives you this heavenly boobjob, her feather-wings continue their work. One wing reaches lower to stroke and massage your balls with soft, fluttering feathers, while the other teases the sensitive skin of your inner thighs and occasionally reaches up to brush across your nipples.
 
The combination is devastating.
 
Her slick, warm mouth had been incredible, but the sight and feeling of her enormous breasts wrapped so tightly around your cock while her soft feathers tease your most sensitive areas pushes you even closer to the brink. Bianka watches your face intently, her violet eyes sparkling with delight as she edges you skillfully.
 
“Does that feel good?” she asks breathlessly, her voice sweet and comforting even as she torments you with pleasure. “My big, soft tits wrapped around your hard cock… my feathers playing with your heavy balls…”
 
She speeds up the boobjob slightly, squeezing her breasts tighter and sliding them faster along your shaft. The wet, squelching sounds of her tits stroking your saliva-coated cock fill the room. Every time the head pops out from between her cleavage, she leans down and gives it a slow, swirling lick with her tongue, tasting herself and you together.
 
She keeps you in blissful torment for long minutes — alternating between long, slow strokes of her heavy breasts and quicker, tighter ones, always slowing down or switching techniques right when you feel like you might explode.
 
“You’re leaking so much between my tits,” she moans softly, looking down at the messy sight with obvious pride. “I love how your cock twitches for me… how desperate it is to cum. But not yet, handsome. I want you to enjoy every second of this.”
 
Bianka continues the luxurious combination: warm, enveloping titflesh sliding up and down your shaft, her hot tongue occasionally swirling around the head when it emerges, and her silky feather-fingers constantly fluttering and stroking your balls and thighs. The pleasure is constant, intense, and perfectly controlled.
 
Your entire body feels loose and deeply relaxed from the earlier massage, yet your cock is rock-hard and throbbing in exquisite agony between her massive breasts. Every slow slide of her soft tits, every flutter of her feathers, every loving look from her violet eyes keeps you suspended in delicious, blissful torment.
 
Bianka smiles up at you, lips parted, cheeks flushed, her heavy breasts still pressed tightly around your aching cock as she edges you closer and closer without letting you fall over the edge.
 
She is clearly enjoying every second of keeping you right there — hard, leaking, and completely under her spell.




Chapter 8: Complete Nuru Massage + Special

Bianka pulls her massive breasts away from your throbbing cock with a wet, obscene sound, leaving your shaft glistening and twitching in the cool air. Her violet eyes burn with raw hunger as she looks down at your naked, aching body.
 
“You’ve been so patient… so good for me,” she whispers, her voice sweet yet dripping with lust. “Now it’s time for the full nuru experience. I’m going to cover every inch of us and slide all over you until you forget what tension even feels like.”
 
She reaches for a large, warm bottle of thick, translucent nuru gel. The scent is faintly sweet and musky, mixing perfectly with the lavender already in the room. Bianka pours generous amounts directly onto her own voluptuous body first. The warm, slippery liquid cascades over her heavy breasts, making them shine as it flows down her cleavage, across her soft stomach, and between her thick thighs. She rubs it into her skin with slow, sensual motions, her feather-wings helping to spread the slick gel over her wide hips and plush ass until her entire body glistens obscenely.
 
Then she turns the bottle toward you.
 
Thick streams of warm gel pour across your chest, abdomen, cock, and thighs. The temperature is perfect — soothingly warm — and the slick texture immediately makes your skin tingle. Bianka uses her wings to spread the gel everywhere, her soft feathers gliding smoothly over your body and coating every inch of your skin in the slippery substance.
 
Once both of you are thoroughly drenched, she climbs onto the massage bed.
 
Bianka’s slick, busty form presses down onto you. Her massive, heavy breasts squash heavily against your chest as she begins to glide. The sensation is luxurious and overwhelming. Her soft, gel-coated tits drag slowly up and down your torso, nipples hard and sliding across your skin. She grinds her wide hips and thick thighs against your hips and legs, her soaked white panties now completely transparent and clinging to the plump lips of her pussy.
 
Her feather-wings spread the gel further, stroking and caressing every part of you she can reach. The slippery slides are slow and sensual at first — long, full-body glides that let you feel every soft curve of her body. Her heavy breasts mash and roll over your chest, her smooth belly rubs against your abdomen, and her thick thighs squeeze and grind along your legs. The nuru gel makes every movement smooth, wet, and deliciously frictionless.
 
