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 My Daughter Katrina has always been a handful, the type of girl that had never failed to get in trouble on her first day back at school. Although obviously it was always someone else’s fault at the time, she would assure me. As she got older, she would have similar trouble on her first day at a new job, of which there have been many. It was always the bossy manager or some ‘stuck up bitch’ co-worker though, according to her.







 As much as I loved her I wasn’t blind to the truth and I knew that ever since her father had left us when she was young, she had become angry and rebellious at the world, spitting in its eye and daring it to say anything back. She had trouble maintaining friendships and boys, once the charm of her body had worn off, would soon break up with her, assuming she hadn’t already nuked the relationship from orbit with one of her massive tantrums.







 I liked the fact that she was a strong independent woman, as I feel I am myself, but there’s independent, and then there’s just no one wanting to be around you. She has a great body and she knows how to make men want her, but she’s actually not very sexually inclined, preferring to tease men and see how much she can get out of them before they finally wake up to the fact that they are being played.







 She simply didn’t care. She knew that once a man woke up to her and left, there would always be another randy guy, sure to offer her the world in exchange for just a taste of her body, and so the dance would begin again. Meanwhile, she was able to be fired from her job again and not care, some schmuck would foot her bills in the absence of her having any money of her own.







 All that changed though when she met Andrew. It was the first day of her 3rd new job this year and he had been the manager. She told me that he immediately reminded her of her father, and later on when I met him I had to agree, he did have a striking resemblance to a younger version of my ex-husband.







 She had taken it upon herself to seduce her new manager in order to make her work life easier, but Andrew wouldn’t have a bar of it. Telling her clearly and firmly that he wasn’t interested in anything like that and it was unprofessional to talk like that to your manager. Katrina wasn’t used to hearing no from men and this only made her redouble her efforts, going so far as locking herself in his office with him and straight-up trying to give him a blowjob.







 That got her fired, and she couldn’t believe it. For days she paced around the house exclaiming how could a guy say no to such an offer? Am I not pretty anymore Mom? Is there something wrong with me? For the first time a man had got under Katrina’s skin instead of vice versa and she didn’t know how to deal with these new feelings. Lashing out she had a string of new men but I noticed, months later, she would still talk of ‘that bastard Andrew’ and I smiled to myself, as I witnessed my Daughter unknowingly falling in love with him.







 Stalking his social media, she formed a picture of who and what he was, and from what she told me, he seemed like a great guy. Determined to speak to him again, she waited outside his work until he was walking to his car and approached him, basically demanding to know why he didn’t let her suck his dick. Yes, that’s how she went about it. Subtlety and my Daughter aren’t even on the same planet!







 He had explained that doing such a thing could see him fired and he had had no choice but to fire her in the circumstances. Katrina had been unwilling to believe him at first, having made plenty of men do plenty of risky things for the promise of a blowjob or more in the past. She’d even asked the cliche ‘are you gay?’ question, wanting some other answer for his actions and ability to withstand her affections other than the simple: ‘it would be wrong’.







 Not to be beaten, she’d then offered to suck his dick right there in the car park, but infuriatingly for her, he had simply laughed and said no. No! No to a blowjob! What kind of man was this, my Katrina wondered. She loved him, although she didn’t understand that yet, and she didn’t know why this object of her affections was turning her down.







 But then Andrew had done the thing that floored her, the thing that started to change her for the better. He asked her if she’d be interested in getting a coffee together sometime. Here was a man who could go straight to getting his cock sucked, but he was choosing to get to know her first. This had never happened before to Katrina. She found herself getting all shy and nervous, not knowing how to act. Feeling butterflies for the first time.







 They did end up meeting for coffee, and perhaps it was the opposites attract variable, but they hit it off. Soon becoming inseparable, Andrew’s good influence on Katrina was openly visible to me. She was happier, calmer, and not angry at the world anymore. She had a pet name for him which was Daddy and that made me raise an eyebrow, but not much really. Andrew was a gentleman and their courting period lasted a long time.







 Katrina had a job and had been there for 6 months, a record for her. I couldn’t remember the last time I had heard her angry. And every time I saw her looking at Andrew I saw nothing but the deepest affection, no games or tricks running in the background. She was just..truly happy.







 The first time I realized there might be something wrong we were all sitting for lunch and I made a light-hearted comment about how beautiful my grandchildren would be, what with Katrina being a stunning young woman and Andrew being a ‘handsome hunk’ of a man.







