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DESTINY


Destiny… Power… Passion… 
Yes, Samuel thought, gazing into the blood-red depths of the Daestrian Glass as it drank in and refracted the flickering light of the low-banked orange coals smoldering in the fireplace. My destiny … my power…
Stormy gray eyes, silken ruby hair, the scent of warm cinnamon and dragon's blood resins, the sensual heat of her soft, curvaceous body as she writhed against him, moaning.
Nicolette.
My passion.
My Nicolette.
Yes, Samuel, yours, a soft, deep, ancient voice whispered in his brain, your passion, your destiny. Your power. Infinite power. Isn't that what you've always wanted? 
Samuel grunted softly, shifting in the chair he'd been sitting in since Gareth took his leave three hours ago. His eyes were dry and aching, as though he'd forgotten to blink for a while.
Yes.
Then take what belongs to you. She is the key to your destiny, Samuel, to the power that is rightfully yours. Daestrian power. 
How long had he been in thrall this time?
"Gerik," he rasped, surprised to find how dry his voice was.
"Yes, sir?"
His House Commander's voice came from the door to the suite. He was leaning in the small alcove, smoking a cigar. Samuel focused on him through lowered eyelids.
Kazi was regarding him calmly, his dark brown eyes alert.
"Status?"
"Prisoner is still asleep on the sofa, sir," Gerik said with a slight quirking of his lips, "I took the liberty of thoroughly searching her for hidden weapons and removed her boots." He snickered softly. "As for Adelar, he's presently sleeping off his latest interrogation session in the dungeon. I think he may be close to breaking. The Janassi Interrogation Master the Duke was kind enough to provide me with has managed to extract quite a bit of information from him about the operations of the county and various other items of minor interest. He does still believe the Glass is locked up though. And, as requested, he has not been informed of Nicolette's arrival."
"Good," Samuel grunted, rising slowly, dropping the ancient scrying mirror into a pocket. He turned and looked at Nika, slumped on the settee where she'd been left, her clothes badly rumpled now and it was obvious Gerik had taken his time
'searching' her. She sighed in her sleep, shifting slightly as he watched her.
He growled softly in his throat.
She's always been yours, Samuel. No one else can touch her. 
He knelt next to her, his fingers smoothing over the strands of ruby hair, laid out like threads of silk, against the worn brocade of the settee.
She is mine.
He frowned slightly.
What about Gaston?
At first, the news that she'd held up and played with Gaston was immensely amusing. If anyone deserved to get fucked in all senses of the word by a bitch like Nicolette, it was his brother. And she certainly deserved someone like Gaston, who was a fiendish bastard in his own right. He'd imagined it had been a rather vicious coupling. Violent, nasty and swiftly over.
His fingers trailed over her cheek and she sighed. Shivers went through his body.
Nika's reaction had been anything but casual and that made him angry. She had spoken as though she cared about the asshole. That was completely unacceptable.
His fingers brushed over the fine silver chain around her neck. Disappearing into the enticing valley of her soft cleavage was a pendant. Samuel dipped his fingers between her breasts and brought it out. Nika moaned softly, licking her lips slowly in her sleep, her hand brushing sleepily at his as his fingers lingered between the full, warm softness.
Why didn't she like to wear ladies attire, he wondered absently, caressing her.
"Mmm … oh Gaston…" she breathed, "please…"
Ice shot through Samuel's veins, followed by a sharp arc of electricity. His fingers tightened around the delicate chain and he tore it from her neck.
Damn you, Gaston!
She cried out in her sleep and Samuel felt the Daestrian Glass burning against his thigh, heavy in the pocket of his brocade tunic. A small sharp prick of heat was searing his fingers and he opened his hand to look at the small pink gemstone in the pale white metal setting. Silver and pink … topaz? Tourmaline? Not sapphire.
He frowned intensely, staring at the rose pink stone, glittering in his hand.
Singularly refractive. Then it couldn't be topaz, nor any aluminum silicate. Nor was it rose quartz or any quartz derivative. He wasn't sure how he knew this. It seemed as though it was something a Crystal Master ought to know. Not morganite or any beryl. And he, Samuel, knew it wasn't jade, because it wasn't an opaque.
Jade was his stone.
Gaston's hands on her body. His name on her lips. His mouth on her, kissing her, sucking her … fire was racing through his veins as the unwanted images came to his mind. His mouth on her breasts, his hands between her legs… Fucking her…
Making her scream…
Grinding his teeth, his eyes narrowed to dark amethyst slits, Samuel ran his free hand over her half-exposed breast, squeezing, feeling the soft rise of her nipple and the small hard nub at its tip. He rubbed her, feeling it harden beneath his fingers, and he growled deep in his throat.
It's rhodolite garnet.
"Gaston…" she whispered, squirming a little.
Garnet!
Samuel growled deep in his throat. "Garnet…" he hissed, "why you little slut…"
He looked down at the tiny, rich pink stone glimmering in his hand.
Gaston had always been very proud of the fact that he was the only Garnet Key in several generations. And about the fact that only VonTesmars spawned Garnet Keys. Their most celebrated ancestor, Varek, had been The Garnet Key and The First Master when Thrax had been hunted down and destroyed. He would have succeeded Thrax as Keeper if he hadn't died in the final battle.
Precisely. 
Samuel snarled.
Slut. Wicked little slut. She deserves to be punished for her audacity. How dare she defy me like this? With him? When she knows she belongs to me and only me!
He threw the pendant across the room into the fireplace, making Gerik snort and look into the room. "Sir?"
Samuel ignored him. His fingers tightened around Nika's full breast, squeezing until she gasped in pain and her eyes fluttered open. He watched with a dark satisfaction as she blinked, whimpering at the pain he was causing such a soft, sensitive part of her body, and tried to focus on him. Her lips fell open and he saw a flash of fear color her storm-dark eyes.
"Samuel?"
"Slut," he snarled, and backhanded her.
She gasped, her head snapping to the side as his hand made contact with her cheek, his other hand, still wrapped around her breast, twisting and tearing her shirt from her body. She gave a startled scream of fright and instinctively curled her body away from him, into the back of the sofa.
He grabbed her by the roots of her hair and yanked her back towards him, hot fury pounding through his veins like fire. "Slut," he repeated, "you thought perhaps my dear brother might take you away? Hide you?"
Nika's eyes widened in dazed confusion, fear, wariness. "No. What? Samuel?"
He grabbed her and pulled her up, pushing her back into the sofa. Her shirt hung in shreds, and only the suede vest she'd chosen to wear over it, covered her breasts from the intense gaze of Gerik, who was still standing in the alcove smoking, only now he was watching the developments on the sofa with a slight, nastily amused smile on his thin, wide lips.
"You ought to know that would never happen, my dear," Samuel hissed, leaning in close, his eyes fixed solidly on hers, "he could never keep you from me. If I wanted you, Nicolette Adelar, no man, woman or beast on this earth or any other would keep me from taking you."
Nika began to tremble. She stared at him, wanting to speak, but finding her voice had deserted her. He was acting crazy, and more than anything else that had ever happened between the two of them, this was the most frightening, because she knew Samuel was anything but. She shook her head, trying to pull away, but his grip was getting tighter and more painful by the second.
"Afraid?" he breathed, a satanic smile curving his full lips, "good. About fucking time, you little whore."
Nika shook her head again. "Samuel…" she managed, "I don't understand."
He snorted. Her energy was radiating from her like heat waves. He tapped into it easily and sucked it off of her, into himself, into the Glass, which flared and became even hotter in his pocket. He groaned at the radiance that, far from burning him, was seeping into his body, filling him with strength, power, knowledge, memories.
"You will," he hissed, pushing himself onto her and bearing her down into the cushions of the sofa, "finally I will have you, Nicolette… Nika…"
She groaned, squirming under him. "No, Samuel," she breathed, "please, not like this."
He chuckled darkly. "I've waited for four years, Nicolette," he said as he forced her legs open with his body, pinning her shoulders to the cushions with his hands.
She pushed at his chest, his body heavily crushing hers into the sofa. "No, Samuel," she whispered again, "don't … this isn't how it should be…"
He hovered over her, eyes narrowed and a dark, churning purple, his lips thinned in a cruel, rapacious smile. "This is exactly how it should be, my dear," he purred, intensely pleased with the fear she wasn't even taking the trouble of trying to hide now. He fed off it and the Daestrian Glass, like the Keystones of the Masters, channeled, refined and fed it back into him as pure energy. He chuckled and she swallowed hard.
He didn't even need to gesture.
Nika felt the cold air hit her skin and she gasped, squirming.
Her clothing had vanished and she was naked.
Samuel sat back, the same feral smile on his face. Nika tried to move her arms the moment his hands left her, but found with a sharp stab of terror, that they were pinned to the cushions beneath her.
"Very nice," Samuel said softly, his gaze raking her naked body.
She flushed hotly and closed her eyes. She didn't want him looking at her.
Or did she?
She groaned again, flushing even more. Yes… especially Samuel… I want to hear him say he likes the way I look naked. I want him to fuck me- No! She moaned, her breathing coming harder now, feeling the heat beneath her skin, agitated by the chill air in the room, bringing her nipples to peaks, eliciting an evil chuckle from the man who had her in his control, completely, for the first time in her entire life.
She realized with a sting of humiliation that right now, she would do anything Samuel asked her. Anything.
Samuel trailed heated fingers over her breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples until she cried out, squirming, pulling against the invisible magical bonds that held her. He slid his hands down, over her full hips, her round thighs, to the rosy flesh between her legs. Nika stiffened and moaned, her skin flushing scarlet as he dipped his fingers into the velvety softness and felt, with a deep, infinitely wicked chuckle, the slick, hot wetness that dampened that satiny skin.
"Naughty girl," Samuel purred, a nasty note of triumph in his tone, "you like what I'm doing to you."
Nika shuddered. "No…"
He laughed. "Liar. Silly girl. Do you think you can lie about this?" He slid his fingers between the folds of slightly swollen, slippery flesh and bumped against the hardening nub of her clit. She hissed and jerked, biting her lip. He laughed again.
"Naughty little slave."
Fiery chills shot through her. Not slave. Nika groaned. "No, please, Samuel…"
she said softly, "don't do this…" Yes, especially slave.
Samuel just chuckled and slipped his fingers sensuously along the darkening, swelling softness of her pussy, until she was gasping and wriggling under him. He laughed again, the sound cold and vicious, even though his touch was anything but.
He rubbed her clit, enjoying the sounds she made when he rolled it between his slick fingers. "You love this, my sweet," he said, sliding two fingers of his other hand into her tight, throbbing body.
Nika shook her head, squirming. "No! Stop, please!" Yes…
She twitched as he played with her swollen and hard clit and he chuckled as fresh, hot juices began to flow over his probing fingers. The strong, sensual female scent began to fill the room as her gasps and moans were now becoming accompanied by a soft, wet slurping sound.
Some part of her was still fighting, but his relentless fingers were making it harder and harder to want to protest. He squeezed and rubbed and caressed her clit until it seemed like it was the core of the dizzying heat that was spiraling up through her already hot and oversensitive body. She groaned loudly, her hips twitching up towards him, her body straining against the bonds that held it.
The Glass seemed to be throbbing as well and he found himself becoming more and more aware of its presence as her energy became more and more sexually charged, agitated, close to the edge.
Samuel drank it all in. He watched the liquid dribbling from her take on a pearlescent, more opaque color, its musky scent filling his senses, intoxicating him.
"Ah yes, Nicolette," he said softly, "that's it … come for me."
Nika groaned, squirming. Fight! Dammit, don't let him make you come! You'll lose yourself if you submit to his control! Her breath began coming in pants as the rolling waves of intense pleasure began to batter against her. "No…" she moaned,
"Oh Samuel, please…"
He chuckled. "Hmm, 'please' what, my pet?" He sped up his thrusting, her body shuddering under the impact. He had four fingers in her now and continued to play with the soft petals of her pussy and the hard nub of her clit as she squirmed and writhed beneath him.
Even though there was clearly a part of her trying to fight, she was losing the battle. He watched her, smiling. Well, that's what would make it even more powerful when she finally did surrender.
"No … ooh…"
He slid back enough to lean down, his breath hot on her shivering flesh.
She drew a shaking, shuddering breath as she felt him. "No!"
Samuel chuckled softly. "Come for me, Nika…" he purred, and rasped his tongue over her distended clitoris.
Nika sucked in a gasp and cried out, her body exploding in a crescendo of pleasure that rolled through her in dizzying, mind-numbing waves. Samuel sat back and laughed as she dissolved in orgasm, hot, musky juice flowing out of her in little bursts with each spasm. He lifted his fingers to his lips and licked them thoughtfully as he watched her, leaning against the backrest of the settee. The Glass gathered her energy and sent it to him in delicious, invigorating bursts of exquisite pleasure. He licked his lips languidly and chuckled to himself.
"Ancestors," Gerik said in a rather thick voice from the doorway, "that is incredible."
Samuel smirked at him. "It is, isn't it?"
Nika groaned, shivering. She forced her eyes open with an effort and focused first on Samuel, who was watching her with an extremely smug expression, then on Gerik, who was leering.
Nika blinked at him. Her entire body tensed, the chill increasing now that she was no longer riding the high of a heated orgasm. Her face went hot and she flushed. Biting her lip, she looked away from him, now acutely aware of his eyes on her quivering, vulnerable, naked body. If there'd been anyone on the face of the earth she never wanted to see her naked, it was Kazi Gerik.
She felt Samuel's hands on her again, rubbing her shoulders, her breasts, her stomach and she felt him kissing her neck, nuzzling her, sending little bolts of fire through her everywhere his lips touched. She moaned, feeling herself react to him, her back arching, her hips pushing up against him, feeling the hard, solid length of his arousal beneath the expensive sable brocade.
What was worse, Gerik had watched Samuel strip her and play with her. He'd watched Samuel's fingers stroke and caress her, toy with her clit and invade her body. He'd smelled her arousal, the scent of her body, watched her lose herself in one of the most powerful orgasms she'd had, and now, he'd probably watch Samuel fuck her.
She groaned as Samuel's lips found hers. She was kissing him back without thought, so preoccupied she was with Gerik's presence.
Samuel chuckled. Nika's response to his lips on hers had been immediate and powerful. She was growling in her throat, returning his passion with her own.
Nika's body was trembling, a flush of something shooting through her. Samuel was kissing her and his hands were all over her. She didn't realize he'd released her, even though her arms were wrapped around him, her fingers buried in his hair, her knees bent, tight to his body as he crushed her beneath him. She moaned into his mouth, wanting more of him, feeling his hardness pressing painfully against her wet, swollen softness and she thrust her hips against his.
'Ah, you want me to fuck you now, don't you, my pet?'
'Yes, Samuel.'
She felt a wave of sharp, hot tingles rush through her. Gerik was watching.
Samuel wanted to fuck her and she wanted him to fuck her and she didn't care anymore what anyone else would think. Her base, savage wants, her rebellious body, her undeniable need was controlling her now and she didn't care. Not about anything. Just this incredible pleasure racing through her. The nasty, wicked, evil pleasure the idea of fucking the worst villain she knew of in front of his lecherous, creepy lieutenant who would probably, her heated brain figured, want to fuck her next. It drove her into a frenzy of erotic excitement that made her breath come in sharp gasps as her body stiffened and bursts of electricity exploded deep within her.
Samuel held her tight to him as this second orgasm swept her body. This time, the energy of it shot straight through the Glass and nearly staggered him with its power. He groaned softly, falling against the sofa back, the energy filling him, singing through his blood and driving him nearly to the edge himself. Her head fell against his shoulder and the shimmering sable fabric quickly became wet with her tears.
Ancestors, if this could be harnessed somehow…
And that soft, ancient voice chuckled. Oh … there are ways … many ways… 
She's so pure, untapped, and strong … you could feed for centuries off her alone… 
Nika squirmed in his arms. "Samuel…" she breathed thickly, "please…"
He chuckled, "what? Tell me what you want…"
She moaned softly, seductively. "Fuck me, Samuel…"
He pushed her back. She looked at him in confusion a moment before he completed the shove that sent her to the floor. She hit it hard and groaned.
A low, insidious chuckle came from the darkened alcove by the door and Nika's head shot around. Samuel saw the flush that brightened the apples of her cheeks and he smiled nastily.
"Ah, don't like the idea that Gerik's here?"
Nika swallowed hard and looked away, a rebellious look on her face.
Samuel watched her, testing her aura, seeing what was really going on behind her eyes. She bit her lip hard.
Ah… Amusement made him snicker. The idea of him watching is exciting her more than she's willing to admit.
"I don't understand," she was saying, her voice rough, and even though she was trying to make it sound even, irritated, it shook and it was clear she was confused and upset, "I thought that's what you wanted."
Samuel's eyebrow went up and he leaned back on the sofa, regarding her arrogantly. "It is what I want, pet. But we're doing this my way. And you've had quite enough pleasure for the moment."
Nika wrapped her arms around herself, drawing her knees to her chest. The fire was banked low and it was getting really chilly in the room. "It's-"
"-cold," Samuel finished. "Yes, I know." The fire leapt up in the grate and the room suddenly became extremely warm.
Nika's eyes widened. "You shouldn't be able to do that."
Samuel gave her a condescending smile laced with steel. "That's none of your concern, slave."
She pressed her teeth together, feeling them grind, a hot wave of humiliation tinged with arousal that made her flush and turn her gaze to the floor. You like the idea of being dominated, Nika… She winced, a chill that had nothing to do with the room temperature prickling her skin.
"You're very selfish, Nicolette. And naughty. And you deserve to be punished."
Gerik snickered softly.
Nika stiffened, swallowing hard. Maybe this wasn't such a good idea after all.
He's going to hurt me. Ancestors, why did he stop it? Only moments ago, I would have fucked him and Gerik and enjoyed it. 
"I'm sure you think I'm ruining the mood for you. And of course, you would think that, since, in your world-view, everything revolves around you." Samuel's voice had hardened and he wasn't smiling anymore. "It's always been you, Nicolette. You don't think about anyone else. I doubt you thought much about Gaston while you were fucking him. Did you?"
Nika looked up at him. "What?"
Samuel's eyes narrowed. "Did you think about Gaston, at all, while you were fucking him, woman?" he said coldly, "or were you just thinking about yourself?
Yes, I know you're a little slut, Nicolette Adelar, but do you ever consider anyone else? I suppose it helps because you can come so easily." He snorted as though this were nothing impressive. "There are ways to prevent that, you know. I think we shall use that as a punishment in the future."
Nika frowned slightly. "I did. Gaston said-"
"It was a rhetorical question, Nika!" Samuel snapped, "I don't really care what he did or said. I loathe the idea that any other man has had his cock in you without my express permission – especially my brother!"
She stared at him. "You don't own-" she began, automatically, but a terrifyingly furious glare from Samuel made her stop short.
"That's where you're wrong," he said slowly, darkly, maliciously, his low, thickly accented voice enunciating each word carefully, making damn sure she understood him quite clearly. "You belong to me, Nicolette. You always have."
Nika shivered and slid back, away from him.
A flicker of intense violet, and Nika knew before she felt him, that Gerik was standing directly behind her. This was intensely immediate. Quite different from the heated fantasies her brain was feeding her when she was lost in the depths of erotic desire. Long fingers twisted in her hair, the scent and creaking of the leather gloves on his hands making her stiffen.
Samuel's eyes locked on her and she tried to curl back up, but Kazi's hold on her head wouldn't allow it. He pulled her head back, forcing her to sit up straight or lose a large chunk of hair. Her shoulders fell back, thrusting her breasts out and she flushed hotly, feeling the intensity of both their gazes on her.
"You're jealous!" she threw at him, knowing she'd pay for it and past caring.
Samuel snorted.
"Yes, I am," he snarled. "Insanely jealous."
She gasped softly, shocked. "Oh, Samuel…"
"Shut up," he snapped, "from now on, you don't speak."
He regarded her in cold silence for a long moment.
She was kneeling on one of the lovely old woven carpets that was probably a family heirloom, indeed, he thought he could still make out the fading colors of Daestrian, burgundy and forest green. The floor was a dark, rich rose colored wood and it contrasted against the soft ivory color of her pale olive skin and the fiery red of her wine-colored hair. Gerik's hold on her hair made her tilt her head up slightly, forcing her into a position he knew she'd never willingly take up for him. She'd even unknowingly placed her hands properly on her thighs, which were parted enough to reveal the tender, dark pink flesh between them. He let his lips turn up just a little, wetting them a bit with his tongue. He looked extremely lupine and the effect was not lost on her.
"I like you on your knees, my dear," he growled, leaning forward a bit.
Nika's reaction was immediate and intense. She flushed a deep crimson, swallowing hard, squirming a little bit in Gerik's grip.
"I think it's where she belongs, milord," Gerik said, thoughtfully, watching her.
"Exactly," Samuel said, standing slowly. "On her knees, naked, submissive.
The only thing that is missing is a collar."
Kazi Gerik chuckled softly. He slid his hand down her head, twisting his fingers in the hair at the base of her neck, so she could look up at Samuel as he approached her.
She shivered, shaking her head slightly. "No, Samuel," she whispered through dry lips.
His smile vanished and his eyes narrowed. "Exactly what part," he hissed, glaring down at her, "of 'shut up' did you not understand, slave?"
She wet her lips absently. "But I'm not!" she protested, breathlessly.
Gerik twisted his hand in her hair, yanking her head back as Samuel viciously backhanded her with a snarl. She gasped sharply, tears springing to her eyes, her cheek burning. She drew a shaking breath as Samuel grabbed her by her chin, forcing her head up so that he could look into her eyes.
"You are what I say you are, Nicolette," Samuel hissed, "and I say you are mine.
You can protest all you want…" He shoved a hand harshly between her thighs.
She winced as his fingers thrust into the hot, dewy flesh of her pussy and invaded her body. She moaned softly, a soft, wet sound coming from her. She squeezed her eyes closed. He rubbed her until shivers of heat were snaking upward from deep inside her and she couldn't help another long, low moan that made Gerik snicker and Samuel pull his hand from her with what sounded like a disdainful snort. "Your body believes it, my dear," he hissed, "even if you do not."
He pushed his slick fingers between her lips. "Suck them, slave," he ordered. "I want to see you lick your juices off me."
Nika shuddered, her tongue immediately brushing over his thick, long fingers.
She tasted softly musky, feminine and intoxicating. She didn't think she'd ever been so insanely reactive before. She opened her eyes, suckling his fingers lightly, and met a violet the color of the deepest depths of the sea, glittering like the amethyst her father had been so in love with when he'd been alive. She felt her heart flutter and her body tensed, prickles of icy heat racing over her skin and through her. She shouldn't be allowing this completely undignified, humiliating situation to excite her. It was wrong and she knew it. But she couldn't stop her own reactions and her body wouldn't allow her to lie. She moaned softly, sucking and licking his fingers clean, acutely aware of Samuel's intense gaze on her and the slightly agitated breathing of Kazi, behind her.
With a snarl, Samuel snapped his hand away. "At least you can do something right," he said disdainfully, standing.
Nika wiped the back of her hand across her mouth and tried to steady her breathing.
"You need to be properly trained," he muttered, dropping back onto the sofa with a disgruntled sigh. He looked at Kazi. "Bring her to me."
Kazi nodded and with a short tug on her hair, brought Nika to her feet. She wove slightly, unsteady on her feet from being forced hold a stiff kneeling position, and Gerik was more than happy to assist her, his slender, long-fingered hands moving greedily over her hips and butt and even up her body to brush over her full, soft breasts. She winced away from him, swatting at his groping hands and stumbled forward, towards Samuel. Her eyes flashed anger and fear and her cheeks went pink as Gerik simply stepped up behind her, grabbing her from behind, snaking a hand around her waist, across her hips and one around her chest, up under her breasts, his fingers finding and cupping her in a way that made her blush as her rebellious body betrayed her dislike and her nipples hardened at his touch, her skin burning and her body trembling inside.
Samuel simply watched them, calmly, coldly amused.
"Stop him!" Nika finally gasped, terrified at what her body was telling her, as Gerik's fingers finally slid between her thighs, snickering softly at what he found there.
"Why?" Samuel drawled, a nasty smirk curving his lips. "I find it entertaining."
"You said you didn't want anyone else touching me!" she said, squirming as Kazi pulled her up, tight against his lean frame.
"Without my permission," Samuel said smugly.
Nika groaned. This was worse than when Samuel tried to force her to lick his boots. She couldn't allow Gerik to do this to her. No matter what she might have thought before, when Samuel was driving her insane with pleasure, she couldn't let this happen. "Please, Samuel!" she groaned as Kazi's hand closed tightly around her breast, kneading it and scraping his thumbnail across the nipple. Her head fell back against his shoulder with a gasp. His other hand slid wetly between her slick, soft, throbbing flesh, teasing her clit and dipping into her, first slowly as he chuckled and nuzzled her earlobe, then faster as she moaned and squirmed against him. She felt his body, sinewy and strong behind her, his arousal pressing hard against her naked buttocks and his whispery, reedy voice breathing in her ear.
"I knew it was only a matter of time before I got my hands on you, Adelar. My men seem to think you're a good little fuck."
Nika groaned and turned her head away. She was trembling, having trouble keeping on her feet by now. "Stop…" she breathed, "Ancestors … please…"
Samuel laughed at her. It was dark, rich and infinitely evil. "What, Nicolette? I could swear you were begging me, even though you clearly seem to be enjoying his attentions. Our women all insist that Commander Gerik is extremely talented when it comes to sex."
"Yes, Samuel," she panted, "please. Make him stop. I can't take it."
Gerik laughed and shoved her away from him, into the floor at Samuel's feet.
"You're right sir," Kazi said, licking his fingers with a smile, "she does need training, badly. And perhaps some mental work. She's so confused she can't see straight. You sure you can't wait at least a few hours? I'd be quite happy to take her down to the dungeons and get her started on some proper slave training. It's been a pain in the ass being unable to teach her correct discipline these past four years."
Nika looked sharply at Gerik. She flushed as he deliberately licked his long, long fingers slowly, looking right at her with the most demonic expression she'd ever seen on him. She shuddered and turned away, her cheeks burning and eyes hot with mortified tears. Her body was vibrating with unsatisfied need and she drew a shuddering breath that she fought hard to keep from sounding like a sob.
"Yes, I'd not want to wait much longer," Samuel was saying, "but after that she will be your responsibility. I believe our Duke Gareth is interested in buying her services for a time, but I'd not want her to go to him as intractable as she is right now." She glared up at Samuel, annoyed as hell to be spoken of like an infant or an untrained puppy, but was chilled by the expression on his darkly handsome face. He reached out and wrapped his fingers tightly in her rich, ruby curls. She hissed in pain, but was compelled to allow it. "We'd be rude to inflict such an uncontrollable, wanton whore on the man who's made it possible for us to sweep Adelar finally from the face of the earth." He yanked her hair and she gasped.
Kazi gave them a thin, arrogant smile. "Excellent, sir."
Samuel turned to Nika. "You will learn, Nicolette. And you will learn well.
Resign yourself to the fact that you will serve Master Gerik and obey him in all things, once I have finished with you." She winced and turned her head away. He snarled softly and grabbed her by the chin, forcing her to look at him. "You're a VonTesmar slave now. Adelar does not exist. You and Nolan are the last of the blood."
"No!"
Samuel slapped her and she glared at him. "It might interest you to know, my dear, that your so-called 'beloved', the Director, has recognized VonTesmar as the victor in this Clan war. Adelar blood is mine."
Nika shook her head. "No…" she whispered, "no … let Nolan go, Samuel."
Samuel looked at her a moment. She was on her knees again, this time because he had her hair and face and she had little choice but to rise up where he pulled her.
She smelled strongly and enticingly of sweet feminine musk and the thick warmth of cinnamon, touched with a hint of leather. Her dark gray eyes were misty and her lashes were wet. Her soft lips were an angry red from her constant worrying at them with her teeth, her cheeks were pink and the lush curves of her delicately trembling body were damp with sweat. Her nipples were hard and tight, reddened from the abuse they'd been taking over the last hour and the sensations that were relentlessly tearing through her no matter how hard she tried to suppress and deny them.
"Let Nolan go?" he said a bit incredulously.
"Yes, Samuel," she breathed, chewing her slightly swollen lip again, "please."
He snorted. "And what? You've got nothing to bargain with."
She shifted uncomfortably. "I know," she breathed, "please. If for no other reason than the fact that you've defeated him. Let him go and I swear, I'll never fight you again. You can do whatever you want with me, I won't argue."
Samuel raised an eyebrow and Gerik gave a snort of disbelief, standing once again in his alcove, with a new cigar, blowing rings of smoke.
Nika closed her eyes.
"I can have that regardless of whether I release your cousin or not."
She went very still and Samuel caught the slight slump of her shoulders before she opened her eyes and looked up at him. She swallowed hard. "Please, Samuel,"
she breathed, "please."
He smiled. It felt very good to hear her begging like this. She'd never done it before, even when he'd had her, bound and helpless, while he whipped her. While he took out the incredible frustration of not being able to have her this way, naked, hot and wet and completely at his mercy, for the four long years he'd had to suffer without the Glass.
It pulsed, searingly hot by now, throbbing with a beat that his own heart had long synched with, its ancient, dark power suffusing him.
Enough of this game, Samuel … take her now ! 
She shivered in front of him. "Please, Samuel," she whispered, reaching out to put her shaking hand on his thigh. The heat of her fingers burned his skin and he hissed, his body reacting to that simple touch with a power that nearly drove all sensible thought out of his head. He leaned towards her, pulling her towards him and she gasped sharply at the pain. Her eyes widened at the look in his eyes and she wet her lips in an innocent, yet nearly insanity-inducing gesture. "Please!" 
Electricity shot through him at that and he yanked her up, throwing her on the sofa with a snarl. "Perhaps," he growled, "if you satisfy me, I'll consider it."
Nika stared at him, fear and desire fighting for control of her body. "Samuel…"
He grabbed her right leg, pulled it up and slid heavily between them, lifting her hips from the cushions of the sofa and spreading her wide. She gasped again at the harsh tightness of his fingers around her calf, the weight of his body against her leg as he held it tight against him and bore down. She moaned, his solid, hard length pressing painfully against her swollen softness and she winced as her hips jerked against his instinctively.
She may be untrained, she may have been Gaston's whore, but she's mine now…
And it's been long enough…
He reached down, unlacing the fastenings to his pants, not even bothering to strip down the rest of the way. He was in too great a hurry and she really didn't deserve it right now, he thought. She gasped as he released his cock, directing it at her vulnerable, damp rosy pussy and rubbed it in the fresh, slick wetness that was trickling out of her, sending her into a paroxysm of gasps and shudders. "Oh…"
she moaned, "oh … more please! Samuel … please!"
He chuckled, looking down at her. "Slut."
"Yes," Nika breathed, squirming, "yes, I am, but please, just a little more… I'm so close now … it hurts…"
He snorted. "You don't deserve to come again, you little whore," he said, prodding the quivering entrance to her body with the thick, hard head of his cock.
She stiffened. "I'm not interested in your pleasure right now, pet. You're going to give me what I want and you can take care of your own needs later."
Nika looked at him, her eyes focusing on his clothing and sliding down to the thick, hot, velvety member Samuel was teasing her with. She licked her lips absently as she looked at him. He was a dark, almost burgundy color, smooth and hard and glistening with a mixture of his moisture and her own juices. Samuel chuckled as he watched her reaction to him. He was thick, very thick and a good, solid length, which made him even more firm. She shivered, swallowing hard.
"Samuel," she breathed, her body flush with heat and trembling as he prodded her again, "oh please, fuck me."
He snorted softly. "Please?"
"Yes," Nika groaned, "please … now! Hard and fast and now! Please!"
He slid into her and she stiffened. He groaned softly and long as he felt her body adjust around his girth, clinging wetly to him. He pushed harder and her muscles twitched, a soft, low rippling of the soft, hot body around him making him look up, into her face. She whimpered softly, her lips falling open in a gasp.
Tears threatened the corners of her eyes.
He bucked his hips back, pulling nearly out of her and she groaned, squirming. 
Her hips trembled and his fingers tightened around the leg he held against his left shoulder. Then he slammed into her and began to pound, hard and fast, grunting.
She groaned loudly, squirming, trying to thrust back against him. He growled as he went faster, her body shuddering under the impact, her breasts shaking, her gasps becoming harsher and more guttural.
He felt a strange, invasive heat growing deep within him as he sped up his thrusts, the power of his own driving need building, the sensation of her slick, wet, hot, tight body making it nearly impossible to think clearly. A dark, ancient and incredibly powerful presence filled his brain, taking command of his body, driving him to move harder, faster. She was screaming now, he realized dimly, and his leg muscles were hurting with the power of his hammering thrusts. She writhed under him, his fingers digging into the flesh of her calf. Her smooth, muscular sheath was spasming against his cock, squeezing him with each sharp spasm. He growled deep in his throat, his gaze fixing and locking on her wild, storm-tossed eyes, holding them as he felt her body stiffen in yet another orgasm.
She cried, gasping, tears streaming down her face, her body shuddering under his assault.
"Yes, Samuel!" she breathed roughly "oh, yes! Yes!"
He frowned vaguely. Something didn't sound right. His name wasn't Samuel…
'Alastria, you little slut… I'll burn him out of your memory … you'll never look at him again … he will die for this insult to me… You're mine, never forget that!' 
She squirmed under him, eyes streaming, fear radiating from them as he fucked her, her gown in shreds, her arms tied to the frame of her own bed with strips tornfrom her skirt. 'Yes Master,' she moaned, 'I'm sorry … it was my fault, not his… 
please, my beloved … don't hurt him…' 
He snarled and backhanded her. 'Quiet!' 
Her soft whimpering sent sharp spirals of malicious pleasure through him. 
Nika gasped, her arms over her head. She was panting, her voice having gone hoarse from screaming, her body still quivering weakly as the orgasms continued to batter her, rolling through her spasming body with abandon.
Samuel grunted, his body stiffening. Memories of a past that wasn't his flowed through the moments of conscious thought that weren't suffused with the intense, powerful pleasure her tight, hot body was giving him, the sound of her cries, her sensual writhing, the response of her body to his being an intoxicant that was making him almost drunk on the intense power and purity of her energy. He ruthlessly sucked her up and channeled her through the Daestrian Glass that fed it back to him along with bursts of memory, power, strength and a vast intelligence that staggered his mind.
The pleasure sent him over the edge and he hilted himself deep in her soft body and exploded, sending bursts of his steaming essence into her and he roared with the intensity of it as a tortured scream was ripped from deep within her.
Samuel slumped forward, nearly splitting her in half as he came down atop her.
Her leg fell to the side to drape limply over the backrest of the sofa and she moaned weakly.
"Samuel?" she managed.
He groaned, then snarled like an injured dragon. She stiffened.
He raised his head. Dark amethyst eyes glowed now, dark and foreboding, touched with a kind of eerie violet sheen that she hadn't seen before. She swallowed hard.
"S-Samuel?" her voice shook.
"He will die," he snarled, then pushed up and tore out and away from her with a vicious growl. His clothing ordered itself as he rose and she only stared at him, laying weak and drained on the settee. Something dark and powerful radiated from him. Something terrible.
He strode across the room towards the door.
Gerik snapped to attention, eyeing his superior warily. "Sir."
"I shall retire to my suite," he said imperiously, "I do not wish to be disturbed."
Kazi nodded. "As you say, Your Grace."
The door opened for Samuel and he swept through without any further word or even a glance back to Nika, who stared after him in stunned shock.