“You feel so good underneath me,” she moans softly, her purple hair sticking slightly to her flushed skin. “All slick and warm… just let me take care of everything.”
 
The full-body nuru massage continues for long, indulgent minutes. Bianka slides up and down your body like a living, breathing wave of pleasure. Her tits drag across your face, smothering you momentarily in soft, slippery cleavage before moving lower again. Her wide hips roll in slow circles, grinding her gel-slick pussy against your throbbing cock through the thin, soaked fabric of her panties. The heat radiating from her core is intense.
 
Then the tone shifts into heavier, darker kink.
 
Bianka slides lower down your body until her face is between your legs. She pushes your thighs apart with her wings and looks up at you with those beautiful violet eyes, now dark with wicked intent.
 
“Time for a special treat,” she purrs.
 
She spreads your ass cheeks with her soft feathers and leans in. Her surprisingly long, dexterous tongue extends and drags slowly across your tight hole in one long, wet lick. The sensation is electric. Her tongue is hot, slippery, and incredibly skilled — circling your rim with slow, teasing strokes before pressing firmly against the center. She moans into your ass as she begins a deep, passionate rimjob, her tongue swirling and probing with hungry devotion.
 
At the same time, one of her feathered wings slides between your legs. The soft, gel-coated primary feathers gently press against your entrance. With careful, patient pressure, she pushes two silky feather-fingers inside you. The sensation is unique and intensely pleasurable — warm, soft, and strangely gentle despite the intrusion. Her feathers flutter and stroke inside your ass while her tongue continues its relentless rimming.
 
Bianka finds your prostate with frightening accuracy. Her feather-fingers curl and begin to massage it in slow, rhythmic presses, milking the sensitive gland while her long tongue laps and fucks your hole. The combined stimulation makes your cock throb violently, leaking a steady stream of precum onto your gel-slick abdomen.
 
“Mmm… such a tight, eager little hole,” she moans between licks, her voice muffled against your ass. “I love how it clenches around my feathers. Let me make you feel good inside.”
 
The prostate massage is deep and relentless, sending waves of prostate pleasure radiating through your entire body. Combined with the nuru-slick slides of her heavy breasts occasionally brushing against your thighs and cock, the sensation is overwhelming.
 
After several minutes of this delicious torment, Bianka slowly withdraws her tongue and feather-fingers. She crawls up your body, her slick, curvaceous form gliding easily thanks to the nuru gel. She positions herself over your face, thick thighs straddling your head, her soaked pussy hovering just above your mouth.
 
“Open wide for me, handsome,” she commands softly, her voice sweet yet dominant. “It’s time for my special gift.”
 
She lowers herself. Her plump, dripping pussy presses down onto your mouth in a full facesitting. At the same time, she reaches down and pulls her soaked white panties to the side, fully exposing her swollen, glistening cunt and tight pink asshole.
 
You barely have time to register the taste before the “piss special” begins.
 
A hot, powerful stream of warm piss erupts from her pussy, splashing directly onto your face and into your open mouth. The taste is strong, salty-sweet, and intensely intimate. Bianka moans loudly as she releases, grinding her cunt against your tongue while golden streams spray across your chest, neck, and face. She deliberately aims some of it straight into your mouth, filling it with her warm piss.
 
“Drink me…” she gasps, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Drink every drop like a good boy.”
 
You swallow eagerly, the warm liquid sliding down your throat as you lap at her dripping pussy. Bianka grinds harder, smothering you in her slick folds while continuing to piss. The hot streams run down your face, over your chest, and mix with the nuru gel, creating an incredibly lewd, slippery mess.
 
As the stream slows, you attack her cunt ravenously. Your tongue dives deep between her plump lips, licking and sucking at her swollen clit and fucking into her tight hole. Bianka moans loudly, her thick thighs squeezing around your head as she rides your face with increasing desperation. Her juices mix with the remnants of her piss, creating a delicious, filthy cocktail that coats your tongue and chin.
 
“That’s it… eat my cunt,” she cries out, grinding her soaked pussy against your mouth. “Use your tongue inside me. I want to feel how hungry you are.”
 
Her feather-wings reach back to stroke your cock and balls while she facesits you, the soft feathers fluttering rapidly along your shaft as you devour her dripping pussy. The combination of her weight on your face, the taste of her piss and cunt, and the constant teasing of her feathers keeps you in a state of pure, blissful depravity.
 