 “Ewww, no way Mom, we don’t do that!” Katrina had giggled, resting her head against Andrew’s shoulder affectionately, but I’d seen a momentary flash of sadness cross Andrew’s face. It was almost gone before it had begun, but I saw it and it piqued my curiosity.







 “What, you’re telling me you two young people aren’t at least...practicing for when it’s time to give me some grandkids?” I joke, but with eyes carefully scanning Andrew’s face.







 “Me and Daddy? No way Mom!” Katrina chides me and the penny drops just how big a deal the pet name for Andrew is.







 I leave it at that and we continue our lunch, but I can’t get Andrew’s momentary expression out of my head.







 A few days later me and Andrew have the house to ourselves and I bring up the subject of Katrina calling him Daddy.







 “Heh, yeah. She started calling me that within a couple of days, Silvia.” He answers with a smile, but again I see the glimmer of sadness flit across his eyes.







 “And she treats you more like you’re her father?” I ask.







 “I guess. A bit, maybe,” he answers, already starting to get a little uncomfortable.







 “But she wasn’t serious about the sex thing the other day surely?” I push, my tone light and open.







 “Ahh, actually yeah, she is pretty adamant on that.” He says, looking down.







 “But you’re not her father, Andrew.”







 “I know. I thought it was cute at first, and I’m happy to take it slow, but after nearly a year I’m starting to think she really does want a sexless relationship.” He admits, still not able to look me in the face.







 “Do you know what you’re going to do?” I ask.







 “I love Katrina, Silvia, I really do, and I want to be with her forever, but no sex ever again? I mean, am I selfish wanting sex? I’d never pressure her and I want her to want it as much as I do, but the thought of never having sex again…” He responds, trailing off.







 Poor guy, actually debating going without forever because of love. Not that that would work. Maybe for a year, or even five. But realistically, how long could a relationship with zero sex last when one of the people in the relationship wants it and the other doesn’t?







 I get a terrible premonition of the future: Andrew, after many months/years holding it in, finally can’t go without and breaks up with Katrina. He’s crying, she’s crying but the breakup happens, and back comes the old Katrina, angry and full of venom.







 Andrew has been so sweet and understanding, I can’t let him get to a position where he’s going to break up with Katrina, and so I start forming an idea.







 The first thing I need to do is get Andrew to look at me differently. He’s always been very respectful and never perved or glanced at my cleavage, almost to the point of being chaste. I start asking him for more help around the house, looking for excuses to be one on one with him, close to him.







 For the second time this week, I prepare to get Andrew to perve on me. No luck so far, but he’s cracking, his eyes have very briefly flitted over my figure a couple of times now. Nothing I’d call a good look, but getting there.







 Calling from the doorway where Andrew and Katrina are sitting, I ask if Andrew could help me get a heavy box from the top of my wardrobe. I’m just poking my head around as I don’t want Katrina to see what I’m wearing.







 “No problem, Silvia,” Andrew responds as he gets up, leaving Katrina staring at her phone.







 I walk quickly to my room ahead of him and prepare myself one last time in the few seconds I have. I’m wearing a very short skirt, too short to ever wear outside but I love how it feels and I’ve never had the heart to get rid of it, basic white cotton panties underneath. On top, I’m only wearing a thin white cotton wife beater, no bra at all. I squeeze and pull my nipples, wanting them to stay awake and make an unmissable target for Andrew’s eyes. My boobs are large and my nipples are to scale, making impressive tents in the cotton top.







 Andrew enters the room just as my hands leave my chest and I watch him closely. His eyes go to my nipples immediately and I know I’ve scored a hit! It’s barely a one-second glance but I got him to look. I show him the box in question, it’s a small box but it’s full of photos and quite heavy. Not really, but I doubt Andrew will say anything about that.







 He leans up and grabs it easily. Taking it from him I squeeze my arms together much more than I necessarily have to, to bring my breasts together more and make my cleavage even deeper. Again, I score another hit, he must be randy today!







 “Take a seat, Andrew, I want to show you something,” I tell him.







 With there being no seats in my room, Andrew politely sits on the very edge of my bed.







 “Don’t be silly,” I tell him playfully, “Get comfortable.”