REPAIRS


"Jake?"
Tamara Sable leaned in the doorway to the mechanic's bay, where a pair of sneakered feet were sticking out from under some large, strange, intricate piece of star-drive equipment. The feet were moving, obviously to some unheard beat.
Tamara smiled slightly, shaking her head, and walked into the bay, next to the suspended piece of machinery. "Jake?"
The feet continued to tap, unhindered.
Tamara leaned down, to look underneath. Sure enough, there was Jake, a headset strapped to his brown haired head, working busily with a wrench and grinning.
Tamara called his name again, hesitant to touch the mechanic while he was working.
Jake, on the other hand, was totally involved in his repair work, and didn't hear Tamara. The first hint he had of her presence was a gentle waft of rich perfume, and he turned his head to look in the direction the perfume came from. His eyes widened slightly, and he smiled in appreciation. A lovely, soft pair of breasts were regarding him from under a tight black lace halter-top. Then his eyes snapped up to the curious face, lips moving in what must be his name. He yanked the headphones off his head, and grinned widely. "Tam!"
Tamara laughed. He liked the sound of it, and the effect it had on her halter-top.
He slid out from under the star-drive, and stood up.
Tamara straightened as well, looking distractedly at the door, so Jake took that time to examine her, as he always did, when he knew she wasn't watching. An old, familiar fire sparked inside him, and he chuckled softly.
He strode to his desk, wiping his dirty hands on a nearby rag. "What do you need, Tam?" he asked conversationally. Each time he asked that, he always hoped she'd say, "You!" and jump him right there, but she never had so far.
Tamara tilted her head to the side. "Oh, it's the Pegasus, Jake."
"Again?" Jake grinned.
Tamara laughed. "Yes, again. I had to be towed, this time. Not cheap."
Jake smirked. "Never is." He made a few quick notes on a computer pad, and rounded his desk. "So. Show me what ya got." He caught her elbow, and tugged her along with him towards the door to the tow company's hanger.
* * * *
Jake looked over the damaged cargo ship with a critical eye. He made several circuits of the
Sable Pegasus
, taking notes, while Tamara was in the tow office, talking to the men who brought her in.
There were two of them, space roughened types, and they seemed to enjoy making things as difficult for her as possible. Tamara was beginning to get exasperated.
She crossed her arms over her chest. "I don't have that kind of money," she said finally.
The man behind the desk exchanged a look with the other. The other tilted his head towards the girl and grinned. "Okay," the guy at the desk said. "We keep your ship then."
Tamara frowned. "No."
The guy at the desk shook his head, smiling. "Too bad," he said. "Either you pay for the tow, or we get to keep the ship."
She sighed. "Look, I just don't have that kind of money. You can clean me out, and I still won't have enough to pay you."
The other man walked over towards Tamara. "Well, we don't have much of a choice. We have to make our expenses as well, you know." His eyes moved over her body intimately, lingering a long time on her lace covered breasts and hips. He glanced at his companion at the desk. The other man caught his look and smiled.
Tamara eyed the guy approaching her, noting his roving gaze. She glanced at the man behind the desk.
"Well," he said, rising as well. "We're going to have to work out a compromise.
You don't want to lose your ship, and we want to be paid for our work." He approached her.
Now, with the two of them closing slowly in on her, Tamara considered her options. "Well, like I said, I don't have any money. You willing to take something else in payment?"
The first man grinned widely. "Sure. What have you got?"
Tamara smiled. "What do you want?"
The second man smirked. "I think you know."
They both continued to approach her, backing her up into a wall. As the cold metal surface touched her back, Tamara bit her lip, her smile fading a bit. She looked these two over.
They were large, muscular, human men. The first man was massive, dark haired, tall. The second, the one that had been behind the desk, was lighter, his hair a light golden brown, his body a bit more lithe. They were both quite attractive, and could be fun. And anything was better than cleaning her account out of every last unit.
She wondered what they would do if she protested.
Tamara appeared to consider a moment, then widened her eyes as though realizing what the brown haired man had implied. She shook her head. "No."
The dark haired one glanced at his companion. Then he turned back to Tamara.
"Well, now you have three choices. One, you pay us, which you said you can't do. 
Two, you let us have your ship. Three, you let us fuck you."
The brown haired man grinned. "Make your choice."
Tamara shook her head again. "No to all three," she said, wondering the entire time if they would back off. She doubted it seriously, but it would be interesting to find out.
The dark haired man seemed to hesitate, but the other moved forward, pressing Tamara into the wall with his body, forcing his lips on hers. His hand found a breast and squeezed it. Tamara moaned in protest, struggling.
The dark haired man chuckled softly. "It seems your choice has been made for you," he purred, stepping forward to run his fingertips over her side, and the soft swell of her unoccupied breast.
Tamara closed her eyes as she was brutally kissed, his tongue pressing into her mouth, exploring it ruthlessly. She felt her nipples harden, even as her body began to tremble. The hand squeezing her breast almost hurt, it was so tight. She felt a tingling between her legs, and she moaned again.
The brown haired man left her lips finally, grinning. "I think she likes it," he said to his darker companion. His hand stayed on her breast, kneading it. The other man took this opportunity to lean in, pressing his lips to hers, forcing his tongue into her mouth. He caught hold of her tongue, and began to suck it, as his hand closed around her other breast.
Eyes closed, Tamara squirmed under the attention, gasping, moaning softly.
She felt the waistband of her pants loosen, and then felt them being yanked over her hips, down around her ankles. She heard a voice, the other man, laughing quietly, "She's wet. She does like this." Then a finger was plunged into her depths, a slick wet sound accompanying the feeling of penetration. She jerked slightly and moaned.
Another finger joined the first, and then another. Something hot and wet flicked against her clit, and she tried to scream, but couldn't with her tongue and lips being sucked. Another finger slammed into her, and she suddenly realized the brown haired man was shoving his entire hand into her pussy. She gasped, her hips thrusting, as her clit was engulfed in something hot and damp, which began to suck on her.
Tamara was having trouble staying on her feet by now, and she felt herself beginning to slide down the wall. The dark haired man's lips left hers. She heard his voice, "Get her on the desk. Will be easier."
She was picked up, the thrusting hand never leaving her wet pussy. It continued to pound her even as she was carried and laid on the messy surface of the office desk, and her jeans and shoes pulled all the way off. She opened her eyes slightly to see the brown haired man lower his face back down to her dark pink clit and suck it into her mouth. She groaned softly, and shuddered. The dark haired man leaned over her then, his hands fondling and kneading her breasts. He grinned at her. "These are great," he said. "Anyone ever tell you that?"
Tamara moaned and nodded, panting.
He chuckled. "What do you want me to do with your tits, honey?"
She shuddered, gasping, her hips slamming hard into the thrusting hand of the brown haired man, who was moaning by this time, sucking her very hard.
"Ah. A little too breathless to talk?"
Tamara nodded, her body shaking with each thrust. Her breasts jiggled enticingly under the voracious gaze of the dark haired man. He considered, then grabbed her lace top and ripped it from her body. She screamed, panting, moaning, as he lowered his face to a breast, running his tongue in long strokes over the sides, her cleavage, then around the other one, circling slowly up over the shuddering soft flesh, but not touching her nipples. He repeated this over and over with each breast, until Tamara was quivering violently, her moans now loud groans of pleasure. Finally, he ran his wet tongue over a nipple, and Tamara screamed.
Her body spasmed as she came in the brown haired man's face, much to his enjoyment. Hot, musky juice flowed out of her, and the dark haired man simply smiled, running his tongue over her other nipple, grinning at the repeated screams of the woman, and her shuddering.
The hand that was stuffed up inside her slid out. A tongue licked her dark pink flesh slowly, cleaning up all the moisture that came out of her. Tamara lay there, atop the desk, shivering, eyes squeezed shut.
A voice came in her ear then, "Off the desk. On the floor," it commanded, "On your hands and knees."
She felt something wrap around her closed eyes, and she gasped softly. "What- ?"
She was jerked up, pulled off the desk, and shoved to the floor. She took up the ordered position, trembling.
There were voices above her. "You were right, she does look great naked. Wish we could keep her."
"Yeah. I saw her dance enough times that I know her body pretty well."
Tamara tried to get up, but was just shoved back down.
"Stay there."
Tamara shivered, waiting. Then she felt a presence behind her, and something hard and silky smooth pushed against her slick, wet flesh. She began to moan as it slowly slid into her depths, stretching her as it did so. As this happened, something pressed against her lips, demanding entrance. She could taste the liquid as she opened her mouth and another silky shaft filled her. She suckled at all the flesh she could reach, moaning loudly.
A deep chuckle sounded above her. 
A thrusting motion began, slowly at first, as the two men impaled her between them. Tamara groaned deeply, matching their rhythm, moving slowly back and forth. Low grunts came from the two men, as they increased their pace. Tamara squirmed, keeping her movements slow as they moved faster into her. She heard a groan over her head, and two hands entwined in her hair, moving her faster. The grip of the other man, who had his hands on her hips, tightened, and he began to slam himself hard into her body. She gasped, groaning again herself, as her body shook with the impacts into her mouth and pussy.
The slamming and sucking quickened into a frenzy.
The sounds coming from the office were wild, loud, primal, and as Jake opened the door in curiosity and some concern, the sight that met his eyes forced him back several paces.
Here was Tamara, naked, glistening with sweat, on her hands and knees on the floor, being fucked by the two towing men. He stared, alarmed and at the same time incredibly aroused by it. His hand went to the front of his jeans, to adjust himself, rubbing there a moment. He watched as the men pounded her, movements erratic and wild, the woman gyrating between them.
It wasn't much longer before they both came, the man in her mouth first, exploding his seed down her throat, as she swallowed hungrily, suckling at him for more. The second man joined them, a loud yell of release torn from his throat as he impaled her to the hilt and shook.
Jake quickly closed the door, and headed back off to his hangar, before they saw him.
Tamara slumped.
The two slid themselves out of her body, grinning. The dark haired one unfastened the blindfold around Tamara's head, and helped her to a sitting position on the floor.
The brown haired man chuckled softly. "I think that'll cover the towing costs, babe."
Tamara blinked at them, as they began to dress. "Good," she said quietly, smiling. She looked around for her clothes, retrieving her jeans and shoes. She found the torn top and smirked. "You ought to reimburse me for this," she said.
The dark haired man grinned. He watched her pull on her jeans, eyes locked on her breasts. "You look better without it, honey," he said.
Tamara laughed. "Yeah, but still." She stood up, and walked over towards them. "I take it I was good?" She sat on the edge of the desk.
The brown haired man smiled, nodding. "Damn good fuck," he said, running his hands over her breasts. He grinned as her nipples hardened under his touch. "I should have got some pictures. You'd look good on the wall in here."
Tamara grinned. "I'll have to come back and let you take some then." 
The light haired man's hands began to knead her breasts and he chuckled softly.
"Damn, woman. You got me wanting to screw you again already."
Tamara leaned forward and kissed him. "Maybe later," she whispered, "You can both have me again, and count it as a free tow for next time."
The dark haired man laughed, grabbing the woman from his companion and planting a deep kiss on her. "You come back soon, sweetheart," he muttered, now moving his hands over her breasts. "I'm gonna miss these tits."
Tamara giggled, and her breasts shuddered in his hands. "Okay," she said softly, and slid off the desk, sauntering for the door. She opened it, gave a wave, wiggled her breasts for them, and let the door close as she walked over to her ship, to get herself another top.
A couple of the tow company's employees watched her walk across the landing bay, eyes wide.
* * * *
Tamara made her way back to Jake's hangar, now wearing a thin white halter-top that stretched tightly across her breasts. She had matched this with a pair of white jeans. She leaned in his door. "Jake?"
Jake appeared from an inside room, and smiled at her. "So. Got everything worked out?" His eyes locked on her chest.
Tamara nodded, walking into the office. "How long do you think it will take to fix her?"
He shrugged. "A day, maybe less."
Tamara grinned, and sat on the edge of his desk as he sat down. "Oh good," she said.
Jake couldn't take his eyes off the thin white material. The shadows of her nipples were dark against the fabric, and it stretched with each breath she took.
She looked at him. "Jake?"
He raised his eyes to her face, reluctantly. "Yeah?"
"Need anything else from me?"
Jake blinked. "Uh. No, thanks Tam."
Tamara leaned forward. Jake groaned inwardly. Now he could see right down the front of her top. Her breasts were very close to his face now. He suppressed an urge to flick his tongue out and lick at those full round globes.
Tamara looked at him a long moment, watching his face. She slid closer to him, watching his eyes widen as they continued to train on her chest.
"Need anything else from me, Jake?" she repeated, her voice a deep, rich whisper.
Jake groaned softly. He felt his member stirring and hardening as his vision was filled with her soft, smooth skin. He licked his lips, his tongue lingering on his lower lip. 
She was breathing quicker now, he could tell. Her chest rose and fell faster, and was driving him insane with want.
"Yeah," he groaned, leaning forward. His tongue reached out, and slid slowly into her cleavage, caressing the soft flesh. He slid one strap of her top over her shoulder, slowly, hooking his thumb in the material, and pulling on it. His lips touched her flesh, kissing her, as the material slipped down, revealing one full breast. He moved his kisses to the dark, hardened nipple, and pulled it into his mouth.
Tamara moaned softly, sliding around the desk to sit before him as he suckled her breast. Her hips squirmed a bit as she watched him, and her hands slid into his dark brown hair, tightening. "You like?" she breathed.
Jake looked up, into her deep grey eyes, and nodded. His tongue toyed with her nipple softly, then swathed it in a long, slow lick.
"How long?" she asked, still looking at him.
He grinned. "Since the first time I saw you," he muttered, looking down at her breasts. "The first time I saw you, you were wearing a thin white top and a pair of blue panties." He licked her nipple again. "The first time you brought your ship in for repairs. I came on board, and you weren't dressed yet."
She looked at him. "I don't remember that."
He grinned, pushing his tongue into her cleavage. He leaned forward, suckling at the rise of skin visible over her still covered breast. Then he looked back up at her. "I know. I left before you could see me. Ever since then, I wanted to see you naked. Wanted to fuck you." He leaned forward to bury his face in her cleavage.
Tamara moaned softly. "Oh…" she breathed. She fumbled with the fastening to her jeans and unzipped them. "Then help me get my jeans off," she whispered.
Jake made a slight sound, pulling his face away reluctantly. Tamara slid off the desk to stand in front of him, and slid her jeans down over her hips. He grabbed hold of her jeans as she slid back onto the desk, removed her shoes and pulled the jeans all the way off her. Then he looked her over, sliding forward in his desk chair, pulling one leg on each side of him.
She was wearing a damp, lacy white G-string, her top pulled down to cradle one large, full breast, and he grinned. His hand closed around her exposed breast, while the other pulled her top down, letting her breast slide out of its own accord.
He left her top that way, fondling her soft flesh a moment, then he let go, leaned back in his chair, and admired her.
Tamara smiled, running one hand over her chest, playing with a nipple, then sliding down her stomach, over her panties, to stroke herself there.
Jake grinned, his hand going to the waistband of his jeans. He unfastened them.
"Perform for the video, Tamara," he said softly.
Tamara blinked. "Video?" 
He nodded, unzipping his jeans, and reaching inside. "Yeah. My video surveillance camera. I'm recording this. It's always on."
Tamara moaned softly. "Oh," she said, glancing around, her hand moving faster against her panties. "Where is it?"
Jake smiled, groaning softly as his hand moved inside his jeans. "Never mind where it is. Just know it can see you perfectly."
Tamara's fingers pressed harder, and she shuddered slightly. "A-anyone watching it?" she managed, as fresh moisture dampened the already soaked material between her legs.
Jake laughed deeply. "Probably. Give them a good show."
Tamara leaned back, fingers slipping under her panties, to move against her flesh unrestricted.
Jake reached up, and pushed the material aside, watching her slide her fingers over the slick, dark red flesh, playing with it, now and then slipping a finger inside.
He grinned. "Nice. Very nice. Just keep doing that," he breathed, his own hand moving faster in his jeans.
"Can you get my panties off me?" she panted, hips gyrating as she slid another finger into her pussy. "I can't stop long enough to-"
There was a soft sound of ripping material, and the panties fell away. Jake slipped the pocket knife back into his pocket, and ran a finger over her completely exposed flesh. He relished the gasp that came from her and stuck his finger in his mouth. "Mm," he purred. "Very nice. Keep it up. I want to watch you make yourself come. You think you can do that for me, Tam?"
"Uunnhh-huuuh…" Tamara groaned, sliding two more fingers into her body.
Her hips thrust against her hand, a wet, slurping sound, mixed with her panting moans. Jake's hand slowed as he watched, his teeth gritting.
"Yeah, that's it. Come for me."
Tamara fell back onto the desk, papers and other desk objects scattering, her body writhing as she curled her hand and slid it inside her, spreading herself for Jake's and the camera's view. She grunted, squirming as she pounded her hand into herself. Her other hand found a breast, squeezing it as her hips rose off the desk.
Jake grinned, watching her. His eyes drank in every bit of her, wiggling around on top of his desk, her juices running over her flesh and dampening his papers.
The scent was overwhelming, intoxicating, and he longed to lean forward and suck her neglected clit, red and quivering in front of him. He licked his lips hungrily as she screamed, body spasming, fresh moisture flowing out of her. He leaned forward and took her engorged clit into his mouth, suckling on it ravenously.
Tamara screamed again, even louder than before, shuddering again. Her body flopped about on the desk and she could barely hear his deep, throaty chuckle as his hands closed like vices around her hips, and he raised his face from her. 
Jake dragged her off the desk, and impaled her on his erection, now free of his jeans and waiting to be encased in her hot, quivering body. Tamara fell forward, breasts pressing into his face, as he began to raise and lower her on his cock. A low, appreciative groan came from him, and she felt his mouth lock around a nipple, suckling it lightly, then sucking, pulling as much of her soft flesh into his mouth as he could.
She shuddered and groaned. His hips thrust underneath her as his hands raised her up off him, then slammed her back down. He repeated this several times, then pulled her off, sitting her back on the desk. He released her nipple, grinning lustily, and shoved his pants down.
"Turn around, Tam, honey, and lean over the desk."
Tamara slid off the desk, shakily, and did as he asked, presenting him and the camera with a full, sensual view of her butt and pussy as she spread her legs. "You wanna fuck me from behind?" she asked, her voice deep and sexy. She wiggled her ass and giggled softly.
Jake laughed. "Yeah. I wanna fuck you this way first. Then I'll fuck you any way you want." He slid his cock into her pussy, grabbing hold of her hips. He began to move, slowly, sliding in and out of her body, maddeningly slow. Tamara moaned.
"What? You want it faster, baby?" Jake asked, his voice low and rough. "Want me to do it harder?"
Tamara groaned softly, nodding.
Jake continued his slow attack on her pussy. "If you want it, Tam, say it."
She wiggled a little, her breasts brushing against the papers littering the desk.
"Harder," she managed. "Really hard."
Jake laughed. "You like it rough, huh?" He slid out of her, waited a moment, then slammed into her, hard. He began a quick pace, each thrust driving deep into her, and making her squeal. He liked the sound of her, and gripped her hips hard, pounding her faster. "Like this?" he grunted.
"Yes…" Tamara moaned, panting, between squeals. "Hard. Fuck me hard."
She gasped sharply as another spasm wracked her body, "Yeah … fuck me harder!
Harder! Gods, Jake, harder!"
Jake grunted, slamming into her body as hard as he could, impaling her on his shaft, quicker and quicker as her screams filled his ears. Her body shook under him, and he felt her insides clutch at him as she came again, bathing his cock in hot wetness. He groaned, loudly, as his own body shuddered, and exploded into her suddenly as he hilted himself inside her. He yelled, shaking, then collapsed atop her.
They lay that way, half on, half off the desk in his office for several minutes.