Bianka rides your tongue harder, her massive breasts bouncing heavily as she chases her own pleasure. Her moans grow louder and sweeter, filling the room as she smothers you beneath her slick, voluptuous body.
 
The nuru gel, warm piss, and her abundant pussy juices have turned both of you into a slippery, messy, incredibly lewd masterpiece. Bianka continues grinding on your face, feeding you her cunt while her feather-fingers stroke your throbbing cock with slow, teasing motions.
 
She is far from finished with her special treatment.




Chapter 9: Passionate Devoted Cowgirl

Bianka lifts her dripping pussy from your face, strands of her juices and the remnants of her warm piss still connecting her swollen folds to your lips. Her violet eyes are wild with lust and deep affection as she stares down at your messy, glistening face. The nuru gel, piss, and her abundant cream have left both of you slick, filthy, and burning with need.
 
“I can’t hold back anymore,” she breathes, her melodic voice trembling with raw hunger. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you deep… I want to heal you completely with my body.”
 
Completely lost in lust and affection, Bianka climbs on top of you in cowgirl position. Her thick, powerful thighs straddle your hips, talons carefully planted on either side of the massage bed so she doesn’t scratch you. Her wide, fertile hips hover above your throbbing cock as she reaches down with one feathered wing to guide your slick, pulsing shaft to her entrance.
 
She sinks down slowly at first.
 
The head of your cock parts her plump, soaked pussy lips and pushes inside her tight, scorching heat. Bianka lets out a long, throaty moan as she impales herself on you, inch by thick inch. Her inner walls are incredibly tight, wet, and velvety, gripping your cock like a silky fist. The sensation is overwhelming — hot, slippery, and perfectly welcoming. She doesn’t stop until every inch is buried deep inside her cunt, her thick ass resting against your hips.
 
“Ahhh… yes…” she gasps, violet eyes fluttering half-closed in pure bliss. “You’re so deep… filling me so perfectly.”
 
Bianka leans forward, pressing her massive, heavy breasts firmly against your chest. The soft, gel-slick flesh squashes warmly between your bodies, her stiff nipples dragging across your skin. Then she wraps her large, warm feathered wings around you completely.
 
Her wings envelop your body like a soft, living cocoon — warm, silky feathers pressing against your back and sides, cradling you in a gentle yet possessive embrace. The contrast between the soft feathers and the raw heat of her cunt wrapped around your cock is intoxicating.
 
She begins to ride you.
 
At first, her movements are sensual and devoted — slow, rolling grinds of her wide hips that let you feel every inch of her tight, dripping walls. She lifts and lowers herself with controlled passion, her thick thighs flexing powerfully as she works her hips in deep, sensual circles. Each downward thrust takes you to the hilt, her plush ass slapping wetly against your skin.
 
Bianka kisses you deeply as she rides, her soft human mouth claiming yours with desperate affection. Her tongue dances with yours while she moans into the kiss, the sound vibrating through your joined mouths.
 
“I want to heal you completely,” she whispers breathlessly between kisses, her voice full of devotion. “Every thrust… every drop of my pussy… I’m going to take all your pain away. You’re mine tonight.”
 
Her rhythm gradually builds.
 
The sensual rolls turn into more intense, passionate bounces. Her thick thighs and wide hips begin working you harder, slamming down onto your cock with increasing force. The wet, lewd sounds of her soaked cunt swallowing your shaft fill the room — rhythmic, obscene squelching as she rides you faster. Her heavy breasts bounce heavily against your chest with every downward thrust, the soft flesh jiggling and slapping against your skin.
 
Bianka’s feathered wings tighten around you, pulling your body closer to hers in a warm, possessive cocoon. The silky feathers stroke and flutter against your back as she fucks you, creating a constant, delicious contrast to the rougher pounding of her hips.
 
She starts riding you with bestial intensity.
 
Her talons dig slightly into the sheets beside you for leverage as she bounces harder, her thick ass rippling with every powerful slam. Her tight cunt clenches and flutters around your cock, milking you with every stroke. Juices spray out around your shaft with each downward thrust, soaking your balls and the sheets beneath you.
 
“Fuck… you feel so good inside me,” she growls softly, her sweet voice turning rougher with lust. “Your cock is stretching my pussy so well… I can feel you throbbing deep in my womb.”
 