 He sits on the bed more so and I hop onto it too. I sit cross-legged opposite him and I’m immediately rewarded with another glance, this time at my cameltoe which I know must be visible to him. I’m sitting cross-legged in a tiny skirt, there’s probably more panty cotton than skirt on display right now. I feel a rush of excitement as I do this, knowing my pussylips are practically there for him.







 Acting like I have no idea what’s going on, I open the box and start showing Andrew some photos of Katrina and myself when we were younger. It’s all pretty boring really but that’s not the point of why he’s here in my room. Looking down at the photos but still able to see where his eyes are going, he’s looking again and again at my mound. Getting a little cocky, I even hold a photo close down there, telling him to look at it. There’s no way he can see the photo without my barely covered lips next to it. I see him shift uncomfortably and I feel another bolt of thrill going through me. Corrupting this sweet young man!







 About 100 photos later I let out a big yawn and stretch, ‘closing’ my eyes. Andrew dutifully drinks in another good look at my pussy and then looks away, going red. Aha, I think to myself, I believe I know what’s happening right now between his strong legs.







 “Anyway, you must be bored senseless by now Andrew! Go back to Katrina.” I tell him.







 Andrew seems to be lost in thought, before he gets up in the most awkward looking way I’ve ever seen, obviously hiding an erection from me, quickly turning his back to me to hide it. He scoots across my room and has nearly made it out before I call out to him, asking him for one more favor.







 “Uhh, sure, Silvia.” He responds, still not turning around though.







 “Sorry to be a pain, but while you’re here, could you grab that other box too? It’s a bit heavy as well.” It’s also big enough that he’ll have to use both hands. Let’s see him hide his boner now.







 Looking a little panicked, Andrew comes back to the wardrobe, one hand in a pocket, holding his cock at bay. Not letting him turn from me I come and stand next to him, smiling, waiting for him to reach up and grab the box. Swallowing hard, he extracts his hand from his pocket and reaches up with both arms. He hasn’t had time to tuck or otherwise hide his dick and it tents in his pants.







 And what a dick! Andrew is packing! I openly stare at it as he reaches up, sweat breaking out on his forehead. The urge to touch it suddenly hitting me and very nearly taking control of my hand. He hands me the box and I give his tent one last look, then take the box and act like I saw nothing. But he knows I saw it, and he knows that I know, we’ll just let that simmer for a while in his brain.







 “Thanks, Andrew, I hope that wasn’t too hard,” I say, really pushing it, a completely non-sexual expression on my face.







 “Uhh, no, of course not Silvia,” Is his response before he practically flees from the room.







 An hour later I sneak up to the bathroom that Andrew has gone into, and listening at the door I can hear the unmistakable sounds of a young man jerking off furiously. I can’t know for sure, but I feel confident that my earlier antics are fueling it. A little shiver of pleasure vibrates through me as I think about what I’ve done, that big dick standing up because of my body.







 Over the next few weeks, I continue to make Andrew hard whilst acting like I have no idea. It’s a fun game, ‘accidentally’ showing him a boob and then counting down the minutes until he excuses himself and slips away to the bathroom for a quick tug on his monster. And if I’m not mistaken, he doesn’t seem as sad when I every now and then bring up the sex between him and Katrina. His needs aren’t yet being met, but they are being at least caressed lightly and given fresh fuel from me.







 A big one comes when I ‘absentmindedly forgot’ to close my door and found myself drying off, totally naked in my bedroom. Having already set my mirror up so that I could see my doorway even though I was facing away from it, I waited until I heard Andrew coming, actually having finished drying off about 20 minutes earlier. Arching my back a little to make my ass as pert as possible, I slowly ‘dried’ a thigh, my legs open and my lips visible from behind. Plenty of sideboob too was on display, when I heard the soft footfalls of him passing my room I didn’t react. Socked feet on carpet and all that I would explain if I had to as I watched him, standing in my doorway, staring at me with open lust.







 Bending over to dry my calf, I presented myself to him, my pussy and asshole, aching for him to touch them. Watching him in the mirror swallow hard and a hand going absently to his crotch, his already thickening dick stirring in his pants.







 Drying myself vigorously I shake, my taut ass cheeks wobbling for him, his eyes never leaving my pussy and ass. I feel myself heating up inside, I bend down and dry my feet, my cheeks open wide for him, inviting him to come and imbed his cock inside me.







