

















"Morning,” he was too tired to say
much at this point. Karina was wearing
an oversized shirt. Leaving a lot of
cleavage to be seen. She wag also
wearing high-heels in the kitchen.
There was no sign of her wearing any

braggiere or underneath that overgized
chirt.




"Slept well last night?” she asked him.
“You could say that..." he replied to her
as he sat down at a chair.

"Slept better after the treatment I gave
you?” she reminded him of what
happened last night.




“Y-Yes... Definitely... But I feel regrets for
what happened last night..."

“You do?”

“Thi¢ was wrong.”

“Wllg?"

"It's cheating... I ... cheated on your...”
"No, it was not cheating. There was no
penetration whatsoever. It doesn’t count.”




“It doesn’t count?” he asked her.

"No. It didn’t count,” she repeated. "It was
a relief geggion.”

I think I see what you mean. It wag nice,
even though it felt wrong. Too bad, I am

having such a hard time dealing with
own erections,”




“Mmm, I gee ... Tell me, did you go to
pee this morning?”

“Pee? No. Why?”

“That might explain why you are <o
hard this morning. Either that, or you
are really, really happy to see me.
Which one ig it?”




“I'm not gure if I know what you are
talking about.”

“I'm sure you know.”

“You don’t feel any regrets for what we
did last night?”

"Well ... I don’t regret anything. I was
able to make it easier for you to fall
asleep.”




"That’s good. But I also feel <o quilty.

I can’t deny it. I wasn’t supposed to be
enjoying helping you <o much last
night,” she told him.

“You've enjoyed it that much, then?”




“Shut up. It's bad already.”

“You did nothing wrong. I should have
stopped everything myself.”

“No. It's not about you. It’s not about
what you should have done or not. I
feel quilty. I feel quilty becauge I like
making men feel better <o much.”




“That’s not your fault. It's not a crime to
be caring for other people. Wel], if we
don’t do it again, we can forget what
happened,” Chase tried reassuring her a
bit.

“You really think so?”

“Yeah. Totally. But we should probably
stop everything now while we still can.”




“Very well. I feel quilty enough, <o you
don’t have to be worried about
anything.”

“Good.”

“Except that [ would like to make gure
that you are going to feel nice today
and that you are going to sleep well
tonight...”




“How do you mean?”

“Well... You're still.. Hard... There... And if
you can't do anything .. Maybe I can do...
something... For you...”

"I don’t know... What did you have in
mind exactly? A hand job?”




. It'e

just an innocent massage... I've read
about this, and apparently isn't strictly
gexual... It's just will be a small magsage...
"I don’t really know, Karina. We might
regret thigc later on...”

“I'm just trying to help you ..."

“Are you sure about thig?”




“Sure. Why not? It's for a good reason.”
"Well .. Maybe you're right ... Alright, then,

one last time.”
“Sweet.”







“That’s right. Oh, wow, it's so warm and
hard already.”

"I'm gorry ... It's just that ... So many
fingers around my cock...”

“Too many?”

“No.”

“Do you want me to use both of my
hands?”




“Um... Do you mind doing that?”
“No. Not at all. I just offered you.”
“Ah. Right.”

"That’s fine.”




“Your fingers feel so good.”

“They do, don’t they?”

“Yes."

“Ig it relaxing you when I'm pumping
your penig with both of my hands such
a< this?” she asked him,

“Yes. It's relaxing me, but...”

"But?”




“It's also exciting me...”

“It's okay. It's natural.”

“But it feels o wrong! It doesn’t feel
like only a magsage! It really is 2 hand
job!”

“Well, then, do you want me to stop,
then? It's up to you. You decide.”

".." he didn’t say anything at first.




“So, what ig it? Do you want me to stop
now?”

"No. Please, don't stop.”

"So, I can continue magsaging it?”

“Yes. Pleace, keep going. It feele wrong,
but I don’t want you to stop. It's relaxing
me, and it's making me feel much better.”
“That’s the goal, so I'm glad it's working.”




"It's working. It's really working.”
"I can feel it.”

“How s0?”

"It's hardening. It's so hard now.”
“TI'm sorry.”




"Don’t apologize. I like it that way. It's
much better for handling it that way.
When it's goft, it keeps sliding through
my fingers and falling off. But it doesn’t
happen too often or for too long when
I'm massaging a man. You never stay
goft when I'm touching you.”

"I get hard as< goon ag you touch it.”




“Heck, I also get hard when I gsee you...”
"I¢ that true?”

\\Yes.ff

“Then, you must be happy to see me

when you do.”
I think go...”




"The veing on your dick are popping up
and becoming a lot more vigcible now.”
“You can see my veing?”

“Yup.”

“Ie that a good sign?”

“Very good sign.”

"Doesg that mean that I am getting
relaxed even more?”




“"More or legs.”

“More or less? What do you mean?”
"That means you are getting really
arouged.”

“Yes. I am.”

"That’s good.”




“You are so good at giving hand-jobs.”
“Thanks. For the compliment. [ believe
that meang that you are super horny
right now.”

“Super horny?”

“Of course .. You're must be full of...” she
stopped talking.

“Full of what?”




“Full of you know what...”

“What?”

“Semen. You knew. You only wanted me
to say it.”

“Maybe...”

“You are such a trickster, Chase.”

“I'm not.”










"Maybe, this can help a little more to
relief your hardnegs, sweetie...”

"Oh, my..."




... So, tell me, should I continue?”