She rides you harder, faster, her wide hips slamming down with raw, animalistic need. The devoted affection never leaves her eyes, but her body moves with bestial hunger — powerful, relentless, and completely lost in the pleasure of using your cock. Her massive breasts crush against your chest as she leans over you, nipples hard as diamonds.
 
Bianka’s feather-wings keep you trapped in her warm embrace, holding you tightly as she fucks you senseless. The soft feathers stroke your skin even as her hips piston up and down with growing ferocity. She kisses you again — deep, messy, and passionate — moaning loudly into your mouth with every thrust.
 
“Yes… take me… let me heal you,” she pants, her voice breaking into sweet, desperate cries. “I’m going to ride you until all that exhaustion is gone. Until you’re completely renewed inside my tight little cunt.”
 
Her rhythm becomes almost savage. She plants her talons firmer and rides you with powerful, bestial strokes — lifting high until only the head remains inside her before slamming back down, taking you to the balls again and again. Her thick thighs tremble with effort, her wide hips rolling and grinding every time she bottoms out, stirring your cock deep inside her dripping heat.
 
The combination of sensations is overwhelming: the tight, wet grip of her pussy, the heavy bounce of her massive tits against your chest, the warm cocoon of her feathered wings wrapped around your body, and the raw, passionate devotion in her violet eyes as she stares down at you while fucking you senseless.
 
Bianka’s moans grow louder and more animalistic. She rides you like she’s trying to merge your bodies together, her cunt squeezing and rippling around your cock with every thrust. Sweat and nuru gel mix on your skin as her thick ass slaps loudly against your hips in a relentless, wet rhythm.
 
She leans down, pressing her forehead to yours, wings tightening even more possessively around you.
 
“I’m yours… and you’re mine,” she whispers fiercely between moans. “Let me drain every last drop of stress from your body… let my pussy heal you completely.”
 
Her hips continue their passionate, devoted assault — sensual yet rough, loving yet bestial — driving you both higher and higher as she rides you with everything she has.
 
Your cock throbs deep inside her tight, fluttering cunt, her warm feathered wings holding you in a perfect, silky embrace while her voluptuous body works you over without mercy.
 
Bianka shows no sign of slowing down.




Chapter 10: Free Use Healing Session

Bianka’s hips finally slow their relentless bouncing. She sits impaled on your cock, chest heaving, her massive breasts rising and falling heavily against you. Her violet eyes are glazed with lust and deep satisfaction as she looks down at you, her warm feathered wings still wrapped tightly around your body like a protective cocoon.
 
A bright, wicked smile spreads across her beautiful face.
 
“The massage is over,” she declares, her melodic voice now husky and dripping with lust. “You’re completely healed now. All that exhaustion, all that pain… it’s gone. You’re full of energy again, aren’t you?”
 
She leans down and kisses you deeply, then pulls back just enough to whisper against your lips:
 
“From now on, it’s free use. My body is yours. Use me however you want — as hard and as rough as you need. Take everything you desire. I want you to fuck me like an animal.”
 
The moment the words leave her mouth, a surge of renewed vitality floods through your body. The deep fatigue from work has vanished. Your muscles feel strong, your cock throbs with fresh power, and raw hunger takes over.
 
You flip Bianka onto her back in missionary position with surprising strength. She gasps delightedly as you push her thick thighs wide apart, her sharp talons pointing toward the ceiling. Without hesitation, you slam your cock back into her dripping cunt in one brutal thrust.
 
Bianka cries out in pleasure, her wings flaring wide before wrapping around your back again, pulling you deeper into her. You fuck her hard and deep, hips pounding against her plush ass with wet, violent slaps. Her massive breasts bounce wildly with every rough thrust, jiggling obscenely as you rail her into the massage bed.
 
“Yes! Harder!” she moans, her sweet voice turning bestial. “Use my tight pussy! Break me if you want!”
 
You pound her mercilessly, the wet squelching of her soaked cunt echoing through the room. Her inner walls flutter and squeeze around your cock as you drive into her with bestial force. Her talons dig lightly into the sheets beside her while her feather-wings stroke and claw gently at your back, adding a unique, silky-scratchy sensation that only heightens your frenzy.
 
After several minutes of savage missionary fucking, you pull out and flip her over onto all fours. Bianka eagerly pushes her thick ass up high, presenting herself like a bitch in heat. You grip her wide hips and slam back into her cunt from behind in deep doggy style. The new angle lets you fuck her even harder, your hips slapping loudly against her soft, jiggling ass cheeks.
 