 Standing slowly I put the towel over my head and make out to dry my face, turning slowly. By the time I take the towel away, Andrew is gone. Wrapping the towel around myself I creep up to the bathroom and sure enough, I can hear the sounds of frantic masturbation coming from within. Smiling to myself, I figure it’s time to take my plan to the next step.







 A few days later and Andrew is kissing Katrina as she heads off to work, he’s about to leave too when I ask him to stay behind and help me out with something. Without even asking what, he readily agrees and comes back inside with me. I tell him to wait for me on the couch and that I’ll only be a few minutes.







 About 3 minutes later I walk into the lounge, dressed in the same clothes as I was when Andrew got the photos for me, except this time I’m wearing no panties. Andrew’s eyes go to my protruding nipples and I notice him watching how my unrestrained boobs jiggle as I walk towards him. He’s randy today, and that’s perfect for me I sit down nice and close to him, my most seductive expression poised on my face.







 “So, I’ve been meaning to ask you,” I say to him, “how are things between you and Katrina?”







 “Great, Silvia, no problems there. Why do you ask?” He answers, looking around almost as if he’s trying to see what it was I was needing help with.







 Ok, I say to myself. This is it, once I say this sentence there’s no turning back, so full steam ahead until I get what I want.







 “No real reason, Andrew. It’s just that I saw you watching me get dried a few days ago and I couldn’t help but notice that you immediately went and jerked off. Did you come inside me in your fantasy?”







 “What? No, I never watched you! I don’t know what you’re talking about, Silvia!” Andrew splutters, but his face is already turning beet red.







 “Andrew, you’re a sweet boy and I can see why my Daughter loves you as much as she does, but you’re a terrible liar,” I tell him with a smile, “And it’s ok, I wanted you to see me. I wanted to turn you on.”







 “You...you did?” Andrew asks, his face one of confusion.







 “Yes, of course. Now tell me, did you like what you saw? Don’t be shy, I’m asking, so you can tell me, Andrew.”







 “It...it was pretty hot, Silvia,” he admits, “I liked it a lot, but you’re Katrina’s Mom and I love her, I really do, I shouldn’t be beating off thinking about you.”







 “Shhh,” I soothe him, reaching out and stroking his brow, “I know you love her, and I know she loves you, but a sexless relationship can’t work forever when at least one of the people is so horny, Andrew. I have a proposition for you.”







 “A proposition?”







 “Yes. You’re hands down the best thing that has ever happened to my Daughter, but somehow she’s built you as a father figure in her mind. She loves you, but as a Daddy, which is a very deep love, but not sexual. You love her too, but as a normal relationship love, with all the urges that come with it. I propose that you stay with her, forever, and in return, you can call on me
 whenever
 you’re having sexual urges, ok? You two get to stay together, happily ever after and you’ll no longer be frustrated because I’ll take care of you in that area.” I say, my hand trailing slowly down and coming to a rest on his lap. He flinches a little, but he doesn’t remove my hand.







 “What do you say, Andrew? I already know you’d like to, your body is telling me so.” I add, feeling the growth that is beginning under my palm.







 “How did you know I was thinking about breaking up with her?” He asks, his manhood growing underneath me.







 “Call it a Mother’s intuition,” I answer, my hand slowly rubbing his growing bulge, “I saw the sexual need in your eyes. Your love for Katrina is keeping you at bay but sex is the most powerful force in the world.”







 He pauses and seems to be giving it serious thought. His body is more than willing, it’s just his mind I need to swing. Acting slowly in case he protests I start to open his pants, they part open and his rod pushes through, still covered in boxers but rising majestically, his fat head obvious as it strains against the fabric.







 “Perhaps I should give you a sample, and then you can decide if you’d like this every day or not,” I tell him as I lower my face towards his crotch.







 Saying nothing, he watches while I grab the hem of his boxers and pull them down, freeing his manhood. It’s big and thick, the head already glistening with pre-come. It’s throbbing with need. If he’s been faithful to Katrina, and I have no reason to believe he hasn’t been, it’s been without a woman’s touch for a year.







 My fingertips ever so lightly stroke the underside of his shaft and he lets out such a sigh of pent-up frustration that I know I’ve got him. I wrap my hands around his shaft and pump it, smiling up at him while he stares in disbelief. Still looking at him, I kiss his fat cock head while I stroke him, giving it a few licks and watching him twitch before I open my mouth and gobble his cock, my head bobbing rapidly up and down on his shaft.