Jake kissing Tamara's sweat dampened neck. 
Finally, Jake rose off her, and pulled himself out. Tamara moaned. He slid his hands under her and gently turned her over, gathering her trembling body up in his arms as he slumped into his desk chair.
"That-" he finally managed to say, "-was fantastic."
Tamara cuddled into him, and he held her in his chair for a while, enjoying the feel of her soft, hot body against his.
Tamara smiled, kissing his cheek. "Yes," she whispered. "It was."
"I waited too damn long to do that," he said. "Too damn long."
Tamara nodded.
Jake grinned. "You're a great fuck, Tamara," he said. "I'm gonna have to do this again."
Tamara giggled softly. "So are you, Jake. So am I."
Jake laughed. "Guess I'm not gonna get any work done today, huh?" His hand traveled over her shoulder to cup her breast. "With you around, it's gonna be really hard to, you know?"
Tamara giggled again. "Yeah. Really hard."



PICTURE PERFECT


Tamara walked down the hallway, towards the hanger her ship was docked in for repairs. As she did, she passed the offices of M amp;T Towing. The door opened, and a light brown haired Terran man stepped out. He grinned.
"Hey, sexy."
Tamara turned, and smiled. "Hey, yourself."
He leaned against the door to the office. "How goes the repairs?"
"Almost done," she winked at him. "Although it took longer than we expected."
He grinned. "Got anywhere to be right away?"
Tamara shook her head. "Not really. I was just going to check on the Pegasus."
He chuckled, looking her over slowly.
She was wearing a tight black lace-up corset, which left her midriff and a good majority of her cleavage bare. Matching this were a pair of tight black leather pants, slit up both legs and laced together, from ankle to waist. They were tucked into a pair of black, spike heeled boots.
"Okay," he said, "How about coming into the office for those pictures we discussed?"
Tamara smiled. "I don't even know your name."
He laughed. "I'm the 'M' in M amp;T Towing. Mason."
She walked over to him. "Nice to meet you, Mason."
He hooked an arm around her waist and propelled her into the office, chuckling.
As the door closed behind them, Mason turned her to face him, kissing her. His hands immediately went to cup her breasts, rubbing his thumb over her nipples.
Tamara moaned softly, her nipples hardening under his touch. She explored his mouth with her tongue as he pushed her across the room, into the wall near the door. His hands squeezed her breasts, and he pressed his hips into hers. She could feel the hardness of his arousal against her own sensitive body. He continued to kiss her, thrusting his tongue in and out of her mouth now as his hips rocked against hers.
Finally, he released her lips, and kissed a trail down her chin, over her neck, to the end of the lace between her breasts. He took it in his mouth and tugged.
Tamara moaned softly as the lace loosened and her corset came free, slipping down slightly. He stepped back and away from her and grinned.
Tamara opened her eyes and looked at him, moaning softly, flushed and warm.
He chuckled, walking across the office and digging in a locker. "I had an idea for our pictures."
Tamara blinked a few times, recovering. She grinned. "What?" She followed him, curiously.
Mason turned around with a white t-shirt in his hands. "Advertisement, for one." He tossed the shirt to her. "Here, put that on."
Tamara laughed. "You want me to advertise your service?"
He nodded, watching her, smiling. "Yeah. I figure our logo would look great across your chest. People would notice anyway."
She unfastened the corset the rest of the way and took it off, watching his face as she did so. His eyes widened a little, glittering with lust. She grinned, slowly putting on the shirt, letting it slide down slowly over her full round breasts. It was a touch too small, tight, the shadows of her nipples visible under the straining white material. 'M amp;T Towing Company' was now stretched across her chest, and Mason grinned.
"Yeah," he said softly, stepping towards her, reaching out to rub his fingers over her nipples, causing them to harden under the material.
Tamara gasped, smiling, and thrusting her chest out proudly. "You like?" she breathed, stepping towards him, brushing his logo across his chest.
Mason chuckled, pushing away from her. "Immensely, sexy," he said, "But I wanna get these pictures taken first." He opened a cabinet and began to set up some professional looking camera equipment. He looked over at her and grinned.
"Call it a turn on."
Tamara laughed, enjoying his reaction as the logo undulated. She slid her hands over her breasts, slowly, down her stomach to the waistband of her pants. "Want me to take these off yet?"
Mason shook his head. "Nah. Not yet. I want some pictures of you like that."
He looked around, and pointed to a large mock-up model of one of the towing ships. "Stand over there."
Tamara giggled again, and walked across the office towards the model. She moved behind it, and rested her breasts atop it, throwing her head back, the logo clearly visible. Mason grinned, snapping pictures.
She moved around the model, leaning against it, one hand caressing the ship, the other hooked in the waistband of her pants. Mason snapped a few more pictures and said, "Straddle it. It's sturdy."
Tamara giggled, and climbed atop the model, scooting up against a large cylindrical object which protruded from the roof of the ship. She giggled, wrapping a hand around it, and turning towards the camera. Mason laughed. "You want to do anything with that radio array?"
Tamara smiled as Mason shot a picture of her pressing her hips up against the cylindrical radio array, her hand sliding slowly up and down it. He moved the camera around to get a full front shot of her, leaning forward, over the array tower, breasts touching the roof of the ship. He got several snaps, zooming in on her logo plastered chest several times.
Tamara giggled, straightening up a bit, and leaning forward to run her tongue slowly over the array. Mason groaned softly, adjusting himself as he got the picture.
Then she scooted herself as close to the array as she could, pressing her leather clad pussy against the shaft, and rubbing up and down, gasping softly. Mason groaned louder, snapping pictures furiously.
Her hand slid into the waistband of her pants, unfastening them. She looked at the thick shaft in front of her. It was rounded on top and she moaned. "I gotta fuck this thing," she breathed.
Mason grinned. "Go ahead," he grunted, rubbing his hand against the front of his pants as Tamara swung one leg over the model and quickly shucked her own pants, pulling aside her G-string to reveal her soaking wet pussy. She rose up, standing over the model, and slowly slid herself down onto the thick, smooth shaft of the radio array, as Mason furiously shot pictures of the entire process. He watched in awe as she slid the entire thing into her body, then began moving slowly, up and down on the thing. It glistened with her slick juices and he continued to snap pictures as she began to speed up her movements, rising and falling on the shaft, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. She began to moan, a hand toying with her clit, slickening the model with thick, hot, female juices.
Mason grunted, rubbing himself furiously. "Yeah, baby. Fuck that thing. Fuck it good."
Tamara screamed, a flood of liquid escaping her body and running down in rivulets over the entire model. She slumped forward, and shuddered. Mason continued to shoot pictures.
Tamara giggled then, looking up, into the camera. She slowly pulled herself off the radio array, and slipped down off the model. Mason snapped pictures of the entire thing. She leaned against the model and kissed it. "You like?" she asked Mason.
"Oh yeah, babe," he grunted. "C'mere."
She sauntered across the office towards him. He set the camera on auto, and grabbed her roughly. He yanked his pants down, shoved her down on the top of his desk, and impaled her with his cock. She screamed, squirming under him, as he pounded into her roughly. She groaned, writhing, as he grunted over her. It didn't take him long to explode into her with a shout.
The camera snapped pictures the entire time.
Mason slumped atop her, then looked into her face and grinned. "You're a fucking turn on, baby."
Tamara smiled back at him. "My name is Tamara."
He chuckled. "I like it."
He slowly got off her, and pulled her to a sitting position. He brushed a finger over her breasts. "Gods, that was unexpected." He grinned. "Nice advertisement for my company, though."
Tamara laughed. "I don't think your model will ever be the same though."
There was a knock on the door. Mason grinned, righting his clothing. "Just a sec, babe."
He shut off the camera, and walked to the door.
"Is Tamara here?"
Mason chuckled. "Yeah. Who's asking?"
"Nadia."
Tamara grinned. "Let her in, Mason."
Mason opened the door and admitted a short, voluptuous blonde woman, whom he was looking over even as the door shut behind her, a mischievous glint in his grey-blue eyes.
Nadia saw Tamara, sitting, half-clothed, on the desk, and giggled softly. "Am I interrupting anything?"
Tamara giggled as well. "Well, you're more than welcome to join the party, if you want. We're taking pictures."
Mason looked positively thrilled. "Yeah, want to?"
Nadia walked over to Tamara. She glanced back at Mason. "Sure." She ran a long finger over the logo on Tamara's chest. "Are we endorsing this company, Tam?"
Tamara shivered slightly and smiled. "Uh huh. Just doing some promotional pictures, and we got a little … distracted."
Nadia smiled, and turned to Mason. "Can I have one of those t-shirts?"
Mason chuckled, and quickly went across the room to the locker, tossing Nadia a white shirt. "Sure. Put it on. I got an idea."
Tamara righted her black G-string, and stood up. She put her hands on Nadia's hips, sliding the red skirt the woman was wearing down, as Nadia pulled off her red silk blouse.
Mason watched, entranced, as Nadia's large breasts came into view, and were soon covered by the white t-shirt with the green M amp;T Towing company logo, which stretched enticingly over them. Tamara stood up as Nadia stepped out of her skirt, and ran her fingers over the top of the tiny red panties the woman wore.
She smiled, and the two turned to face Mason.
"Now what?" Tamara asked.
Mason hurried over to the camera, training it on the women. "Sit on the desk."
He set the camera to auto again, and walked over to them. He stood between them, wrapping an arm around each girl's waist. He kissed Tamara's cheek, then Nadia's.
"Smile pretty, ladies, and make sure that logo is nice and visible."
They both pressed against him and giggled, thrusting their chests out for the camera, as it snapped their picture. Nadia then leaned over and kissed Mason on the cheek, her breasts rubbing up against his arm and chest. Tamara joined her, and the camera snapped again. Mason looked down at the two women, and moved his arms to cup a hand under each woman's breast as the camera took the picture.
Nadia giggled. Mason grinned. He stepped out from between them, and went back behind the camera a moment.
Tamara and Nadia took that opportunity to move closer together, and caress each other's breasts. Mason chuckled, snapping some pictures. He walked back over to them, and pushed up the side of Tamara's t-shirt, uncovering a breast and cutting off the end of the logo. He then pushed up the opposite side of Nadia's shirt, revealing her breast, and cutting off the beginning of the logo. The girls giggled. Mason laughed deeply. "Oh yeah," he grunted, squeezing each exposed breast in a hand. "Press close together, and lean forward."
He walked back behind the camera and took the shot. The girls giggled again, and Tamara moved down to suckle Nadia's breast. Nadia groaned softly, her nipples hardening. Tamara slid her other hand up under the shirt and kneaded Nadia's other breast. Mason groaned softly, snapping another picture.
Tamara pushed the shirt up, and moved her lips to the other nipple, forcing Nadia back against the desk. Her hand closed around the breast she had just abandoned, and began to knead it. Nadia began to groan and pant, as Mason snapped pictures.
The door to the office opened, and Mason's partner, the dark haired man, Talor, stepped inside. He grinned, taking in the scene. "And how long has this been going on?" he asked quietly, eyes glued to the two women.
Mason turned and chuckled. "Not too long. Tamara has a friend. Looks like they know each other pretty well."
Tamara slipped her hand inside Nadia's panties, sliding her finger into the soft, wet folds of flesh. Nadia groaned, leaning heavily against the desk. Nadia's eyes opened at the sound of Talor's voice, and she smiled seductively. Tamara released her breast and turned her head. "Oh. Hello," she said, grinning. "I suppose you want to have some fun too?"
Talor looked her over. "Oh yeah. Looks like you're doing fine all by yourself.
Don't stop on my account. I'd love to see two girls fuck each other."
Tamara giggled. She pulled the t-shirt off. Nadia followed suit. Both women stood, wrapping their arms around each other's waists, rubbing their breasts together. Nadia leaned forward, and kissed Tamara, her hands moving over the other woman's hips, up her sides, to cup Tamara's breasts, kneading them. Mason continued to take pictures, while Talor stood and watched intently.
Tamara slid her hands down Nadia's hips, taking her panties with them. Her hands moved around and cupped Nadia's butt, squeezing and caressing it. She moaned softly, suckling Nadia's tongue, pressing her body against hers. Nadia broke the kiss finally, moving to suckle Tamara's earlobe, then down, over her throat, sliding down as she went, to take a breast in her mouth, sucking on the nipple. Tamara moaned softly, leaning back against the desk. Nadia looked up, and pushed Tamara back onto the desk, helping her to lay flat on top of it, while she straddled her, again taking a nipple into her mouth and suckling it. She grazed her teeth over the sensitive skin, chewing lightly as Tamara's nipple became even harder in her mouth. Tamara arced her back, pressing her breasts into Nadia's face.
Nadia moved to the other breast, suckling and nipping at it with her teeth.
The two men watched, eyes riveted. Mason set the camera to auto again, grinning as his eyes roved over the two gyrating female bodies.
Nadia's huge breasts were rubbing between Tamara's legs as she suckled and licked at Tamara's. Tamara was writhing now, moaning softly. Nadia looked up, smiled, and began to move lower, sliding down the desk, and off it, feet on the floor, leaning forward to suckle between Tamara's thighs. Both men groaned as they watched Nadia pull Tamara's soft, dark red flesh into her mouth, sucking, making wet slurping noises. Nadia's eyes opened, looked over at them, and she lifted her head enough to grin, flicking out her tongue, and plunging it deep into Tamara's quivering body, with a satisfied groan. Tamara cried out, panting, thrusting her hips up into Nadia's pretty face, as the other woman fucked her with her tongue, slurping at her pussy hungrily.
Talor walked over to them, reaching out a hand to run it over Nadia's back, then over Tamara's trembling breasts. He looked over at Mason. "Have you got enough pictures of these tits of hers, Mace?" He squeezed both breasts in his hands, grinning as Tamara screamed. He leaned forward to kiss her as Nadia continued to thrust her tongue in and out of Tamara's pussy.
Mason chuckled. "Not nearly enough. Of either of them."
Tamara shuddered as Talor moved his lips from her mouth to her breasts. He took one in his mouth and sucked hard at it. Tamara screamed, spasming, coming in Nadia's face. Nadia groaned, lapping up the juices that spilled out of her with obvious delight. Mason grinned as the camera caught it on film.
Nadia looked up and Tamara opened her eyes slightly. Talor straightened, smiling. Tamara sat up, quivering, as the camera took her picture. She smiled at Nadia. "Your turn, Nadi," she purred, her voice low and rich.
Nadia shivered slightly, smiling. "Oh … yeah," she breathed, as Tamara slid off the desk, and Nadia took her place, on her back. Talor watched, taking this opportunity to grab hold of Nadia's breasts and squeeze them in his hands. "I like this one's tits too," he said to Mason. "Nice and soft, and big. I could titty fuck this one all day."
Tamara giggled at Talor. "Yeah. She likes that, the little slut," she said, as she climbed up between Nadia's legs and bent down to suckle her clit. Nadia gasped and giggled. "Oooh. Promise?" she said to Talor as the big man squeezed and pulled at her tits. "You promise?"
Talor grinned, and leaned over to kiss her. "Yeah. I promise." He chuckled.
"Want me to do it now? While your pretty red-headed friend tongue fucks you?"
Nadia's eyes widened and she gasped, moaning, "Yes! Oh … gods yes…" Her body trembled in anticipation, and Tamara grinned, sinking her tongue into Nadia's wet pussy.
Talor let go of Nadia's breasts, and shucked his pants and shirt, as Tamara buried her face in Nadia's pussy, slurping loudly and with obvious enjoyment. Talor climbed back up on the desk, straddling Nadia, and lowered his large, thick shaft into the valley between Nadia's tits. Nadia grinned up at him, and raised her hands to press the large, fleshy globes together around Talor's cock. She flicked out her tongue to lick at the dark purple head, and Talor groaned, beginning to thrust back and forth, the tip of his shaft sliding between Nadia's full, wet lips. The blonde woman sucked at it as it slid into her mouth, and followed it with her tongue as it slipped out. He grunted, moving faster. Nadia rolled her tits against his cock, and giggled softly. "Yeah. I like that." He entered her mouth again, and she suckled at him.
Tamara buried her tongue deep inside Nadia, loving the taste of her juices as they continued to flow, drinking deeply from her. She raised her head enough to pull her tongue out and take Nadia's engorged dark clit in her mouth and suckled at it, relishing the shudder and groan that came from the woman, whose mouth was filled with Talor.
Mason watched, snapping pictures, grinning lustily. He groaned softly, as he watched Tamara's smooth, round ass gyrate against the edge of his desk. He set the camera to auto again, and made his way over to her, discarding his shirt and pants as he did. He walked over to Tamara, and watched her slurp on Nadia for a bit, stroking his cock as he listened to the wet, sucking, groaning sounds she made.
He grinned, and poked at Tamara's dripping pussy with his erection. She shuddered, moaning, "Oh … yes… fuck me…" before burying her face again. He slid himself inside her hot, soaked body with a deep, appreciative grunt. His hands fastened on her hips and he began to move in and out of her, slowly at first, but as Nadia began to squeal and shudder under Tamara and Talor, he moved faster, harder, pounding into Tamara's body.
Talor groaned, as he slid in and out of Nadia's mouth, between her big, slick tits.
He watched her press them together around him, grinning. "Yeah… I'm gonna come…" he grunted, "Gonna come all over those tits of yours, baby. Want me to?
Or you want me to come in your hot little mouth?"
Nadia gasped, as the head of his cock slipped between her lips. She opened her eyes and nodded at him. He chuckled, groaning, "Which is it…?" he growled, 
"Hurry up." Nadia let him slide out of her mouth and panted, "In my mouth … fuck my mouth…"
Tamara giggled, thrusting her tongue back inside Nadia, as Mason leaned over and whispered, "I want to do that to you, too, Tamara," as he slammed harder and faster into her. Tamara raised her head, and looked over her shoulder. "Now?" she managed.
Mason nodded, pulling himself out of her.
Tamara slipped off the desk to the floor. Mason didn't wait for her to settle, before he pushed his cock between her lips and began pumping her mouth as roughly and hard as he had fucked her pussy. Tamara groaned, suckling him, pulling on his flesh as it filled her mouth.
Talor shoved his cock into Nadia's mouth and thrust into her as she sucked, grunting loudly now, his body beginning to shudder. Nadia made a low, 'mmm'
sound, and sucked him even harder as he exploded down her throat.
Tamara squirmed and writhed as Mason pounded into her mouth, his hands tightly entwined in her hair, pulling her head up and down along his shaft. He grunted, his hips grinding into her face. Tamara moaned loudly, squealing as he shot his seed into her mouth. She swallowed, keeping her lips wrapped around him until he was spent. Mason reached out the grab the side of the desk, and a shudder went through him. When he was steadier, he looked down at the woman whom he was still buried within. She looked up at him, and slowly let his member slide from her lips, tonguing it the entire way, which sent another shiver through his body. As he finally passed her lips, she smiled, and leaned back against the desk.
Talor was kissing Nadia now, lightly, his spent shaft lying against her throat.
He finally broke the kiss, and looked into her eyes. "Wow," he said quietly.
"You're great."
Nadia grinned. "So are you."
Talor climbed off the desk, and helped Nadia to sit up, as Mason helped Tamara to her feet.
Mason looked at the camera. He grinned. "I'll bet we've got some pretty good pictures out of that."
Tamara giggled, and climbed back up on the desk, next to Nadia, whom she took in her arms and kissed. Both women were locked in a long, slow, passionate kiss for a while, as the camera continued to snap pictures of them.
Finally, they separated, running their hands softly over each other's bodies, and Tamara looked at Mason. "We can do more, if you want."
Mason grinned widely. "Okay. I've got a few extra rolls of film, if you want to fill them up."
Nadia giggled. "I'd love to stay, but I've got stuff I should do." She kissed Tamara again, jumping off the desk. She leaned down to kiss each of Tamara's breasts, then down further to bestow a kiss on her pussy. She giggled as she heard the camera click, and turned. Picking up her discarded clothes from the floor, she stepped over to Talor, and kissed him a long moment, then she walked over to Mason, kissing him. "I had a lot of fun. We should do this more often." She began to dress.
Talor watched her, grinning. "Yeah. We should."
Nadia smiled, stepping towards the door. "Well, if you want to find me, I dance at Club Sorcery."
Mason and Talor chuckled. "We'll look you up."
Nadia giggled, waved and left.
Tamara grinned. "She's a lot of fun," she said softly, enjoying the roving of the two men's eyes as she laid back on the desk. She arced her back, and slid a finger inside herself. "Let's fill up those rolls of film."
Mason laughed, moving the camera closer, zooming in on Tamara's finger, slipping in and out of her pussy. She added another, and pretty soon, her entire hand was sliding in and out of her.
Talor chuckled softly as Mason snapped pictures.