Her purple hair spills across the bed as she pushes back against you, meeting every brutal thrust with equal hunger. You reach forward and grab a handful of her silky hair, pulling her head back as you rail her pussy with rough, punishing strokes.
 
“Fuck me like you own me!” she growls, voice breaking into moans. “Deeper! Use your harpy slut!”
 
You alternate between her dripping cunt and her tight ass. After pulling out of her pussy, you press your cock against her puckered hole and push inside without mercy. Bianka lets out a loud, throaty moan as her ass stretches around your thick shaft. The grip is even tighter, hotter, and more forbidden. You fuck her ass with long, deep strokes, watching her thick thighs tremble and her talons curl into the sheets.
 
Her feather-wings flutter wildly, the soft feathers brushing against your chest and thighs as you pound her from behind. The contrast between her silky wings and the rough, animalistic pounding of your cock into her holes is intoxicating.
 
You don’t stop there.
 
You pull her up into a standing position, pressing her front against the warm wooden wall of the treatment room. Bianka braces herself with her wings as you kick her legs apart and drive into her cunt again from behind. The standing fuck is raw and primal — your hips slamming into her ass, her massive breasts squashed against the wall, her talons scraping lightly against the floor for balance.
 
“Harder… don’t hold back!” she begs, pushing her ass back onto your cock. “I can take it! Ruin me!”
 
You alternate freely between her pussy and ass, switching holes whenever the urge strikes. One moment you’re buried balls-deep in her tight, fluttering cunt, the next you’re stretching her asshole wide open with brutal thrusts. Bianka takes everything you give her, moaning and crying out in ecstasy, her body trembling with pleasure.
 
Her feather-wings constantly caress and stroke you even as you fuck her senseless — soft, silky touches along your back, chest, and balls that contrast deliciously with the rough, bestial pounding. Her talons occasionally scrape against your calves or dig into the floor, adding a hint of danger that only makes the scene more intense.
 
The room fills with the filthy sounds of rough sex: wet slapping flesh, desperate moans, and Bianka’s sweet voice turning into guttural, bestial cries of pleasure.
 
You finally push her back onto the bed in missionary again, hooking her thick thighs over your shoulders and folding her in half. You fuck her with savage intensity, driving your cock into her cunt so deep you feel like you’re hitting her womb. Bianka’s eyes roll back, her massive breasts bouncing violently as she takes every brutal thrust.
 
“I’m going to cum…” you growl.
 
“Cum inside me!” she cries out, wings wrapping around you tightly. “Fill me! Breed your harpy!”
 
The orgasm hits both of you like a storm.
 
Your cock pulses violently as you explode deep inside her tight pussy, flooding her with thick, powerful ropes of cum. Bianka screams in ecstasy, her walls clamping down around you in a powerful orgasm of her own. Her cunt milks every last drop from your shaft while her feather-wings flutter and squeeze around your body, holding you deep inside her as she shakes and squirts around your cock.
 
The mutual climax seems to last forever — intense, cathartic, and deeply satisfying. Wave after wave of pleasure crashes through you both until you finally collapse on top of her, buried to the hilt in her cum-filled pussy.
 
For a long moment, the only sounds are your heavy breathing and the soft rustle of her feathers.
 
Bianka holds you close with her warm wings, gently stroking your back as you both come down from the high. Her violet eyes are soft and glowing with affection once more.
 
“You’re completely healed now,” she whispers tenderly, kissing your forehead. “Full of life again. My special harpy care worked perfectly.”
 
She stays wrapped around you for several minutes, letting you enjoy the warmth of her body and the soft embrace of her wings. Eventually, you both clean up slowly, the afterglow still humming pleasantly through your veins.
 
When you finally dress and prepare to leave, Bianka flutters close to you at the door. Her beautiful face is flushed, her body still marked with the evidence of your rough use, yet she smiles at you with that same bright, comforting warmth from the beginning.
 
“You were wonderful,” she says softly, her violet eyes sparkling. “Come back anytime you need relief. My door — and my body — are always open for you.”
 
You step out of the parlor feeling completely reborn. Your body feels light, strong, and energized. The deep aches from work are gone, replaced by a warm, satisfied glow that spreads through every muscle. Even your mind feels clear and refreshed.
 
As you walk away into the evening air, you already know you’ll be returning to Bianka’s Wings of Relief very soon.
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