 Andrew lets out a series of small gasps and moments later his body jerks and fills my mouth with his hot seed, his cock fattening in my mouth as it swells with orgasm. He tastes good and I swallow everything he gives me, my tongue cleaning his twitching shaft afterward, not wanting to waste a drop.







 I sit up and look at Andrew who is staring at me with borderline adoration. Poor boy, I think to myself, how badly he needed that.







 His thick cock slowly tipping over as it goes down, I stand up from the couch and hold out my hand, beckoning Andrew to give me his. Timidly, he takes it and rises from the couch, and I lead him to my room, my head swimming with delight. I’m doing this for my Daughter of course, but I’m excited to feel that massive organ inside me. This proposition could be great for all three of us, I admit to myself.







 Entering my room, I crawl onto my bed, cat-like, giving him a full view of my ass as my tiny skirt rides up, concealing nothing. Rolling over and opening my legs I show Andrew my glistening sex, one hand snaking down to open myself in front of him, showing him my pink, rubbing my bud.







 “Come here and taste me, Andrew,” I tell him, “Come here and fuck me with your tongue.”







 Standing there immobile, he stares at me, then my pussy, then back at me. He wants to, he wants to so badly but his conscience is trying to get in his way. I sweeten the deal a little for him.







 “Get me nice and wet,” I tell him, “And you can put it wherever you want afterward. Come inside me anywhere you want, too. My body is all yours Andrew, come, take me, eat me up.”







 He takes a few steps towards me, only staring at my inviting pussy now, and I can almost see the walls inside him tumbling down as his lust builds. The promise of using me however he wants striking a forbidden chord inside him. His expression getting hungrier by the second.







 “Lick my pussy, Andrew, please, I need to feel your tongue inside me.” I mock beg him, opening myself for him again.







 Still without a word, Andrew woodenly walks to the bed and kneels at its edge, I move down and bring myself close to his face. He’s just staring, enjoying the sight of a wet pussy, like a starving man eyeballing a sumptuous meal he knows he’s finally about to eat.







 I open my legs wider and play with my clit while he watches, dipping a finger into myself every now and then. Reaching down with my other hand I take hold of the back of his head and guide it towards me, his lips finally making contact with mine. The spell broken, he stops staring and immediately starts licking frantically, the starving man now gorging himself with gusto. His arms wrap around my thighs and my feet slip onto his shoulders, giving him the best angle to eat me out.







 His tongue poking in and out of me between deep laps of my clit and lips, my hand holds his thick hair as I enjoy his oral administrations. He’s good, a little rusty but improving moment to moment as he finds his stride between my legs.







 I feel one of his hands leave my thigh and a second later two of his digits are entering me, fucking me with his hand as he tastes my juices. I clench my pussy around his fingers and try to hold him in there, he responds and finger fucks me harder, his fingers curling to stimulate my wall, making my g-spot buzz with sensation.







 Extracting his fingers from me, Andrew stands up and I see that his organ is fully awake again, standing straight out from his pants, the fat head pointing at me. Fumbling with his button, he strips down and stands before me naked, well-muscled and blushing with excitement. He jerks his cock a few times before crawling on top of me, pulling me further up the bed so he can mount me better. He still hasn’t said a word but I can see the animal look in his eyes now, he’s in the moment and he’s going to fuck me, not make love or have sex, Andrew is going to
 fuck
 me now.







 Almost in a push-up position, he locks eyes with me as I feel him push his cock against my eager opening. A small grunt and a push of his ass, and he’s inside me, his girth stretching me out, his shaft filling me by inches as he immediately starts pumping, working his cock deeper and deeper into me with every thrust. I open and lift my legs, wanting as much of him inside me as possible, my pussy aching with the sudden intrusion of such a thick cock.







 Andrew paws at one breast while he fucks me faster, lowering himself down a little as he plunges into me, his balls slapping against my ass to a beat. He kisses me wetly, his tongue attacking mine, his breath pumping out of his lungs as he pumps into me.







 Sliding his dick out, he rolls me onto my side and gets between my legs, in a scissor position, only he isn’t a scissor, he’s a long rod and he shoves it back into me, making me gasp. This angle is giving him much better penetration and he’s filling me now, his cock bottoming out inside me. He lifts my top and releases my pendulous boobs, grabbing them and squeezing as he pounds my pussy into submission. I feel myself losing control as his unrelenting fucking fills my body with heat.