THE HEADMASTER'S OFFICE


The door closed soundlessly behind Alena. Dahren was behind his desk but rose as she entered.
"Admiral," she said, saluting.
He chuckled, returning the salute. "At ease, Cadet."
She smiled at him. "I am right in assuming you did not summon me for school business, Dahren."
He grinned, a little surprised. "You are right, Alena." He stepped around his desk and approached her. She watched him with interest. "You've been my student for two years. I've greatly enjoyed having you in my class and I think you have enjoyed it as well."
She smiled. "Yes. You have been one of my most favorite instructors."
He put a hand on her shoulder and she looked up at him. He was taller than her, which was saying something, since she stood nearly six feet. "You're eighteen now, right?"
She gave him a sly smile. "You know for a fact that I am. I have been eighteen for three months now."
His hand slid down over her shoulder to her upper arm. "Yes, I know." He pulled her to him, catching her other arm and gazing down into her large, dark emerald eyes. "I've wanted to do this since the first time you walked into my classroom." He murmured, lowering his head and kissing her. She pressed into him, moaning softly, opening her lips and meeting his tongue as it thrust into her mouth. He groaned, feeling her body crush against his, her breasts round and firm against his chest. As he continued to kiss her, he moved his hands from her arms and cupped her breasts, squeezing them so that she gasped and moaned, squirming against him. Her kisses became deeper and more passionate as he rubbed his thumb against her nipples, which had hardened and were straining against the fabric of her tunic.
'If I didn't know better, Alena,' he 'pathed at her, 'I'd say you have done this before.'
Alena moaned louder as he began squeezing and kneading her breasts, thrusting his tongue in and out of her mouth. 'I haven't.' she sent, 'I have just made a point of learning as much as I can about it.'
He stopped kissing her, chuckling softly. She opened her eyes and looked up at him. "I think you've probably kissed before," he said with a smirk, still caressing her breasts.
She smiled. "Kissing, yes." She groaned as he squeezed her breasts, "Fondling, yes. But sex, no. And I know that's why we're here."
Dahren laughed a little, releasing her reluctantly. "Ah. So you have figured me out."
Alena's giggle was low and sultry. She reached up and unclasped the collar of her uniform tunic. "Dahren … it was so easy to see what you had in mind… I'd already decided the day I met you, that you were going to be the man who would fuck me first." She continued to unfasten the clasps to her tunic, enjoying the look in Dahren's dark eyes as he watched her open it, revealing her full, round breasts, covered only by a thin burgundy silk chemise, her nipples taut beneath the fabric.
She tossed the tunic onto a nearby chair. "Do you think I don't know that every man on the Privy Council wants to be the first?" She laughed softly.
Dahren grabbed her, pulling her into his arms, kissing her deeply. His hands found her breasts, pushing the chemise off them, wrapping his big fingers around her soft skin, squeezing and kneading her as she groaned into his mouth. Then he pushed her back, against the desk, his mouth leaving hers and kissing a trail down her chin, her neck to her breasts. He took a moment to admire them, large for a girl of her age, round and firm, with rose colored nipples. He took one nipple into his mouth and began to suck it. Alena gasped with pleasure, arching her back, pressing her breast into his face. He chuckled softly, scraping his teeth across her sensitive flesh, drawing another gasp from her. His hand left her other breast and slid down, over her stomach, to the waistband of her pants. Deftly unfastening them, he slipped his hand inside. As he suckled her breast, moving to the second one as Alena moaned and wiggled, he slid his hand beneath the thin silken fabric of her panties.
Alena gasped loudly when his fingers found her. He lifted his head and looked at her, smiling. "You're very wet," he said quietly. "Excellent." Gazing at her with interest, he began to explore the smooth, soft wetness between her legs.
Alena groaned again, involuntarily bucking her hips up, rubbing against his fingers. With his free hand, he pulled her pants the rest of the way off her hips, they slid down to gather around the tops of her boots. With another deft movement, her burgundy silk panties had joined them. Continually, he rubbed his fingers against her clit, the slick wetness making a soft wet sound, which was growing wetter and louder the more he rubbed against her.
Alena, balanced against the edge of his desk, grasped with one hand while she had begun to squeeze and fondle her own breasts with the other, while trying to thrust against Dahren's hand. This was incredibly enjoyable but the more he played with her, the more she wanted him inside her. Playing with her pussy was something she could do herself and had quite often. She was ready for more than she could do herself. And the key, she knew, was to tell Dahren exactly what she wanted him to do to her.
"I want you inside me," she moaned as he looked towards her to see her reaction. He grinned. "Already?" 
"Yes." She took his hand and stopped it, shuddering slightly. "You're very good, but I want fucked." She grinned at him, kicking off her boots and everything else with them. Naked, she climbed onto his desk, motioning for him to approach her.
Dahren laughed, walking over to her. She grabbed the hand he had been rubbing against her clit and sucked his fingers dry. He swallowed hard and groaned softly. She grinned at him again, then began kissing him. As she kissed him, she quickly unfastened his tunic and pants, then pulled away.
He looked at her curiously.
"Strip," Alena ordered.
Dahren's eyebrows raised at the commanding tone her voice had taken on.
"Excuse me?"
Alena leaned back and lounged seductively across his desk, her naked body atop various files, papers and other work he hadn't bothered putting away before she came. She smiled lazily at him. "Do you want to fuck me or not, Admiral?" she purred.
Dahren grinned and shook his head in amazement. "Damn right I do, you little tease."
"Then strip. I'm getting anxious."
Dahren quickly divested himself of tunic, boots and pants and they joined Alena's in a pile near the door. He walked over to her, clad only in a pair of black underwear. His acute enjoyment of the entire activity was very apparent to Alena as she let her eyes take him in. He was an older man, a veteran and war hero but still ruggedly handsome and fit. His hair was a warm golden brown, long, bound by a noble's ponytail and his eyes were the color of dark coffee. She licked her lips slowly as he approached, her breath coming quickly now as she breathed in his spicy, musky, masculine scent.
He stood in front of the desk and Alena slowly sat up. "You're beautiful," she said, licking her lips again. "Perfect."
Dahren wasn't sure what to make of that comment, so he just smiled down at her, his eyes roving over her face, her body, round breasts, soft stomach, full hips, velvety soft, wet pussy and shapely legs and feet. He let his gaze come back to her breasts, quivering enticingly with each breath she took.
She reached out and flicked at the underwear he still wore. "You're not done,"
she said.
"That's because I want you to do it for me," he said quietly, kissing her lips.
Alena smiled, reaching out and pushing his underwear down over his hips. As she did, the hard thickness of his erection came free. The underwear dropped to his feet and Dahren stepped out of them. Alena wet her lips with her tongue involuntarily as she took his entire naked figure in. She had seen naked men before but never up close and she was fascinated. Smiling, Alena made a soft
"Mmmm" sound, reaching out to touch the tip of his cock. Dahren groaned as her fingers caressed him, sliding down over him to wrap around. She gave another low, sultry giggle and moved her hand up, then down, slowly, watching him for his reaction. He shuddered and groaned, nodding. "Yes," he managed, "Like that."
Alena's smile widened and she began to move her hand a little faster, relishing the louder groan that came from him. "Like this?" she murmured, watching his face.
"Yeah…"
He began thrusting his hips against her hand as she stroked him. She leaned close and breathed warm on the head of his cock and he hissed loudly in surprise.
Her tongue flitted out and licked him, making him groan louder. "Alena!" he growled, "I don't think you're ready for that yet."
She laughed. "Let me decide what I'm ready for, Dahren," she purred, licking him again. "I know what I'm doing."
Dahren groaned again. "Doing is different from reading … or watching…" he breathed. "And I don't want to come just yet." He unfastened her fingers from him and stepped back, even though he didn't want to. "Not that I don't like it." He got his breathing under control and smiled at her. She smiled lazily back. "Oh, I understand, Dahren," she said softly.
Dahren chuckled, taking her by a shoulder and pushing her down onto her back on the desk. "I want to fuck you first," he whispered, quickly straddling her. He kissed her again as he parted her legs, probing her pussy with his cock. She groaned, squirming, opening her legs wide to allow him better access. He moved until he slid up against the entrance to her pussy. She gasped softly and he thrust into her with one strong, hard push. Alena's hips bucked up against him and she cried out as her body stretched to accommodate his thick, solid length. He waited, nerves tingling, as she got used to him, kissing her neck and nuzzling her breasts.
She wriggled, moaning.
"Mmmm," Alena said finally, "You feel great."
He chuckled, beginning slowly to move inside her. She moaned, thrusting against him as he moved. He moved faster as she began to writhe, arcing her back and pushing her hips. They were panting and gasping as he moved faster and faster, finally slamming into her with a lot more force than he had ever allowed himself with any other virgin. Alena was not like any other virgin he had ever taken before. She knew what she wanted and wasn't afraid of him. She was screaming now, pounding against him as much as he was pounding into her.
He realized how close he was and suddenly wanted to come in her mouth. He pulled himself out, even though Alena protested, quickly straddled her stomach and pressed his slippery, wet cock in her cleavage. Alena smiled, panting and pushed her breasts against his cock as he began to slide in and out of her cleavage.
Her soft, round tits closed around him and she raised her head to suckle at the head of his cock as it came towards her, moving her head to keep him in her mouth as much as possible as he began to fuck her tits in earnest, groaning as he did.
Alena had been right. She did know what she was doing as she sucked him, using her tongue and the suction she could create in her mouth to bring him even closer to the edge. He moved forward up and away from her tits now, plunging his cock deep into her mouth. She raised up on an elbow, wrapped a hand around his balls and played with them as he fucked her mouth. She moaned, slurping him, eyes closed, sucking him harder, scraping her teeth along him as she did so. Even though he knew she hadn't intended to do it, the sharp feeling was exactly what he wanted to push him over the edge.
Dahren exploded into Alena's mouth with a groaning yell, filling her with come.
She moaned, swallowing, suckling him until he stopped pulsing between her lips.
He withdrew slowly, opening his eyes to look at the dark emerald depths of Alena's. She was smiling slyly, licking her lips, one hand still firmly around him.
She slid it slowly up, then down, watching him wince and reach out to stop her.
She let him go, watching him. "Very nice," she said softly.
He smiled at her. "Yes. Very nice. You were definitely worth the wait."
Alena sat up as he slid off her. "I think so too," she said, "I think I shall continue to allow you to fuck me."
He chuckled. "Oh, you shall, shall you?" He pulled her to him. "I think there are more people than just you involved in this, Cadet."
She looked at him, grinning. "What? Do you think you have a choice?"
He laughed again. "I'm your instructor and your Headmaster, Cadet. I make the choices."
Alena kissed him, running her hand over his body, to grasp his cock. He kissed her ear, fondling her breasts. "You're very well educated, but you still need practical experience."
"And you're going to give it to me?"
"In more ways than one." He leaned down to suckle her nipple and she gasped.
Sucking harder, he was rewarded with a groan of pleasure and a shudder as she began squirming again. He fondled her other breast as he sucked her. She began writhing and moaning and he began to suckle the other breast. His hand slid between her legs and he pushed two fingers into her wet pussy, thrusting against her, adding a third finger, his thumb rubbing her clit, causing her to writhe and shudder and scream as she began to orgasm.
He chuckled softly and deeply as her body quivered and spasmed and she screamed again and again, until she was spent. She slumped against him, panting.
He picked her up and walked to the sofa. They sat there together, Alena wrapped in Dahren's arms, still moaning softly.
"That's what I'm talking about, Alena," he said quietly.
"I see what you mean," she said. "I'm most definitely interested in whatever you have to teach me."
"Excellent," Dahren said. "I think we will have some very enjoyable 'lessons' in the future."
Alena laughed softly.



TAMARA'S FIRST TIME


Tamara Sable was not always the woman many men (and women, for that matter) knew and loved… And this is the story of her first sexual experience.
Tamara was young, and lived on an isolated colony far on the outskirts of the Directorate. This place had been long ignored by the Regime, and thusly, it had fallen into a more or less primitive state.
Tamara was a bastard child, and her mother exiled from the society of the World, as it was called, for her sin. Tamara was raised by the Temple of Iliah, an extreme version of the more philosophical religion of the contemporary Dirandan culture. The elders felt that the only way the girl could free herself of the stain placed upon her by her sinful birth, was in service to the Temple, the rest of her natural life…
As she grew, it soon became clear to see that Tamara was a very beautiful girl and would become a very beautiful woman. The high priests and priestesses of the Temple watched her closely as her body filled out into that of a woman, and they didn't like it. She was inciting lustful thoughts in the young acolytes of the Temple, as well as in the older priests and priestesses…
Tamara continued her service to the priests and priestesses of the Temple as she had always done, unaware of her effect on them.
As she grew to womanhood, Tamara realized one thing. The Temple was not as chaste as it pretended to be to the community at large. Priests were known to take young women and men into their beds quite often, and the priestesses were no better. However, sex was not a thing discussed in the cloistered halls of the Temple. Servants and acolytes were restricted to their cells at night, and if they were caught roaming the halls, were disciplined… Nobody knew what 'disciplined'
meant and Tamara was not anxious to find out.
However, things became complicated one day, when she found herself alone in a corridor with one of the arrogant, younger priests. As she walked, she noticed him looking at her with frankly lustful eyes.
For the young man, it was difficult to not stare at the serving girl, clad as she was, in only a thin white shift that left her shoulders bare and draped enticingly from her firm breasts, shifting slightly as she walked. Her nipples stood out against the sheer material, and he felt his manhood stirring the longer he stared at them. Her long, silky, dark red hair tumbled down her back, almost touching her rounded bottom.
She stopped and looked at him. "What are you staring at?" she asked.
He also stopped. When she turned to face him, he could see the round outlines of her large breasts under the shift, the dark circles of her nipples clear against it.
He wanted to touch her, to feel those breasts under his hands, to push himself up against her, to thrust himself inside her … he knew she would be hot, and throbbing, and oh, so wet! The other women in the Temple he'd allowed to share his pleasures would pale in comparison to taking this fresh, young, serving girl…
He smiled. "I was admiring your body, Tamara. I hadn't noticed before how blessed you are."
Tamara frowned. "What do you mean, blessed?" she said coolly. "I'm cursed, to hear High Priest Wentar-"
"Oh believe me, Tamara, you're not. Not with those lovely, large, round tits of yours, and that tight, firm ass. I'm sure the rest of your body is equally as attractive." He stepped forward, and reached toward her, "Why don't you let me see it all?"
Tamara looked at him in shock. This man, this supposedly holy man, was proposing that she take her shift off and let him look upon her body. A body, as High Priest Wentar was fond of saying, was the result of her mother's 'sin'. He tugged at the catch to her shift, and it came free, the material puddling at her bare feet. Tamara looked at the gown on the floor, then at the priest. He was smiling, his brown eyes shining with lust. His chest was heaving, as though he'd run a race, and there was a noticeable bulge in the front of his robe. Tamara backed up. He followed, grabbed her, and crushed her to him. She felt the hardness that was his erection pressing up against her, and she panicked.
She pushed him away, grabbed her shift, and ran, fastening the clasp as she went.
"Damn," the young man said.
* * * *
Tamara's mother was a lovely woman named Selana. Her father had been, in fact, one of the High Priests of the Temple, and when Selana became pregnant from one of their unions, Selana threatened to tell who the baby's father was. She thought she'd made a deal with the Temple, but after Tamara was born, High Priest Wentar told Selana that if she didn't become his lover, he would have her exiled for having a bastard child. Selana refused, and she was exiled.
* * * *
Tamara was very annoyed by the encounter with the priest. She decided, when she did have sex for the first time, it wouldn't with someone as unsuitable as that young man. She had realized, early on, of course, that sex was a thing she did most want to experience, no matter what the Temple said about pleasure being a
'sin'. She also knew how much pleasure could be found by herself, touching her most sensitive places, imagining a man's body beside her. She'd seen the undraped male form, and knew how deceptive it could be … for she'd watched the young men give themselves pleasure, and longed to do the same for a handsome, sexy man, who would claim her as his own. 
Her mother, she knew, had been wronged. She'd experienced life and pleasure through sexual expression and it had eventually gotten her exiled. Tamara was determined not to have the same thing happen to her.
But Tamara was terribly uninformed. Since sex was supposedly taboo, she'd never seen it, or even had a vague idea what actually happened when two people made love. She realized she simply had to experience sex firsthand, so to speak, and unfortunately the choices she had were not much to pick from.
However, the young priest, who was called Tryan, didn't give up. After that first look at her naked body, he was determined to have Tamara Sable. He watched her bathe in the secluded spring near the Temple, he followed her around, and brought her friends into his bed to get close to her.
He finally came up with a plan. He would sneak into her cell at night, when she was asleep, lock the door, and fuck her as many times as he was able.
Meanwhile, the Directorate, after a violent change of government, was sending out ships to the periphery worlds to reclaim them, and find out their status.
Finally, after a great Moon Ritual, the people of the Temple were exhausted, and had retired to their respective quarters. Tryan chose this night as the night he would take Tamara.
Tamara, however, wasn't sleepy. She finally got up, and, braving the mysterious
'discipline' restriction, began to wander around the Temple. It looked so different at night. Even the sounds were different. Like the soft moaning coming from somewhere around the sanctuary. She listened closer. What kind of animal made those staccato, gasping moans? It almost sounded like a person. Curious, Tamara walked through the courtyard adjacent to the sanctuary, but there were no animals there at this time of night, not even the normal cats. No, the sounds were coming from inside the building. And now, she could hear other noises… a grunting sound, and a lower pitched moan. She walked quietly to the door. There were people in there… But what were they doing?
As she crept in among the shadows of the soaring chamber, the moans, gasps and grunts became louder and louder. The acoustics of the room amplified the noises and as Tamara approached the altar, she saw the two figures she'd seen from the doorway clearly. She stifled a gasp.
The High Priest, Wentar, leaned over the naked body of the High Priestess, Alyani, sucking on her breasts, while she moaned and writhed beneath him. His robe was askew, and Tamara could see the size of his erection, as Alyani's hand rubbed it vigorously. Tamara licked her warm, dry lips, as she watched them.
By day, these two were the biggest prudes in the Temple! But watching them enjoy tasting and caressing each other's bodies, stirred a hot fire within Tamara's untouched body. She leaned back against the wall, her eyes wide.
"Fuck me, Wentar…" the woman breathed harshly, pulling the man by his manhood towards her waiting body. She spread her legs wide, and Tamara could see Alyani's soft female lips dripping and glistening in the candlelight. Wentar moaned as he looked at her. A smile widened his full lips as he pulled himself from her grasp.
"Not yet, my little whore…" he purred.
Tamara couldn't believe this! It was fantastic! She felt a dampness between her legs as she leaned forward. She could smell the scent of their passion-drenched bodies, and it was musky, unmistakable, since she'd smelled it before … from her own explorations and the scent the young men gave off as they stroked themselves, just like what Wentar was presently doing over Alyani's ruby lipped mouth.
"I want you to suck me…" Wentar growled. He thrust his member between the woman's lips, and began to move his hips back and forth, thrusting in and out of her mouth. Alyani moaned, tugging at her bouncing breasts.
Tamara put a hand to her own breast, rubbing it as her other hand sought underneath her gown, plunging into the hot, damp recesses of her being. A low moan escaped her lips as she mimicked Wentar's thrusts into the waiting mouth of his High Priestess. The two religious leaders were too caught up in their own forbidden pleasures to notice Tamara.
"Stop!" Wentar commanded, pulling out of Alyani's mouth suddenly.
Interested, Tamara waited breathlessly, to see what delicious thing they would do next.
"Fuck me…" Alyani moaned. "Please…."
Wentar laughed. "You know I like it when you beg me, Aly. Beg me again…"
His tone was harsh, and it caught Tamara off guard.
But Alyani was smiling wickedly. As the priest rose, she crawled to her knees, her head level with his hips. She shook back waves of long, black hair, and batted her green eyes coyly. She touched his manhood with a long finger, the tapered nail scraping gently along the length of it. A visible shudder went through Wentar. His low gasp brought the hairs on the back of Tamara's neck to stand on end.
"Oh, please … please …. please fuck me…" Alyani breathed, her ruby red lips inches away from his throbbing erection. Drops of clear liquid appeared on its head, and Alyani slowly licked them off.
Tamara ventured to the very edge of the shadow that hid her from their view, and watched, her own pink lips open as she watched Wentar kneel, slowly pushing himself into Alyani's body. So that's how it's done! Then Wentar began to thrust into her, back and forth, faster and faster. Tamara's own body was reacting to his movement, and she could feel her own wetness running down her legs, but she didn't care. Her hand had brought one full breast out of her sleeping gown, fondling it as she watched her two supposedly pious spiritual leaders fucking each other as though they did this every day. 
They do, she realized as she watched them.
Alyani was screaming, and Wentar was groaning.
Probably every night! 
"Fuck-fuck-fuck…." Alyani screamed, over and over.
Tamara moaned, feeling a trembling inside her as she stroked herself. A fire spread from her loins to her stomach, to her feet, and she became unsteady on them. She was panting as she watched Wentar's body go rigid, and Alyani's began to tremble uncontrollably. Wentar gasped, and collapsed on top of Alyani.
Tamara moaned again, and tumbled to the floor, into the circle of light cast by the candles.
After a moment, Alyani said, "What was that?"
Tamara, lost in pleasure, nonetheless, froze.
Wentar looked up. "We aren't alone," he said quietly.
Tamara's eyes opened up, and she found herself looking directly into the eyes of the two naked spiritual leaders. She slowly stood up, adjusting her sleeping gown under the voracious gaze of the man and the woman.
"Thank you," she said softly. "That was very educational." And she turned, running into the shadows, before they could collect themselves enough to come after her.
* * * *
The Directorate had landed on the World two days ago. And it was, they discovered, very unhappy about being found and forced back into the Directorate.
They declared it a hostile colony, and began martial steps to reclaim it. When they arrived in the Temple's province, they approached the planet's spiritual center with caution. Expecting to take the World's leaders, the High Priests and Priestesses, as their hostages against the compliance of the citizens, a crack team was dispatched at night to retrieve them.
Blissfully unaware of their impending doom, since their primitive lifestyle forbade any kind of electronic communication, the Temple's people slept (and otherwise…).
* * * *
Tamara was able to run back to her room unseen, which was good for her, since she was still flush and wet from her encounter in the sanctuary. She crept into her tiny cell, and shut and bolted the door. As she collapsed into her bed, she knew she must escape this place and try out what she'd seen for herself.
A shadow moved by her window.
She looked up. Nothing was there now, had she been seeing things on top of everything else? No. Perhaps it had been Wentar, she'd seen the look of lust in his eyes as she stood, her gown in disarray, her breast exposed. Even though she'd seen more of the High Priest that night than she supposed many had, she did not want to have that man's hands on her body, touching her the way he'd touched Alyani. That brought another thought. Alyani. Perhaps it had been her at the window. A shiver went through Tamara's body. Alyani was lovely, with black hair and green eyes, and a perfect body. That was the main reason she'd become High Priestess in the first place, since she looked like the Goddess Iliah. Alyani had looked at her with the same hunger she'd seen in Wentar's eyes. Tamara wondered what it would feel like to have Alyani's hands on her body, caressing her, her lips on her skin, kissing her…
Thump!
Tamara sat up in her bed.
The window was opening, and a dark figure climbed in.
"Who is that?" Tamara asked.
The figure rose up, and became a man. He was muscular, with dark hair such as Tamara had only seen on women of her culture, and he was handsome. Gods!
She'd never seen such a beautiful male before! He seemed as though he'd stepped from her dreams, instead of from real life. He was clad in a stylized tunic the color of stormy skies, with a burgundy trimming, and his pants were fitted, with a stripe the same color as his tunic trim running down the side. He held a black object in his hand, which he lowered as soon as he saw her.
"Gods," he breathed, "I didn't expect anyone to be in here, the plan says these are all storage rooms."
Tamara stood up. His eyes widened as he caught a full view of her. Her sleeping gown had slipped down, baring one shoulder, the mounds of her breasts barely covered by the neck of the thing. Her nipples were erect and standing out against the material. The hem of the gown hit just below her hips, baring a good amount of shapely leg. He let his gaze move over her, coming to rest on her lovely face. A smile curved his lips. He tossed the rifle he'd been holding on a nearby chair.
"So, why are you sleeping in a storage room?" he asked her.
She smiled. "It's not a storage room, my gorgeous who-ever-you-are, it's the room I've had since I was a child. I work as a servant in this Temple. Your 'plans'
must have been wrong."
His grin widened. She didn't seem at all frightened by his appearance, and in fact, seemed to welcome it. As she stepped toward him, her breasts moved against the material of her gown. His eyes followed them, and he licked his lips. "My name is Aaron, what's yours?"
Tamara tried the sound out on her lips. "Aaron. Mm. I like that." It seemed perfect. This man, wherever he came from, was perfect. "My name is Tamara,"
she said.
Aaron watched as she approached him. "Tamara," he said, "Lovely." He could feel the effect her presence was having on him. It made him almost forget the reason he had come here in the first place. After all, he was this mission's leader!
But, as this woman stepped closer to him, he felt a heat building inside him that urged him to take her in his arms, and…
Tamara touched his face. "I don't know where you came from, or why, Aaron, and I don't care. You're not from the World, and that's all that matters."
Aaron grabbed her hand, forcing it from his face. "Why?"
"I've been waiting for you my entire life," she said, slowly, sensually licking her lips.
He smiled. "I think I know what you want." The mission be damned! He hadn't had a woman in weeks, and here was one, a damned sexy one, offering herself to him. Her breasts touched up against his chest as she stepped closer. A warm, sexy scent rose from her body, and Aaron knew, if he touched that soft, silky flesh, it would be hot.
"Yes," she said, as he wrapped her in his arms. "Teach me. I want to know everything…"
Aaron registered mild surprise. "You haven't-"
Tamara laughed, low, innocently seductive. "Not yet. Now. I've waited so long…"
Aaron considered this as his lips found hers, kissing her with a lusty possessiveness that surprised him. If this girl was a virgin, she'd sure done her research well. The way her body undulated against his as he pressed her into him, the sweetness of her wet, steamy mouth, the firmness of her round breasts as they rubbed against his chest, certainly wasn't the sign of an untried woman. He hesitated. Perhaps he ought to be careful-
Tamara's low moan caught him. "No," she said. "Don't treat me like a crystal sculpture. Treat me like a woman."
Aaron looked into her eyes. "I tend to be rough," he warned.
Tamara smiled. "I like it rough," she purred. "Do what you will with me. I'm yours."
Aaron grinned wickedly. "Alright. But remember, I warned you."
With that, he ripped the gown from her body. Tamara gasped as his head came down on one of her breasts, catching the nipple in his teeth, and nipping at it. "Oh
… yes…" He began to suck her nipple, pulling at it as she leaned back in his arms.
"Oh … please… Suck me, Aaron, I want to remember what it feels like!"
"Gods, Tamara…" he muttered, "I love your tits!"
Tamara laughed, jiggling said tits erotically in his face. He moaned.
"Yes…" she said softly, "I've been told I have been blessed with big, beautiful tits. I agree."
Aaron laughed. "I can suck other parts of you as well, Tamara…" 
"Then do it," she growled. "Suck every part of my body if you desire to. Lick me, touch me … fuck me…"
Aaron smiled at the sound of her lust roughened voice. He gave both nipples a final tug, and pulled her back up to face him.
"Now, Tamara, lay back on your bed, and let me show you how one 'eats'
another…"
"'Eats'?" she questioned, with a secretive smile. "If that's what I think it is, then that's wicked and evil…"
Aaron narrowed his eyes uncertainly. He knew the religious beliefs of these people were orthodox, but…
Tamara laughed then, and flopped down on her bed. "Let's do it!" she said passionately. "The more evil and wicked the Temple considers it, the more I want to!" His eyes widened as she spread-eagled herself in front of him, exposing her dripping wet femaleness. "Eat me, Aaron, until you're full of me…"
He grinned. Kneeling at the foot of her bed, he grabbed Tamara by the ankles, and pulled her down so that her buttocks rested against the end of the mattress, her feet on the floor. She giggled, and he watched with pleasure as she put hands to her breasts, expertly fondling them. "Now, my dear, for the feast…" he whispered, and before she had time to comprehend what he'd said, he put his face to her crotch, and began licking her.
Tamara gasped out loud. Oh, that felt like – like – like nothing – she'd ever felt before! When he was done licking her entire area, with a suspiciously villainous chuckle, Aaron took her into his mouth, and began sucking her! He made sensual slurping noises as he sucked and teased her small sensitive bud with his lips and tongue. She moaned loudly, squirming under his expert ministrations.
Aaron tasted the sweetness of her female juices as he sucked and licked them out of her. He felt the stirrings of his own desire, no, lust, as his body reacted to her closeness, the taste of her, the feel of her, the smell of her. He was harder than he'd been in a long time, and he felt an urge to bury himself deep within this woman, who even now, he was fucking with his tongue. Her moans of pleasure were becoming louder, as she wiggled around on the bed.
Tamara felt a sizzling current race from between her legs to all points of her body at once, and she gasped sharply. It boiled within her, and suddenly exploded in a searing blaze of ecstasy. Tamara screamed.
Aaron laughed.
Neither of them cared if anyone had heard her.
Aaron walked over to Tamara's side, and sat down on the bed next to her. Tears were running down her face, but she was smiling at him.
"Aaron … that was … fantastic."
He kissed her, his hand playing with her breasts. "There's more … much more…"
Slowly, she sat up, trembling. "More. Oh, Aaron, I know there's more. Show me."
He quickly unfastened his uniform tunic, tossing it to the floor. His t-shirt followed after, baring his smooth, muscular chest to her eyes. Tamara smiled as she saw the large bulge in the front of his fitted charcoal grey pants. She reached a hand out to touch it, and found it as hard as she thought it would be. Aaron smiled.
"Do you like the way I feel, Tamara?" he asked huskily.
"Yes," she breathed, brushing her hand over the hard length hidden by smooth material.
"Do you want to see me?"
"Yes."
Standing, Aaron shucked his pants in a heartbeat, and turned to face her, as naked as she. Tamara gasped with fascination. Oh, she'd certainly seen naked men before, but none looked the way Aaron did! Smooth corded muscles covered his virile body, not an ounce of fat on him anywhere. And his manhood swelled unrestricted before her appreciative eyes. He was indeed more beautiful than any man she'd ever seen before.
"Touch me if you want to," Aaron said, his low voice rough, yet gentle, as he watched her reaction to him.
Tamara did as she was bidden, without reservation. She had been waiting forever to touch a man in this way. His sigh was so full of pleasure as her soft hands began caressing him, that she thought for a moment he'd die of it. The skin was silky, and slid like velvet along a steel shaft. Tamara smiled with delight as her hand movements alone brought drops of liquid to the head. Thinking of the scene she'd witnessed earlier, she put her lips to him, licking off the drops.
"Tamara!" he exclaimed in passion thickened surprise.
A low, sexy giggle answered him as she kissed him, then slid him slowly between her lips. A long, low moan came from Aaron. She began sliding her mouth along his shaft, feeling the silk-like skin slide with her. This was utterly fascinating! And so totally erotic … she felt herself getting wetter as she did this incredible thing to him.
"Tamara … kit … suck on me…" came his voice from above her, as soft as a whisper, yet as hard as crystal.
Suck on him? Wow, good idea! She began to suckle his manhood, as he'd earlier suckled her. A low groan came from him, and he began to rock his hips back and forth. She sighed.
"Gods … yes … oh yes…"
Tamara let her hands explore, finding his tight, muscular butt, and squeezing it as he pumped her mouth. She gave a low moan. 
Aaron began to move faster, groaning at the sensations her hot mouth and soft, velvety tongue were creating within him. He'd grabbed her shoulders, holding her still while he pushed at her.
"Yeah, Tam … let me fuck your mouth," he whispered, pounding into her while she sighed and moaned, enjoying this as much as he was.
"Mm…" she said.
The harder he moved, the louder Tamara moaned. His body began to tremble, and he looked down at her. "I-I'm going to come – do you want me to pull out?"
Tamara put her hands to him, shaking her head. A low giggle came from her as she sucked at him, hard, and he gasped.
That did it. Aaron exploded into her mouth, filling her with his seed. She swallowed the warm, musky stuff, rivulets running out of the corner of her mouth, and down her chin. As he pulled out, Tamara took a finger to catch the liquid, making sure she had his attention when she slowly licked it from her finger, her pink tongue making long, sensuous strokes over her skin.
Aaron moaned softly as his member stiffened again. Gods, this woman was a fucking turn-on! He had to take her back with him!
"Now what?" she asked softly.
He knelt in front of her, putting his mouth to her breasts. She moaned as he sucked her, harder than ever, kneading her other breast with a warm hand. She wiggled.
"Now…" he breathed from the valley of her cleavage, "Now, my dear, we fuck."
Tamara felt a shiver of excitement rush through her at the sound of the word
"fuck"… she moaned again. "Do it, Aaron. Fuck me," she whispered, loving the sound of her own passionate voice. "Fuck me," she said again, smiling.
He pushed her back on the bed, and positioned himself over her. His manhood was stiff and throbbing as he lowered it towards her hot, sweaty, trembling body.
She watched him as he rubbed the head of his cock against her, and she began to pant. Then he shoved himself to the hilt in her steamy, wet body, and she gasped, the gasp turning into a low moan.
The door to her room silently slid open, and a figure slipped inside. He stared, in shock, at the scene on the bed. Tamara was naked, moaning, writhing under an unknown dark haired man, who was pounding into her with his rock-hard erection.
The scent of sex was heavy in the room, and the unseen visitor gaped as he watched Tamara squirm, her breasts jiggling erotically as the man above her slammed her repeatedly, groaning with pleasure. Tamara was pulling at her own nipples, licking her soft lips, moaning unashamedly.
The new arrival, Tryan, found himself hardening despite the fact that he was furious beyond measure that someone else had gotten her first. He watched her voraciously, itching to get his hands on her, to fuck her the way the dark haired man was fucking her right now. He rubbed himself as he watched them. Her deep moans of pleasure were having their effect on the dark haired man as well, and he groaned loudly.
"Tam, Tam, I'm going to come…" he said in a roughened voice, "I'm going to fucking come inside you… You'd better be ready…"
"Gods… Yes, Aaron … fuck me … fuck me… I want to feel you come inside me…" she moaned, her words setting off dark spirals of pleasure in Tryan as he watched, hidden now, behind a dresser in the corner. He pulled his manhood out of his tunic, and began to stroke it as he watched.
Aaron's body trembled, and he gave a loud, long moan, shooting himself inside her. She gasped at the feel of it, and moaned herself. Aaron collapsed beside her on the bed. Tamara languidly gazed back at him.
"That was fantastic," she whispered. "Now that I know what sex is really like, I'm convinced that I must have more of it." She gave a soft giggle. "I love it."
Aaron laughed. "I want to take you with me when we leave this planet, Tam.
You can experience so much more than this place has to offer."
"Yes!" Tamara shouted, "Take me with you, Aaron. I want to leave."
He tweaked her nipple, and smiled. "First, I have a job to do, then I'll come back here for you. Can you leave tonight?"
"Yes, oh yes," Tamara gasped with joy, kissing him hard and passionately on the lips, "I'll be ready."
Aaron reluctantly sat up. She followed him. He began gathering his clothes from the floor, dressing while she watched him. When he was back in uniform, Aaron grabbed his rifle from the chair, and turned to face her. He couldn't resist leaning over, and suckling her nipples one last time before kissing her mouth. "I'll return soon, I promise," he whispered, and climbed back out, the way he came.
Tamara sat staring at the window, rubbing her aching nipples thoughtfully.
Then, with a sigh of pure joy, she flopped back onto her bed. Her body tingled sensually from all the attention he'd given her, and she felt sleepy, so she let her eyes drift closed. Only for a moment, then I'll prepare to leave this place once and for all…
* * * *
The next thing she was aware of, was a mouth, sucking at her nipples. She smiled.
"You're back, so soon…" she purred, arching her body so his hands could grip her better, "Oh, gods … fuck me again, before we go…"
A low, "Mmm…" came from between her tits and she giggled.
She felt a hard male member pry her legs open, and she moaned. "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me hard… Please…" she put her hand to her soft, throbbing pussy, "Oh, I'm so, wet for you…" 
Lips grazed hers, and she was impaled on a velvet shaft, over and over. She moaned, feeling her breasts move with each thrust. But something was different about this time. It was as pleasurable as the first, but, as Tamara rocked her body against his, she realized, this wasn't Aaron!
A loud, gasping moan came from the man above her, and she recognized him.
Tryan! He was the one fucking her now! But apart from being disgusted, as she thought she would, the very fact that he was here, slamming himself into her over, and over … it was wickedly erotic!
"Oh … Tryan…" she moaned, his name on her lips rich and full. She gyrated her hips beneath him. "Fuck my mouth first…" He stared at her a moment in shock.
She giggled, knowing her tits wiggled enticingly. "Please, Tryan, fuck my mouth.." she moaned.
Tryan pulled his member from her wet, female lips., and pushed it between her pink mouth's lips with a grin of immense satisfaction. So he wasn't the first. He still had his chance to fuck her silly… And as her lips closed around his cock, he shuddered. Her tongue was brushing the head of his shaft as though she were an expert at this! Her fingers rubbed his smooth skin against his rock-hardness, and her lips slurped at the slick wetness that covered him. She pulled him out of her mouth just long enough to whisper, "I like the way my juices taste on you, Tryan…
It makes me so wet…"
He moaned. "Let me fuck your mouth, Tamara, I like it in there…"
She slipped her lips over his cock, sliding it slowly into her hot, wet mouth, taking as much of it's considerable length in as she could. She let him slide in and out of her mouth, feeling his balls slapping her chin, as he moved faster and faster.
She sucked at him as he entered her, loving the sharp sound he made as she pulled on him with her own suction.
Tryan moaned. He pounded Tamara harder as his orgiastic pleasure mounted.
His moans became louder, and she pulled him out just as he exploded with a fountain of white liquid on her face and ample chest. She smiled, licking the whiteness from her lips, rubbing it into her skin, fondling her breasts. He backed off, watching her. Her hands worked her nipples, which became like pebbles under her touch. She kneaded the large globes, rubbing his juices into them, squirming as she did.
With a grin, he put his lips to her nipple, pulling at it with his teeth, hearing her gasp of pleasure as he chewed on her. His cock was hardening as he sucked her tits, and he knew he'd slam into her pussy soon. Her hand found him.
"Gods, you're huge," she said. "I've never seen one so big."
Tryan looked up at her. "You've seen one before?" he asked, interested.
"I used to watch the young men pleasure themselves," she said, unashamedly.
He laughed, looking at her breasts. "Well, I haven't seen breasts like yours in a long time, Tamara. They're quite large, and firm and I've wanted to touch them ever since I first saw you." He grabbed a soft globe in his hand, kneading it.
"Especially since the day I saw them for myself."
He put his mouth to her, sucking her. She moaned.
"Tamara, I'm going to fuck you now," he finally whispered, changing position, his erection at the ready. "I'm going to do it hard and fast, and I'm not going to stop until I'm quite finished with you… Understand?"
Tamara moaned at the sound of his harsh voice. She nodded a split second before he entered her. His frenzied pounding was nothing like what she'd previously experienced… He slammed her hard, his hips grinding as he drove his member into her soft body. Tamara gasped and moaned, her body moving as he moved within it. The bed was banging against the wall in time with his banging against her. His groans were getting louder, and louder.
"Oh gods, Tamara! I want to fuck you! I want to fuck you hard! Do you want me to?"
"Yes…" she moaned.
"Then say it!" he ordered, slamming his shaft ever faster, and harder into her.
"I want you to fuck me, Tryan!" she screamed, "Fuck me hard! Gods, fuck me!
Please!"
Tryan was moving as fast as he could, and he began to tremble. He groaned, and Tamara knew what was coming. She smiled. When he exploded, she moaned, soft, and low and long. Spent, Tryan collapsed on top of her, enjoying the feel of those huge tits of hers mashing against his chest. A soft gasp escaped her.
"You were every bit as incredible as I imagined you'd be," he told her. "Your body was made for this kind of thing." His lips claimed hers, and she let him taste his own juices as she kissed him back.
"I love this," Tamara said. "I think I'm addicted to sex."
Tryan rolled off her, gazing at her damp, naked body. "I want you to stay here, and let me show you all the pleasures of sex … there are people who would just love to meet you, sexy Tamara."
Tamara looked at him. "How do you know-"
"I was here when he fucked you. I wanted to be the first, but he stole you from me."
Tamara's lips dropped open. "You – you watched us?"
He grinned. "Damned erotic too."
She felt new dampness between her legs at the thought of Tryan watching Aaron and Tamara's sex play. She moaned. "You liked it, huh?"
"I jerked myself off just watching the two of you."
She thought about that, as well. He was looking down, between her legs, and smiling. 
"Your pussy's getting wet again, Tamara. Do you like the idea that I watched another man fuck you?"
She moaned softly. He laughed.
"I watched him slide his long, hard cock into your wet, hot pussy…" he whispered feverishly in her ear, accompanied by a long moan from her. "I watched him pound you and pound you as you screamed under him."
Her hand slid slowly down her smooth stomach towards her increasingly wet female flesh. He chuckled. "Your tits were bouncing as he went in, and out and in, and out… You were wiggling around, and you loved it… The harder he slammed you, the more you wanted it…"
Tamara's fingers found herself, and were poking in and out as he spoke. She began to writhe. His lips took a nipple, sucking on it.
"I watched you, Tamara," he said, raising his head to look at her. "I stroked myself, and wished it were me inside you like that, probing you, fucking you…"
Tamara gasped, waves of sensation crashing over her body just then, and she screamed. He laughed, watching her body's trembling finally cease.
"Words…" she whispered. "Even words can be erotic."
He nodded. "Now, we'll-"
"Tryan!" came a yell from outside the room. He looked up. One of the sentries he'd placed to insure nobody bothered them.
"What?" he snapped irritably. "I'm busy!"
There was a crash, and shouts, very close.
"Come here!" the sentry yelled, "Quick!"
Tryan jumped up, grabbing his tunic. He threw it on hurriedly, glancing back at Tamara on her bed.
"I'll be back," he said, and vanished through the door.
That was the last time Tamara saw Tryan.
Aaron, however, true to his word, returned for Tamara, and took her back with him to his ship.
That, however, is another story…