 With an audible slurp, he pulls his long cock out from inside me and rolls me over onto my stomach, lifting me up onto my knees with no effort, his strong arms positioning me like I’m nothing more than a ragdoll. Doggy style position assumed, his large hand grips my hip as he guides his thick shaft back inside me, pulling me back, embedding me on his manhood, making me cry out, his length filling me again, his cock head pressing against my cervix.







 Both hands gripping my hips tight, he fucks me hard, slamming into me, making my whole body shake with each inward thrust. A sharp sting accompanies a slapping sound as he used his broad palm to slap my ass, the pain feeling so good in this heightened moment. Fucking me hard, his hand slapping my ass on every 3rd or 4th thrust, I feel my orgasm building and I diddle my clit as he fills me, his balls slapping my fingers as I get ready to explode.







 Gripping his shaft with my sex, I begin to climax and Andrew grabs my hair, pulling it tight, wrenching my head back as I come on his fat cock, my body vibrating as he continues to pound me, my orgasm making every nerve ending electric as this man takes me completely, my pussy stuffed with thick shaft.







 My orgasm subsiding, I fall to the bed, my head and chest on the blankets, my ass still in the air and my pussy filled with Andrew. Andrew doesn’t slow a bit and continues to pound me hard, my clit almost painfully sensitive now.







 I feel spit dripping onto my asshole and then a questing finger as Andrew pushes a thumb against it, teasing my asshole, circling it. I relax myself and give his thumb entry, enjoying the feeling of both of my holes filled. When Andrew extracts his cock from me I know what’s coming and I prepare myself, I did tell him any hole and I’m looking forward to this, but his will definitely be the biggest dick I’ve ever had in my ass.







 Slick with my juices, Andrew’s cock pushes against my asshole and moments later pops inside, my hungry asshole wrapping tightly around his shaft, I squeeze his girth with my body, and I’m rewarded with a guttural moan from deep in his throat, as he works his cock deeper and deeper into my asshole. The feeling is intense, very intense, but there’s pleasure deep inside it too, to be filled so completely. I start to rub my clit again as he buries himself deeper.







 Suitably impaled on his dick, Andrew speeds up and starts fucking my ass with the same force as he fucked my pussy. I can’t help but cry out with every thrust, the sensations too powerful to ignore. Seemingly goaded on by my cries, Andrew fucks me harder and I can feel his balls tighten, slapping less now as he gets ready to dump his load inside me.







 His hands gripping my hips painfully tight, he buries his cock completely inside my asshole and lets go, letting out an animal roar he comes deep in my ass, his fat cock spasming inside me, jerking and spurting rope after rope of hot come within me, slamming into me as hard as he can, wanting his cock completely inside as he comes.







 Breathing heavily behind me, I tell him to leave his cock inside my ass as I feel another orgasm of my own coming. Rubbing myself furiously, I contract around his length as my second orgasm rocks me, my pussy on fire as my asshole feels filled to the brim.







 Both spent, we stay still a while, breathing deeply. Andrew slowly slides his wilting cock from out of my asshole, making me feel a little light-headed and we crash onto the pillows. A good 5 minutes go by without a word exchanged between us, our juices drying on our bodies. Finally, Andrew speaks.







 “And that could happen again, like, whenever I want?”







 Smiling, I roll onto my side to look at him, and cup his hot balls, rubbing them as I reply, “Yep, just stay with Katrina and my body is your plaything. What do you say?”







 “I think I’ll be proposing to Katrina within a year, Silvia,” he answers, and for once I can’t quite read him.







* * *







 A year went by and sure enough, Andrew got down on bended knee in a lovely restaurant while the two of them were on holiday and proposed. Katrina accepted and the wedding plans began. Now I’m sitting in the Chapel and watching my little girl get married, a tear in my eye. She’s found a great man and he will be a truly loving husband, and for me, a great Son in law, with a nice thick cock.







 From the front Andrew turns around and scans the crowd, smiling at everyone, when his eyes meet mine his smile becomes just a tiny bit more devious. I’ll be sure to give him a good honeymoon, when he gets back from his actual one.







END







------------------------------
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