THE STATE BALL


Part I

Jocelyn was bored and restless. She had agreed to dance with Brodie because he had been there and now, as she danced with him, she wondered what the rest of the tedious evening would be like. Rarely did she even come to the city for the state balls her husband held every several months, because he never paid any attention to her and her regular lover was busy doing his job.
Brodie was taller than her, wide shouldered, big for a Dirandan, almost chunky, but he seemed to carry the additional weight well. He was about her age and not unattractive by any means, if you liked them nearly savage. He had large dark eyes and dark brown hair, pulled back into a ponytail at the nape of his neck, like all noblemen. He was smiling rather lasciviously at her.
"Jocelyn?"
"Hm. What?"
"I said, I like your gown. Didn't you hear me?"
She blinked and smiled. "No, I'm sorry, I didn't."
"Bored?"
She shook her head, not noticing the way his eyes dropped to her chest when she did. "Of course not."
He chuckled, enjoying the view. Her aquamarine gown was of a thin, shimmery fabric that clung to every curve of her body, with an off-the-shoulder neckline that rode low across her voluptuous breasts. How the Director could ignore her was beyond him. He had been very interested in Jocelyn from the first time he'd met her, some years ago. He'd never had the opportunity to spend much time alone with her, something he planned to remedy tonight.
"I think you are," he said thoughtfully. "So am I. What say we find a nice quiet place and chat or something for a while?"
Jocelyn looked at him for a moment. He was glancing down at her breasts every few seconds and far from irritating her, it was exciting her. "Or something." she said quietly. She was enjoying his attention. The evening was beginning to promise not to be so boring after all.
Philo Brodie smiled at her and walked her off the dance floor, quickly guiding her into the wide hallway that connected it with the banquet hall. Several corridors lead off from it and he directed her into the longest one, to a door at the very end.
They stepped inside.
"The Blue room," Brodie said. "Do you like it?"
Jocelyn nodded, realizing Brodie knew these areas very well. "You have assignations often, Margrave?" 
He smiled. "Often enough." He cupped the side of her breast as he continued to lead her into the room, slowly beginning to massage it as he did.
Jocelyn gasped softly, pushing his hand away. Suddenly she wasn't so sure she wanted to let this man have his way with her.
"Don't worry, Jocelyn," he said easily, touching her again, massaging her full breast with the whole of his hand. Putting his other arm around her waist, he pulled her to him, easing her down onto a large, soft, dark blue sofa covered in velvet. He licked his lips and lowered them to her cleavage, kissing her. She moaned softly, squirming. She was nervous. She didn't know Brodie very well but was beginning to believe the rumors she had heard about him.
"I don't think this was such a good idea," she said, gasping as he nuzzled her skin. He moved a little more, on top of her, so he was pinning her down on the sofa. He put one leg between hers, pushing her down onto her back, tugging at the neckline of her gown, rubbing his thigh up against her. She squirmed, protesting.
"Shh," he murmured against the swell of her breast, "No one will find out. I'm good. I promise you. And I want to see your tits, Jocelyn. Your big tits have been teasing me ever since I met you, now I want to play with them for myself." He chuckled as she squirmed in protest and his tugging made one of her large breasts pop free. His eyes widened in lust and he began sucking her nipple, kneading her breast with one large hand as he yanked at the top of the gown, nearly tearing it in his urgency to uncover her remaining breast.
Jocelyn groaned, his sucking doing things to her body she didn't want him to.
She wanted to go, pretend she had never entertained the idea of fucking him.
Brodie was a letch, everyone knew it. He'd fucked more of the court women than any of the other members of her husband's inner council. Rumor had it that he'd even had her husband's niece and continued to do her on a regular basis. He didn't care if a woman was married or royal or somebody's niece or not. He was sucking her very hard now, she was squirming and moaning loudly as he pushed his thigh against her pussy, making her wetter than she cared to be. She protested again, pushing at his head. He finally freed her other breast and he pulled his head back to take her in. He grinned, chuckling, wickedly, she thought.
"Damn, Jocelyn, those are some fine tits you have. I'm sorry I waited so long to get a shot at them."
She groaned softly. "Philo, I really don't think this was a good idea … if my husband comes looking for me-"
"Don't worry about it. He won't. He's far too busy with that young new wife of his. He's not going to come looking for you, no matter how stupid neglecting you obviously is." He ran a hand over her breasts, teasing their nipples, hardening them as he did so. He chuckled again. "You need to be fucked, that's clear."
Jocelyn lay beneath him, trembling. He was right, she wanted badly to be fucked and he was turning her on something fierce. She just wasn't sure she wanted to be another notch in his scabbard. His enjoyment of her tits was enough to make her come on the spot, since she loved it when her breasts were played with and she loved showing them off. But Brodie scared her a little. He was fondling her again, teasing her nipples, rolling them between his fingers, getting them to stand up.
"You like this. Admit it."
She moaned softly. "Yes … but please stop it…"
He grinned and rubbed a hand against her pussy. He laughed. "You're so wet, your dress is soaked, Jocelyn. Tell me you don't want me to suck your tits and fuck you hard and I won't. I promise. But your body seems to indicate otherwise."
He continued to rub her pussy through the fabric. Jocelyn moaned and wriggled beneath him. "I like the way your tits bounce when you squirm, Jocelyn." he purred, leaning down to suckle one. "Why don't you come for me, right now."
Jocelyn gasped, shuddering. Her back arched and she cried out as his words and caresses and sucking made her do exactly what he asked. Waves of pleasure crashed over her body and she screamed, gasped and shuddered as he quickly moved to hike up her skirt, pull aside her panties and plunge his hand into her hot, wet pussy, pumping her as she continued to come, chuckling softly.
"There we go," he murmured, watching her, "That's it."
Jocelyn groaned as the shudders subsided, slumping back into the cushions of the sofa. He leaned down and kissed her breasts, then began to pull the gown completely off her. "No…" she said weakly, "Don't … we shouldn't do any more…"
He tossed the gown aside and kicked off his boots and shucked his pants, straddling her on the sofa. "Nonsense." He kissed her deeply, squeezing and kneading her breasts. "You loved that." He sat back and looked at her, a half-smile on his face. "Admit it."
She looked at him as he discarded his jacket and tunic. He was smooth, large, not really muscular but his bulk was well distributed around his massive frame.
She involuntarily licked her lips as her gaze slid downward. His cock was about average length but extremely thick and hard. It oozed a clear liquid and he leaned forward, sliding between her legs, rubbing his cock against her pussy. She shuddered again and moaned, consumed by a powerful desire to have that thick cock filling her, slamming into her.
"Like it?" he muttered in her ear as he leaned over her, "Want it in you?"
"Yes…" Jocelyn whispered, "Like you wouldn't believe."
He chuckled again. "Well now, there we go. I knew you'd come around, so to speak." He nuzzled her neck. "I figured once you saw what I had for you, you couldn't say no."
Jocelyn groaned as he pushed against the entrance to her body, stretching her, sliding against her clit, rubbing it, sending tingles through her already tense and over-sensitive body.
He moaned softly too, pulling back, away from her. "I-I can't." he managed,
"Not yet. You'll make me come if you keep moaning and squirming."
She looked at him. "Philo…" she breathed, "You've got me aching now … you're the tease…"
He chuckled. "As pleased as I am to hear that coming from your mouth, little peasant, I'm not ready to be finished with you yet. We have time and I plan to thoroughly use your body tonight, until we're both satisfied and you'll be begging me to fuck you again, any time we're together."
Jocelyn moaned. "I'm not a peasant. Not anymore."
He slid down to his knees and moved between her legs. "You'll always be a peasant, Jocelyn dear. But don't think I hold that against you. Peasant stock, in your case, is a good thing." He grinned. "You should know, your tits are legend in the court."
Jocelyn blushed.
"You think Asher and Lucian don't talk? And your lovers from the Cliffside house?" He chuckled again, gazing at the rosy dark flesh of her pussy, licking his lips and probing with his fingers, to a renewed groan of pleasure from Jocelyn. He licked her and she cried out. "There are many men in the court and some women too, who would love to sit where I am right now."
He grinned and lowered his mouth to her pussy, beginning to lick the warm, wet, engorged flesh, then to suck it, as Jocelyn squirmed and writhed in pleasure.
He slurped at her, plunging his tongue into the dark, hot, pulsing recesses of her body, playing with her clit, her lips, sliding up to plunge in and out of her ass. He enjoyed the sounds she made, the fresh hot female juices that continued to flow out of her, the squirming of her body.
Jocelyn was squeezing her own tits, pulling on her nipples as Philo ate her out, thrusting against his tongue, quite happy with herself, having decided that this was much better than being bored at that stupid ball and that she really didn't care if Asher found out or not. She didn't think he'd mind really, especially if he was talking about her tits to the members of his inner council. Maybe he wouldn't care if she fucked every one of his friends. Maybe she actually would. It certainly would be a lot more fun.
She shuddered as she began to orgasm again, bolts of electricity shooting through her body from her pussy and radiating to the tips of her fingers and toes.
She screamed, shouting, "I'm coming again, oh yes, yes! Suck me hard! Yes!"
Brodie laughed and continued to suck and nibble her, swirling his tongue in the fresh hot come that came rushing out of her, swallowing and sucking again. He loved burying his face in pussy, sucking and tongue-fucking women, bringing them to orgasm as many times as he could. Jocelyn was very good at coming easily too. He tweaked her clit as he raised his head and was rewarded with a renewed shuddering climax which had her screaming his name in a frenzy of ecstasy, her large tits quivering enticingly as she came.
"Fuck me now," Jocelyn moaned in a hoarse voice as he rose above her. "I'm so hot, I'm aching to have that big cock in me…"
He grinned. "Not yet…" He sat down next to her and pulled her up into his arms. "You can have my cock but in your pretty little mouth, first."
They kissed again, deeply, groping each other, then Jocelyn slid down between his legs.
"Oh…" she murmured, "That's good." She leaned over him and licked the clear wetness off the head of his cock. "I like giving head."
He chuckled, watching her. "So I've heard. Show me how good you are at it."
Jocelyn groaned softly, running her hands over his cock. It was nice and hard and a deep reddish color. His smooth skin felt like silk as she caressed him, drawing her hand up and down, cupping his balls, also smooth. "Mmmm," she breathed, running her tongue over the smooth skin around his balls, then sucking one into her mouth to the groan of amazement and pleasure from him. She sucked him a little, then the other, then moved her lips slowly up his shaft, to engulf him and slide him down her throat. He groaned louder, starting to work his hips, as she slid up and down, sucking him hard, moaning as he began to thrust against her, harder. His fingers twined in her hair and he started fucking her mouth as she sucked him.
She moaned loudly, slurping his hard, wide cock as he slid back and forth inside her mouth, grunting with the effort. He realized he was about to come and yanked out of her mouth with a jerk.
"I need to fuck you," he growled, pulling her up.
She panted, nodding, as he pushed her against the back of a chair and shoved himself deep into her pussy. She screamed, thrusting against him as he began to pound into her, grunting and growling as she screamed and writhed, coming suddenly, then in waves, each time she did, her body squeezed his thrusting cock, which only served to make him come harder and more powerfully. He shot everything inside her, slamming into Jocelyn until he was quite finished.
Jocelyn slumped over the back of the chair, weakened and shivering from the force of the fucking and the climaxes she'd had.
Brodie grunted, pulled out and, grabbing Jocelyn, dropped onto the couch, bringing her with him. He pulled her into his lap and kissed her deeply, fondling her breasts, pushing her back into the sofa, covering her with his body, kissing her.
His cock stirred a bit as he slid between her legs and slipped back inside her as she gasped. 
He chuckled, whispering, "I guess he likes it too much in there."
Jocelyn moaned softly and he began kissing her again. She could feel his cock slowly hardening inside her and she squirmed a little.
"Damn, Jocelyn," Philo breathed. "Not many women can get me hard again this quick. And I'm pretty good at it. I'm of a mind to fuck you again."
Jocelyn didn't have much to say, she only moaned as he began to thrust against her, grunting softly, his chest rubbing against her breasts, his tongue plunging in and out of her mouth, making her breathing come quickly again as she felt him get harder and harder with each stroke. This time he took his time, fucked her slow but hard, driving her near to the edge of insanity with the slow but steady rhythm of his pumping and slow swelling that filled her. She was squirming under him, groaning as equally slow and filling waves began to flow through her body, searing already frayed nerves, forcing her to thrust against him, pushing him deeper into her. She came several times before he did, in a hard, shuddering gush that filled her to leaking with his come.
She groaned softly. He didn't move to pull out of her, just lay atop her, smiling lazily at her.
"You're a damn good fuck," he murmured, kissing her breast. "Damn good."
Jocelyn sighed, smiling back at him. "So are you. Worth the risk, I think."
He chuckled. "I said you'd want more."
She giggled softly. "I do. So, are you going to boast about me?"
"Perhaps. But only to the right people."
"Good. I like to know someone still appreciates me."
He laughed. "If you'd like to know everyone who does, or would like to, I can introduce you, you know."
She considered that. "Can we get away with it, do you think?"
"Sure. I know some noblemen who are dying to fuck you, Jocelyn. Want to see how many you can take on at once?"
She blinked. "Ooh. Is that safe?"
"It will be." He kissed her breast again. "I'll do anything for a chance at these again."
She giggled. "I love it when you kiss and suck my tits."
He smiled. "Yeah, I know." He sucked a nipple, grinning as she groaned and squirmed. "I can make you come again, but I can't fuck you right away, I'm afraid."
Jocelyn groaned as he kissed and sucked both her breasts. "Maybe we shouldn't
… oh yes … do anymore … right now … oh yes, suck my tits… Suck me! Hard!"
He suckled and nibbled her nipples, kneading her breasts, squeezing them hard as Jocelyn growled and writhed beneath him. She came quickly and he smiled, watching her. 
"Oh yeah," he whispered.
She opened her eyes and looked at him, smiling sweetly. "That was nice.
Introduce me to your friends. I'll fuck them all if they want."
He laughed. "What, now?"
She blinked. "I don't know. Maybe." She thought a moment. Why the hell not? What else was she going to do tonight? Her husband wasn't looking for her, and what would he care? As long as he didn't find out, it didn't matter. Even if he did, she didn't care. She smiled. "Yeah. Sure. If there's anybody left at the ball."
He grinned. "We'll find someone." He grabbed his clothes and began to dress.
She got up and found her gown, looking at the front, where it had gotten wet. She tilted her head and muttered something under her breath. The spot vanished, the wrinkles fell out of the fabric and it looked as though it had never been crushed in Philo's hasty removal. She slipped it back on as he watched.
"It's a shame to cover such a work of art as your body," he commented,
"Especially those gorgeous tits."
She giggled. "Well, I can't go out naked, can I?"
"I don't have a problem with that."
"Of course you don't."
She smiled, adjusting the collar of her gown to fall dangerously close to the tips of her nipples, revealing an expanse of cleavage that was lower than before. "I want to be enticing."
He grinned, eyes fixed on her chest. "That will definitely entice, pet."
She stepped up to him and he cupped her breasts in each hand, rubbing her nipples until they peeked out of the top of her neckline. She moaned softly, covering herself. "If we do this, we'll never get out of here again."
He chuckled. "Okay. Let's see who we can find to satisfy your lust."
Jocelyn giggled, knowing he loved to watch her breasts jiggle, and walked out in front of him.



THE STATE BALL


Part II

Jocelyn and Brodie went first to the banquet hall, where a crowd of people milled about chatting and eating. No one seemed to remark them as they wove in and out, looking for Tanek Janassi.
Tanek was standing in a shallow alcove near a large, dark window, a glass of wine in one hand, talking to a couple of noblemen. He turned as they approached.
"Hello, Margrave Brodie," he said, nodding, his eyes on Jocelyn. He gazed at the smooth swell of skin exposed by the low neckline of her gown, smiling appreciatively.
"Tanek," Brodie said, "I'd like to discuss something with you, if you don't mind."
The two noblemen Janassi was talking to were now smiling at Jocelyn and enjoying the view as much as Janassi was. Jocelyn stepped closer to them.
"Sure," Janassi said, walking over to him, "What's up?"
Jocelyn was preoccupied with Adar Theron and Barak Avarona, so she didn't catch Brodie and Janassi's conversation. Both men were looking at her in such a way that she was getting hot just standing there. "Hello," she said as she got close enough to reach out and touch their arms. She ran her fingers over their sleeves lightly. "How are you doing this evening?"
The group of them were in a secluded corner of the banquet room and the lighting was so diffused that no one really noticed them. While Janassi and Brodie talked, Janassi glanced over at Jocelyn every now and then with a sly smile.
Adar smiled at her. "Bored. You?"
"The same. At least until Philo and I found something much more interesting to do." She giggled softly.
"Ah," Barak said with a grin. "He finally got you to agree to one of his little
'chats' in the antechambers?"
Jocelyn nodded. "He mentioned that I might like to 'chat' with some of the other councilors, since there apparently is an interest."
Adar chuckled. "There is, at least on my part."
Barak reached out and ran a finger over the exposed flesh of her breasts as Adar leaned over to kiss her. Jocelyn moaned softly. Barak lowered his head to kiss her breasts, cupping one with his hand and kneading it, as Adar cupped the other, rubbing his finger over her nipple. Jocelyn kissed Adar back, feeling Barak expose her nipple, immediately beginning to suck on it as Adar pushed the neckline of her gown down, freeing her breast. He stopped kissing her and moved to suck her nipple into his mouth, groaning softly as she squirmed, tangling her fingers in their 
hair, pressing their heads to her breasts.
Brodie whistled low and Janassi chuckled. "Looks like you weren't kidding.
She works pretty fast." He shook his head slightly. "Not like those two were exactly difficult or anything."
Jocelyn's moans were getting louder.
Janassi walked up behind Jocelyn, wrapping an arm around her waist, kissing her neck and cheek. She leaned against him and turned her head to kiss him. He immediately took her mouth with his own, plunging his tongue in and out of her, groaning softly, the feel of her butt bumping against him as the other two sucked her tits getting him hard and anxious.
Brodie considered the scene with a grin. They were working up to a nice three-way but the banquet hall wasn't the best place to do that, even in a darkened corner.
Janassi lifted Jocelyn's gown with his free hand, feeling her naked ass and sliding his finger deep inside her very wet, soft pussy. He grunted a bit, kissing her and quickly freed his hard erection from the front of his pants, careful to keep them up over his hips as he adjusted his height to hers and plunged into her from behind.
Jocelyn gasped sharply, then let out a low, deep moan as Janassi began pumping her, hard and fast.
Adar and Barak kept sucking and squeezing her tits as she groaned and shuddered from Janassi's thumping. Barak lifted the front of her dress and knelt in front of her, licking and sucking her clit, drinking in all the wetness and juices she leaked all over his face. She groaned again, even lower, knowing she was in a public place, not wanting to scream even though she was coming fast and hard now. Shudders raked her body as Janassi came inside her and moaned in her ear, thumping against her until he was completely finished with her.
Barak continued slurping at her engorged clit until Brodie's soft but urgent voice reminded them that they could play more at his villa and they needed to go there now, before they got caught by the Director.
Jocelyn moaned softly as Adar sighed and stopped suckling her and Barak stood up, kissing her deeply. She licked all her come off his face as he moaned softly.
Adar kissed her then and then Janassi.
She adjusted her bodice with shaking hands, giggling nervously when she realized she'd let Tanek Janassi, who was pretty close to a complete stranger fuck her from behind without even being properly introduced. She turned, trembling, still hot and wanting more. Janassi let her lean on him.
Brodie chuckled. "We have to get out of here without attracting any attention,"
he said, "Fortunately, the entrance to the outer garden is in this hall. We can use that."
Janassi nodded. "Let's pick up Zerra, Yarin and Nelek on the way."
Brodie grinned. "I'm 'pathing with them right now. They're very interested in having a shot and are bringing some of their friends. They'll meet us there." He winked at Jocelyn. "Looks like you're going to get to fuck as many as you can handle tonight."
Jocelyn shivered. "Good," she breathed in a low, sultry voice. "I'll take them all, as many times as they want."
Adar groaned behind her, rubbing her butt with his hand. "Let's get going then,"
he muttered. "I'm getting uncomfortable."
Jocelyn walked over to Brodie, kissed him deeply as he groped her tits, and began to walk towards the garden exit.
Brodie, Janassi, Adar Theron and Barak Avarona followed close behind her.
* * * *
They got to Brodie's villa without much trouble. It was large, well-appointed and masculine. In the parlor were Duncan Zerra, Dace Yarin and Hale Nelek, as well as four other lower-ranking noblemen.
Jocelyn shuddered slightly as she was ushered into the room, surrounded now by eleven courtiers, all wanting to fuck her repeatedly. It was a bit intimidating, which made her even hotter than she had been before.
She was escorted to the sofa by Brodie, who sat down beside her and asked her if she wanted a drink. She nodded, looking around at all the men in the room.
Janassi brought her a glass of wine, Adar and Barak slid in on her other side.
Duncan Zerra was standing behind the sofa and leaned over to nuzzle her ear and chat with her.
"So you're really okay with this, huh?"
Jocelyn grinned. "Yes, I am."
"That's really great. Amazing, but great."
She sipped her wine and lay her head back on the back of the sofa as Zerra nuzzled her ear and neck. She sighed in pleasure. He laughed softly. "Like that?"
"Mmm hmm."
He continued nuzzling, kissing and sucking her earlobe.
"Jocelyn, this is Dace Yarin and Hale Nelek," Brodie said, "I think you've met them once or twice before." Dace and Hale were older, both good looking. She smiled at them as Zerra kept nuzzling her neck. "Yes, the Minister of the Media and the Tamkantarran Minister."
Dace smiled. "Public Relations Ministry. Yes, we've met." He knelt beside her as Brodie moved to allow Hale to sit next to her. Dace caressed her leg gently. "I think we will have some fun."
Hale kissed her shoulder, then her collarbone and the swell of her breast. She moaned softly. Adar began doing the same on her other side as Duncan Zerra tilted her head back and kissed her mouth, upside down. She moaned into his mouth, feeling Dace's hand slide up to caress the softness between her legs, through the fabric of her gown. Then he moved her gown, parted her legs and was massaging her hot, wet, incredibly sensitive flesh. Her hand shook and she felt the glass of wine she'd been holding deftly lifted from her fingers, which were kissed and lightly sucked before they were released. She felt the top of her gown slide down and heard a sound of male appreciation as her breasts were bared to their view. A shudder of excitement went through her as she heard them, feeling lips and hands sucking and squeezing her, Adar on her right, Hale on her left. She felt around with her fingers and located each man's fabric sheathed erection, massaging them with her hands, stroking to the combined groans of each, sending vibrations through her skin. She writhed under the attention, kissing Duncan, feeling him move around so they could kiss in an upright position, him leaning against the couch and her tilting her head up. Dace continued to suckle her pussy, lapping at her skin and sucking her clit. He poked several fingers into her, then one into her ass as he worked, low sounds of enjoyment coming from him as she wriggled and moaned, starting to buck her hips against the spirals of pleasure rising from her clit, her tits and her ass.
The other men in the room were chuckling appreciatively, egging on their friends, remarking over Jocelyn's various assets, her tits, her pussy, her ass, the sounds she was making, encouraging her to come.
Adar and Hale had helped Jocelyn free their hard cocks, which she was stroking as they sucked and squashed her tits. She began to climax and stopped kissing Duncan because of the waves of pleasure surging through her. She screamed, her body bucking and shaking, as the other men cheered and shouted, watching her.
Adar and Hale groaned, coming as well. Dace moaned, still sucking her, licking all the juices she leaked into his mouth. He sucked her until she stopped coming, then sat back with a satisfied smile on his handsome face.
Jocelyn slumped into the sofa. Barak handed her the glass of wine she nearly dropped with a grin. She took a drink, then looked around.
Adar and Hale were panting softly. Hale's head was back against the sofa and Adar was smiling at her.
"Very nice, Jocelyn," Brodie said, sitting casually on the edge of a large dark wood desk with a cup of beer in one hand.
Tanek Janassi sat in a big leather chair on the other side, smoking a cigar and grinning at her. He was younger than she was, around the same age as her niece, Alena. She thought that Alena would be perfect for him.
She smiled at Brodie. "Of course. I never do anything that's not 'nice'." She winked at Janassi and took another drink.
The other four noblemen were all younger than Duncan and Tanek. They were grinning like schoolboys, as though they couldn't believe their luck. She sat up, smiling sensually at them. "So, who are these lovely young men?" she purred, feeling extremely sexy and ready for anything. She stood up and wriggled out of her dress.
Everyone watched that with interest.
"I'm Case," a tall, dark haired young man said, "And this is Nav, Shen and Tal."
Jocelyn approached Case and he watched her with a sly grin. "Hello Case. I'm right in assuming you're all pages?"
Case nodded, drawing in his breath as she got close to him. "May I say, my lady, those are the nicest tits I've seen."
Jocelyn giggled, appreciating the young man's murmur of admiration. She stepped up to him, brushing her breasts against his chest as she kissed him. His hands closed around them immediately and he began to massage her. She moaned softly as he began kissing her aggressively. Nav, a blonde, moved around behind her, kissing her neck and shoulder, unfastening his pants and bringing out his already hard cock, which he positioned at her ass and began to push it in without preamble. Jocelyn moaned much louder and Case moved to kiss and suck her tits.
"Damn," Brodie muttered to Tanek, "Damn. This is fucking great." He took a long drink of his beer.
"You got that right," Tanek said, "You filming this all?"
"Of course," Brodie said, almost offended. "Did you think I wouldn't, especially that?" He pointed at Jocelyn, Case and Nav.
Tanek chuckled, considering. "Maybe I ought to show back at the ball, just for appearances and all that?"
Case was pushing his cock into Jocelyn's pussy now, as Nav fucked her ass and Jocelyn groaned as she balanced herself between them. Brodie licked his lips as he watched them. "Uh, yeah, sure. Good idea."
Tanek smirked. "You should too, in a while, you know."
Case and Nav came quickly as Jocelyn screamed, coming herself. The three of them slumped into a nearby loveseat.
Shen stepped up to her then and plunged himself deep between her open legs, pumping into her without a word. Jocelyn groaned, squirming, thrusting against him as Case and Nav bent to suck and play with her tits.
Brodie drained his glass.
Tanek laughed as he looked at Hale, Duncan, Adar and Barak, who were all watching Jocelyn with extreme interest. He got up and headed out of the villa, back towards the Citadel ballroom.



THE STATE BALL


Part III

Tanek Janassi walked back into the ballroom, still smoking his cigar thoughtfully and looking around. He picked up a glass of Cardei as he passed the bar and made a point of making himself visible for a few minutes.
The Director, Asher VonTesmar and his third wife, Regina, were on a circular sectional sofa that filled a large alcove near the bay windows in the front of the ballroom. He obviously wasn't concerned about propriety as he nuzzled the young woman's ample cleavage and groped under her gown.
Regina, a very pretty black haired girl, was squirming under him, tugging at the top of her gown to keep it from revealing her breasts.
Darion Tarrant, Asher's head of security, stood nearby, talking to some other high-ranking Directorate officers, his arm around a pretty, curvaceous blonde in a lavender dress. He noticed the wide silver choker around her neck, attached to a slender silver chain that vanished between her breasts. He smirked a bit and took a drag off his cigar.
As he neared the wide corridor leading to the banquet hall, he saw Alena Varian, Asher's niece and Admiral Dahren Trask, Headmaster of the Academy. They seemed to be involved in an animated discussion, which seemed to be annoying the Admiral. Alena looked completely unruffled as she smiled in the face of Dahren's rising irritation. With a growl, Dahren turned and stalked away from her, into the banquet hall. Alena laughed softly to herself as she watched him go.
"Asshole," she muttered after him, glancing at Tanek.
Tanek chuckled. "What was that about?"
"He wanted to 'show' me the Blue Room," Alena said with a smirk. "I said, no.
Not right now. He got annoyed and tried to order me." She took a drink of the wine she held. "I reminded him that even though he outranks me, we're not on duty. He seems to be under the impression that I'll fuck him any time he wants me to now."
Tanek chuckled softly. "So is that why you said no?"
"Primarily," she took another drink. "It's certainly not because I'm not in the mood."
Tanek looked at her a long moment.
Hair the color of claret and large, sparkling emerald eyes, Alena Varian was easily the most attractive woman he knew. They'd gone to Academy together and he had always been quite interested in her. She was tall, nearly as tall as he was but not thin like most tall women he'd met. Alena was quite rounded and voluptuous, her figure filling out the dark burgundy gown she wore in a very 
provocative way, even though it wasn't nearly as revealing as Jocelyn's low cut, clinging aqua waterfall of a gown. Alena's looked as though it was silk, which, he realized, it probably was. The fabric clung to her curves, the bodice long sleeved, with a simple round collar, trimmed in silver, laced up the front with silver laces, to enhance the swell of her breasts. It cascaded in shimmering waves from her hips to the floor. It rustled softly when she moved.
"Is that an invitation, Alena?" he purred.
She took a drink of her wine. "I don't like you, Janassi."
He stepped close to her as he passed her by. "You will when I'm finished with you." He continued walking towards the banquet hall, ignoring any reaction she might have had to his words.
Dahren Trask was standing by the bar, a wine glass in his hand, looking extremely put out.
"Turn you down?" Tanek asked. Trask turned and gave him an imperious look.
Tanek coughed a bit, "Uh, sir."
"That's better," Trask grumbled. "And yes, she did. Don't know why, she's hot tonight, it's very clear. Just not for me, it seems."
"Hm," Tanek said thoughtfully. "What would you say if I told you Margrave Brodie has got Jocelyn VonTesmar at his villa and she's fucking her way through the Directorate Ministry as we speak?"
Trask sipped his wine and looked at Tanek coolly. "I'd say you were full of it."
Tanek grinned, puffed on his cigar and sent Trask a few telepathic pictures of what was going on at Brodie's.
Trask's eyes widened.
"Want in on her, Admiral? Especially since Alena's being a bitch?"
Dahren Trask grinned. "Hell yes."
"I'll let Brodie know you're – ahem – coming," Tanek said as Admiral Trask made his way to the exit.
Tanek put out his cigar in an ashtray and set his glass down on the bar. Then he headed back towards the corridor, to find Alena.
* * * *
She wasn't there but Tanek hadn't really expected her to hang around. He cast about lightly with his psionics, locating her unique psychic signature in one of the antechambers nearby. Annoyed that she'd found someone else already, Tanek headed off in her direction.
Several smaller hallways lead off from the central area, to the antechambers, which were private sitting rooms designed for quiet talks, brandy and cigars or small meetings. They were, of course, primarily used for sexual assignations during formal events like the State Ball.
Tanek knew them well. He quickly made his way through the labyrinth of corridors to the 'Sardonyx Room'. Stepping silently through the dark wood paneled door, he paused in the dim alcove that provided the entrance way and gazed into the room.
Several people were in here, the light was ruddy and low, provided only by rust colored sconces in the top corners of the room. He could see two men and three women. A gorgeous redhead was bent over the solid rusty brown sardonyx conference table, her hands bound behind her back by what looked like the sleeves of her emerald green gown. The gown was shoved up over her ample hips and down around her waist, baring her soft, round breasts and smooth ass to the large dark haired man who was reaming her from behind, one hand on the center of her back, pressing her down into the table, the other on her hip, holding her in place as he fucked her. She moaned with each thrust, her body shuddering as she squirmed under him.
The second woman was also bound by scraps torn from her sapphire gown, on her knees in front of a younger man with lighter hair, clad in the charcoal grey of the non commissioned ranks. He had his hands wound in her bright blonde hair as she sucked his cock, groaning with pleasure as she did so. The third woman, her dark hair falling over her bare shoulders, was on her hands and knees behind the blonde, her face in the blond woman's pussy, licking and sucking her as she moaned. Her hand was in her own pussy, plunging in and out hard and fast.
Tanek groaned softly, watching. He was getting hard and he wondered if the dark haired woman was Alena. He looked at her. No, he didn't think her breasts were large enough.
He heard a soft gasp very close by.
Looking, he saw Alena.
She was hidden in the shadows near the alcove he stood in, watching this scene as well, from behind a large figurine. She was leaning heavily on the wall, peeking out between the figurine's crooked elbow and the paneling. One hand was inside her bodice, massaging her breast, and the other was pressing against the front of her gown, rubbing between her legs. Tanek grinned evilly and stepped over to her, his movement silent on the carpeted floor. Coming up behind her, he leaned down and began nuzzling her neck, at the same time, wrapping his arms around her waist. She stiffened immediately but made no noise.
Tanek sucked on her earlobe, then whispered, "Come with me."
Alena let him pull her back, through the door, silently, and into the hallway outside. The door closed and he pushed her up against the wall, kissing her. She moaned and kissed him back, at the same time pushing at him as though she wanted him to let her go.
He grabbed her hands and held them at her sides. 'Am I going to have to tie you up, like those women in there?' he 'pathed at her sharply. 
His tongue plunged in and out of her mouth aggressively and she kissed him back with equal hostility. Her mental silence made him chuckle even as he pillaged her mouth with his. 'I think you want me to.'
Groaning, Alena yanked her mouth away from his. "That's the only way you'll fuck me, you bastard," she growled.
Tanek grinned. "Excellent. I enjoy a challenge."
He yanked her to him and dragging her along, shoved her through the doorway to the nearest room. The door slammed behind them.
Alena tore herself away from him and backed up. She glared at him as he stood there, arrogantly casual, sizing her up.
Alena was not a weakling, by any means. She certainly wasn't going to let anyone take advantage of her if she didn't want them to.
She sized Tanek up at the same time. He was much better looking than Darion Tarrant and even though she didn't like him, she'd fucked him for fun. Tanek was her age, arrogant, noble and full of himself. But he was athletic, virile and very sexy. Arrogance turned her on big time, which was why she had fucked Tarrant and Philo Brodie and several other bastards on the council. Tanek was grinning at her, just aching to get his hands on her. She knew what he wanted and how he wanted it.
In order for her to have the most fun with him, she was going to have to let him take her. She smiled to herself.
Good, she wanted a workout.
"I don't think you can handle me, Janassi," she said in a deliberately mocking voice.
Tanek's eyes narrowed just a bit. "Are you challenging me?" he said evenly.
He wasn't sure if she was taunting him or if she really did want to fight rather than fuck. Her skill with a sword was legendary and he'd heard she was also very good in hand to hand combat. She wouldn't let him take her if she didn't want him to. However, he wasn't going to let some girl beat him in a fight. Even if she was good. He was just as good as she was with a sword and he didn't mind a struggle.
It would be more fun to rip that dress off her, anyway.
Alena grinned at his hesitation. "Yes."
Tanek snorted and came closer to her. He reached out and ran a finger over the exposed skin above the neckline of her gown. He felt her shiver and looked into her face. She was slightly flushed and her breathing was quickening. Her emerald eyes were glittering and dark with what could only be repressed lust. He could smell the unmistakable musky scent of female excitement mixed with the opiate of her spicy perfume and the warmth of her hair and skin. She wanted him, it was clear.
"You like it rough, Alena?" he purred, running his hands over her breasts and down to her waist. She looked at him with a thin, mocking smile on her full, dark red lips.
"I doubt you can come close to what I like, Janassi," she said derisively.
Tanek's eyes narrowed. He grabbed her by the chin and slammed his mouth down on hers, kissing her severely. She gasped and shoved him away from her.
He snarled and grabbed her, throwing her down on the parlor's couch, coming down on top of her. She growled, connecting her palm with the side of his face.
They struggled together as he tore at the top of her gown and she brought her knee up between his legs, solidly but at the same time careful not to cause any lasting hurt.
He grunted, snarling, coming down on her mouth again, pressing his hands into her forearms, pinning her to the sofa.
Alena moaned, struggling, arcing her back, pressing her breasts against his chest, thrusting her tongue into his mouth as he kissed her possessively. Parting her legs forcefully with his knee, he slid between them and began grinding his hips against hers. She responded by thrusting against him, moaning.
He moved a hand from her arm to her breast and, pulling down the silk that barely covered it, cupped it in his hand and began to squeeze it, pulling and twisting her nipple. She gasped, which then turned into a deep, lasting groan of intense pleasure, writhing under him. With a wicked grin, he left her lips and took her stiffened, erect nipple into his mouth, sucking it, then nipping it sharply. Alena cried out, arching her back even more, pushing her breast into his mouth. He laughed deeply, the sound vibrating against her skin. Yanking down the rest of her bodice, exposing her second full, round breast, Tanek moved to that one, nipping and sucking her nipples and the tender skin around them, twisting and teasing the nipple he wasn't biting and relishing the sounds that he was able to get Alena to make. She seemed to have forgotten about fighting with him entirely, as she squirmed and undulated beneath him.
"Mmmm…" Alena breathed, her voice low and breathy, "Yes … oh yes … suck my tits, Tanek…"
He tweaked a nipple, hard. She gasped sharply.
"Yes!" she gasped, "Again!"
Tanek grinned, twisting it very hard. She cried out.
He lifted his head and watched her a moment. She was shuddering a bit as she slumped into the sofa. Her large eyes were dark. Admiring her breasts, which were nicely big but not overly so, her large, rosy nipples an angry red from his abuse and sucking of them, Tanek smiled wickedly. She blinked at him, breathing hard.
"So, you like it when I hurt you, do you?"
Alena drew in her breath and nodded. 
He got up then. She could see how aroused he was. Her knee to the balls hadn't hurt him at all, apparently. She watched him, curious to see what he would do next. Her nipples still tingled where he'd bitten and twisted them. She was edgy, anxious, and tense with sexual energy that had yet to be released. She sat up slightly, lounging in a deliberately seductive way on the sofa.
"You need to be fucked, don't you, Alena?"
Alena smiled. "Yes, I do," she said, "and I've decided, since no one else is available, I'll have to settle for you."
He snorted. "Oh is that right? 'Settle' is it?"
His eyes narrowed.
Leaning over, he grabbed a handful of her dress and tore it from her body. She gasped in stunned surprise and he grabbed her, yanking her up from the sofa.
"You've been toying with me all night, Alena," he growled as he threw her across the back of a chair, tearing away the thin black panties she was wearing.
"No one 'settles' for Tanek Janassi!"
He buried his left hand in her dark wine-black hair, tightening his fingers to her groan of pain and pleasure and yanking her head back.
"Not even-" he unfastened the front of his pants, freeing his thick, iron-hard erection, "Alena Varian!"
Ramming his cock into her very wet and tender pussy, Tanek grunted with satisfaction as he seated himself deep inside her and she moaned loudly.
"Like that, bitch?" he growled in her ear, leaning close as he pulled her head back.
She hissed at him as he did, so he nipped her earlobe.
He pulled back and then rammed deep into her again, feeling her body squeezing him as she groaned again.
"You're nice and tight. You feel better than Jocelyn, and that's saying something."
Alena groaned again as he pulled back and then hilted himself in her a third time. "You're a bastard, Janassi," she managed.
"I know."
He drew himself back, then slammed into her, harder than before and began pumping her, solid, hard but not too fast.
Alena groaned loudly, pushing against him, driving him deep, and sending shooting bolts of electricity through her with each penetrating thrust. Her body shook, her breasts bouncing, Tanek's hand yanking on her hair, his other on her hip, fingers digging into her flesh.
She pushed a hand under her hip, down between her legs, her fingers finding her swollen clit and wet pussy. She rubbed her flesh, exploring, rolling her clit between her fingers. 
"That's it, Alena," he purred, feeling her fingers brush against him as she pleasured herself. "Make yourself come."
Alena groaned, wriggling as warmth, then searing heat began to radiate from within her, where Tanek was banging her, from her clit, her breasts, shattering her control, ripping a scream out of her.
Tanek laughed, quickening his strokes.
Alena screamed again, shoving her ass against his hips, shuddering as another orgasm hit her.
"Fuck me Tanek!" she growled, writhing, "Hard! Fuck me hard!"
He yanked on her hair, pounding her faster. "Yeah, that's it, bitch…" he grunted as he jackhammered her body with his cock, "Good girl…"
Alena screamed, spasming, coming again and again. Tanek grunted, gripping her so hard she screamed from the pain and with a loud cry, came inside her.
Alena groaned, feeling his cock spasm and pump her full of his come, pushing her ass up against him, wrapping her fingers around his cock and holding him deep inside her body. "Oh yes, Tanek…" she moaned softly, relishing every sensation he was creating inside her. "Yes…"
Tanek finally stopped coming and slumped over her, letting go of her hair. They stood that way a moment, then Tanek straightened up. He pulled out of her, smiling at her soft whimper, then wrapped his hand around her waist and pulled her up, turning her towards him as he did.
"That was the best fuck I've had in a long time," Alena gasped.
Before she could say anything else, Tanek covered her mouth with his in a deep, long kiss that left her breathless.
"See," he said, "I told you you'd like me when I was finished with you."
Alena looked at him.
She sighed then.
"Tanek," she said softly, "you're an arrogant son of a bitch."
He grinned.
"But I like you. I was lying when I said I didn't."
He chuckled. "I thought so."
He ran a hand over her breasts which were still reddened where he'd pinched and bit them. "You're a damn fine fuck."
Alena laughed. "Thanks. So are you."
"Ahem," said a third voice.
Tanek and Alena turned.
Standing in a dim corner, near the door, was Philo Brodie, leaning against the wall, a glass in his hand. He was smiling lasciviously at both of them. "Damn fine show. Both of you," he said in a roughened voice.
Tanek adjusted his clothing, while Alena considered Brodie. "How much did you watch?" she asked.
"I came in while he was banging the hell out of you on the chair there," Philo said, sipping his drink. "You were both far too preoccupied to notice me. I particularly liked the way your tits bounce when you're being fucked from behind."
"Why didn't you join us then?" Tanek asked.
Philo grinned. "You were both pretty far gone. I thought I'd wait for round two.
After all, I just fucked Jocelyn VonTesmar three times tonight, before her husband finally caught all of us, that is."
Tanek dropped languidly onto the sofa as Alena picked up the remnants of her gown. "So, how did he take it?"
"Asher?" Philo said, sitting down in the chair Alena and Tanek had just abandoned. "Well, he wanted in, of course. I think he's still down there. Got Jocelyn and Regina together, actually. They'll be good friends after this."
"I'll pay for that," Tanek said as Alena held up the torn gown with a smirk.
"You'd better." She threw the gown at him.
Brodie had picked up a black scrap of silk from the floor, grinning. He sniffed them and his grin widened. "Better pay for these as well."
Alena looked at Brodie. "Like that?" she teased, "Want to add them to your collection?"
Brodie chuckled, reaching out to grab Alena about the waist and pull her into his lap. "I already have several pairs of yours, my dear," he purred, nuzzling her neck and ear, his free hand snaking into her lap and finding her pussy. She stiffened as he poked a finger down, between her legs and inside her, quickly adding two more, which he began to pump in and out of her.
She groaned, wiggling her ass in his lap. "Mmmm…"
"Still hot?" he muttered as Alena arched her back, thrusting her full breasts up, pointing their suddenly hard and erect nipples to the ceiling.
Tanek watched with interest, a wicked smile barely curving the corners of his mouth.
Brodie worked his hand against her, grinning as he lowered his mouth to a breast, sucking her nipple into his mouth and pulling hard on her as she squealed, squirming in his lap. She could feel the hard bulk of his erection under her butt as she wriggled under his expert attention. He knew what to do to get her to come hard and fast. His thumb rubbed against her clit, hard then soft, then hard again, as his fingers moved inside her body, plunging in then out. Rising spirals of pleasure began to fill her as heat rushed from deep inside to the tips of her fingers and toes.
She screamed, shuddering as she came, accompanied by the appreciative chuckles of both Brodie and Tanek.
When her body finally stopped quaking, she slumped into Brodie's lap, panting.
"Nice, Alena," Brodie said, "Very nice. Lovely." He offered her the glass he'd been holding. She took a long drink. "Alena is beautiful in the midst of orgasm, isn't she, Tanek?"
Tanek, who had been staring at her in fascination, nodded. "I hadn't paid attention to her before."
"Who could blame you?" Brodie said, grinning.
Alena smiled. "We were having far too much fun." She kissed Brodie. "Not many are a connoisseur of the art of female orgasm as you are, Philo."
Brodie chuckled, shifting about in the chair, jostling Alena, who gave a rare, sultry giggle. "Now, let's get down to business." He glanced at Tanek, "Want to share, or just watch this time?"
Alena shivered. "I haven't had two men at the same time in a long time," she said with a smile. "Feel up to it again, Tanek?"
Tanek grinned. "Sure. Why the hell not?"
Alena kissed Brodie, handed him back the glass and rose.
She walked over to Tanek, took his hands and stood him up. "This time, I think we can be a little more friendly," she said, kissing his cheek.
"I suppose so," Tanek said with a smirk. "Though I love fighting with you.
You're a hell of a lot of fun."
Alena laughed.
"Mind you, I'd hate to be on the receiving end of your true anger."
Alena smirked back at him. She reached down and rubbed his cock through his pants. "Same with me, though there are other things of yours I love being on the receiving end of…"
Brodie set his glass on the side table, getting up.
He walked up behind Alena as they spoke.
"Enough talk. You and Janassi can get to know each other later."
He ran his hand over her smooth, rounded butt, sliding his fingers down between her buttocks, poking gently at the entrance to her ass. She moaned softly, pushing her butt up against his hand.
Tanek lifted her chin in one hand, kissing her, much more gently now, as he ran his hand over her breasts, squeezing and massaging them, tugging at her nipples, burying his tongue in the depths of her mouth.
Alena's hands continued to caress the rapidly hardening bulge in the front of his pants. After a few moments of this, she passed her fingers over the fastenings and they fell open. She plunged her hand inside, enjoying the shiver that ran through Tanek's body as her fingers found him, drawing his cock from the front of his pants and wrapping her hand around him, beginning to slide up and down his length. He groaned, pulling his mouth from hers.
Brodie, one hand flat on the silky flesh of her buttock, the other exploring the depths of her ass, leaned over to nibble her earlobe. "I'd like to see you suck Tanek's cock, Alena," he said softly, "While I fuck your ass."
Alena shivered and nodded, kneeling in front of Tanek, who groaned an affirmative as she began kissing the satiny, rippled flesh in her hands.
"Mmmm…" she murmured against him, "Very nice. I like thick, strong cocks.
No wonder you felt so good inside me."
Tanek grunted, moaning loudly as she slid her lips over the head of his shaft, sucking the smooth, large nub with loud slurping noises. He looked down at her, Alena's large, darkly smoldering emerald eyes half-open, framed by thick, dark lashes, gazing up at him, her lush, deep-red lips wrapped around his member, sliding slowly up and down it, wetly.
Brodie had knelt behind Alena, took out his own thick cock and was preparing to slide it into her upraised ass. As he penetrated her, she gasped loudly, then moaned, slurping Tanek noisily. Brodie chuckled softly and began to slide in and out of her, slowly at first as she adjusted to his girth. Alena groaned then, a shiver going through her.
Tanek shuddered, burying his fingers in her hair and thrusting in and out of her mouth as she sucked him. Behind her, Brodie worked her ass, moving a bit faster as she squirmed, rocking her hips against him, moaning through her considerable mouthful. The three of them began to move in concert as Tanek fucked Alena's mouth, and Brodie, her ass. The sounds of grunting, moaning and slurping filled the small parlor. Alena's body shuddered under the power of the thrusts of both men, shaking her tits, jigging her ass, forcing her body to start orgasming again, sending waves of pleasure through her that burned her already heated and highly sensitive skin with shocks of electricity.
She began screaming, Tanek began growling, and Brodie began to grunt with exertion. Tanek came next, spilling himself in Alena's mouth. She sucked him hard as he throbbed, swallowing all the thick, rich fluid of his come, until he was quite finished. She continued to suckle and lick him until he pushed away, shivering. Brodie came next, making Alena scream and shudder again from the exquisite feel of his pulsating cock in her very sensitive ass. He pulled himself out finally, dropping into the chair in exhaustion.
Alena fell back onto the floor on her back, moaning as she finished her climax, then lay there, catching her shaking breath.
Tanek was slumped back on the sofa, smiling in a completely satiated way.
The only sound in the room for a while was their labored breathing.
Then finally, Alena said, "Damn. That was fantastic."
Tanek chuckled and Brodie said, "Thanks. You always are."
Alena laughed.



THE ROAD TO SHADOW GLEN


Since Aurora's employer was traveling, she decided to use the time to take a short trip inland. In the nearby foothills was an artistic village she had heard about called Shadow Glen. It was about two days walk from her seaside city of Silver Harbor, though only a few hours ride. However, all the Master's horses were unavailable, so she had no choice but to walk.
Taking her sketchbook, a small pack, some camping equipment and food, she put on a sturdy, well-fitted navy blue walking dress, a dark cloak, picked up her cedar wood staff, and set out towards Shadow Glen.
On the way out of town, she passed a merchant's wagon coming into Silver Harbor from the northeastern road. The merchant, a local whom her employer occasionally did business with, smiled at her as she passed his cart.
His gaze moved over her figure quickly, lingering a bit longer on her ample, but well covered chest, before resting on her face. "Where are you headed?" he asked politely, noting the staff and traveling pack.
"Shadow Glen, for the art festival."
He nodded. "Oh yes, it's due to start in a few days, isn't it?"
She smiled. "I'm hoping to talk to some artists and make some friends."
He chuckled, as his gaze drifted slowly back down to her chest. "I'm sure you'll have no trouble." It was the most dressed he'd seen the housemaid in a while.
"Just be careful. With the festival, bandits are sure to be prowling the roadway, looking for the unwary."
She nodded. "I will. I don't think they will bother with me. I have little money or jewelry to steal."
He nodded. "Just be careful. Don't travel at night, stay in an inn."
"I will."
"Good luck." He snapped his crop, and headed his wagon into the city.
Aurora began walking. For the first few hours, she passed many different people on the road, chatted with some and flirted with others. It was all very pleasant.
After a while, the traffic thinned out, and as the day went on, eventually became nothing. As she turned onto the road leading to Shadow Glen, it was late afternoon.
The road led into the forest, and Aurora knew she should be stopping soon. The next inn she came upon, she would stop at. The only thing was, she didn't see any more inns, and wondered if there were any on this road.
The light was fading, and she began to wonder if she would have to camp instead. 
She continued to walk into the forest, following the road, and looking for a good place to camp, as night fell. She lit a small lamp she carried with her, and continued on.
After a while, she began to get the feeling she was being followed. She continued to walk, glancing around her occasionally. She pulled her hood up over her head, and walked faster.
She had quickened her step, but wasn't watching where she was going, and tripped over a rut in the road. The lamp slid out of her hands and crashed to the ground. The flame went out and she was plunged into darkness.
A hand came down heavily on her shoulder, turning her around. Startled, she screamed.
There was a chuckle, and a dim light appeared from nowhere.
"She's alone," a voice said, and she was pushed roughly towards the light.
It moved up to illuminate a man's face, an unshaven, rough-looking face. He grinned, holding his lamp to the side, to shine on her as she stumbled towards him.
"It's not very safe on this road at night," the man said. "Especially for someone alone."
"There aren't any inns on this road," Aurora said, looking around her nervously.
There were at least two other men, or shadows, surrounding her. The man behind her, the one with the lamp, and someone else.
"Actually, there is one. Just up a ways," the lamp holder said. "But you're not going to reach it. At least, not yet."
"You're going to rob me?" she asked simply. "If so, you're out of luck. What money I have isn't much, and probably wouldn't be worth taking, neither is my jewelry. Unless you want my camping supplies or my sketchbook and clothes, there isn't much for you to take, or sell."
The lamp holder seemed to be in charge, and he grinned at her. "How much money do you got?"
Aurora shrugged. "Ten copper coins and two silver ones."
The lamp holder jerked his head, and Aurora was grabbed from behind again, relieved of her pack, staff and book, which vanished into the darkness. She tried to see what became of them, but she could only see the third shadowy figure move a little and figured he must have taken them. Presumably to search.
The leader stepped forward, shining his light on her better. The man behind her kept a tight hold on her arms as the man peered into her face. He wasn't bad looking at all, she decided, and so far, he'd been relatively decent with her, for a criminal anyway. He grinned, looking her over.
"She's right," a new voice said from the dark. "Just trinkets and change.
Although that silver pendant she's got on looks like it might be worth something."
There was a dull thud as he tossed her possessions on the ground. "Appears to be some kind of domestic servant."
The leader smiled. "We won't take your stuff."
Aurora smiled back, relieved. "Thank you."
"However," the leader said, reaching out a leather gloved hand to touch her cheek, "I hate going away empty handed, so to speak." His eyes flickered over her face, as his hand moved down to push her cloak aside. His gaze followed the path of his hand as it grazed her shoulder and moved over her chest. She automatically stiffened as his fingers brushed her nipple, and traveled down to cup her full breast.
"I think we should have a little fun, then you can go on to your inn."
Aurora swallowed nervously. "And if I don't want to?"
His hand tightened around her breast slightly, and he began to knead it. "You don't have a choice."
She bit down a groan. What he was doing felt very good, and a twinge of frightened excitement went through her. She squirmed a bit, and the hold on her tightened. She felt breath on the side of her head, and then lips on her ear.
The leader chuckled. Handing the lamp to the third man, he cupped her other breast, squeezed them both, and said, "let's get her back to camp first."
The man behind her nibbled her ear, then grunted an affirmative. She was picked up, slung over his shoulder, and carried into the trees, the other two following.
* * * *
The bandits camp was small, well-hidden in a shallow cave. The third man stoked up the dormant campfire just enough so that the cave was lit with dim, dancing shadows.
Aurora wasn't set down until her abductor reached the back of the cave. She was able to get a look at him, finally.
He was huge, with a bearish build and appearance. He grinned at her, and reached out grope her as he removed her cloak. "She's got huge tits," he growled, tugging at the front of her dress. She tried to push his hands away, but wasn't very successful. Instead, she heard a tearing sound as the laces of her bodice began to give way. The giant stepped closer to her and yanked harder, still grinning. She lifted her hands to attempt to cover herself.
The leader of the men watched as his fellow tore open her bodice, and chuckled as her breasts were finally exposed, tumbling soft, large and round, from the front of her once sturdy, modest traveling dress.
"Ancestors," muttered the third man. "Look at that." He walked over, reached out and grabbed Aurora's left breast, flicked his finger over her rapidly hardening nipple, squeezed her, and yanked her towards him, mashing his lips against hers.
The large man grabbed her other breast, tweaking the nipple, and as his companion was thrusting his tongue down her throat, he knelt and caught the huge, dark nipple in his teeth, and began biting and sucking her.
She gasped, groaning as flashes of lightning like pleasure and fear shot through her body. These men were harsh on her tender breasts, but the pain only seemed to make it more erotic, and she felt the thin panties she wore become wetter, until her own hot juices were running down her legs beneath the long, concealing fullness of her skirt. Opening her eyes, she saw the handsome leader leaning against the wall in the half-light, watching, grinning, a large bulge indicating his extreme interest in the scene before him.
She squirmed, her eyes having trouble focusing as the giant slid a hand under her skirt, and slowly up her leg, as he continued to suck and bite her nipple. The other man's probing kisses had now worked their way to her ear, where he nibbled and sucked her earlobe, and he began to whisper, his rasping, hissing voice telling her in detail what he planned to do with her, as well as what he wanted to see the others do to her.
"She's wet," the giant said, laughing softly. "She's hot and really wet."
He tore her panties off her and began exploring her pussy with his large, thick fingers. She gasped, moaning, and he chuckled, sucking deeply on as much of her breast as he could fit in his mouth. She cried out, squirming, her back against the wall of the cavern. The third man chuckled, hissing, "you little slut. You like this, do you?"
She groaned softly, shaking her head.
The giant suddenly shoved three thick, meaty fingers into her, and she screamed.
Laughter filled the cavern, as her body began to shudder with each hard thrust of the large man's hand. He added another finger, and she cried out again. He laughed, bit her tit, and added his thumb.
"Get her down on the ground," the leader said suddenly, "and get that damn dress off her." He approached them as they dragged her to the floor, drawing a short knife.
Both men held Aurora down as the leader cut away the rest of her gown, leaving her in little more than navy blue shreds of material that covered nothing. The large man continued to shove his hand in and out of her soaking pussy as she screamed, struggling, and the third man moved his mouth to tug hard on her breasts, alternating each shuddering globe, and sucking both nipples at the same time.
She arched her back, mashing her tits into his face, moaning, burying her hands in his hair, as the giant bent his head to suckle her engorged clit. His teeth grazed it, and Aurora screamed, a powerful, involuntary shudder ripping through her hot, sweaty naked body. A gush of hot, slick liquid flowed out of her, to a deep throated chuckle from the leader, who bent to kneel beside her, watching, making sure she saw him watching.
"You're very lovely when you come," he said, grinning, "I'll bet you're really popular at home. You enjoy fucking a little too much to be new at it."
Aurora groaned softly. "I want to suck your cock, please," she whispered,
"you're driving me crazy looking at me and not touching me." She stiffened and moaned. "I need to be fucked. Badly."
He laughed. "You're a little whore, aren't you?"
She shook her head. "No. But I still need to be fucked."
He laughed, and began to unfasten his pants. "Suck me then, my lady. But be sure you do it well, or I may have to punish you."
She opened her mouth, licking her lips as one head bobbed over her huge, quivering tits, and the other between her legs. He pulled out a thick, dark shaft, damp already, and hard as a rock, and shoved it into her mouth.
Moaning, she immediately set to work, licking, sucking and pulling on him with her mouth and teeth. She sucked as hard as she could, and he groaned loudly, beginning to piston himself in and out of her hot mouth. She pulled him in deeper with each thrust, grunting a bit, looking up at him, watching the expression on his face and smiling when she could. As he pulled out, she smiled and whispered, "I like that. Are you going to come in my mouth, or my pussy?"
He laughed, grabbed his compatriots, pulled them off her, and grabbed her.
Pulling her with him, he rolled onto his back, crushed her to his chest, and said,
"you're going to get all three of us at the same time, lady."
He grabbed her hips, and thrust himself inside her, relishing her startled gasp, which faded into a low moan.
She felt herself pulled up, and something pushing between her buttocks.
Looking over her shoulder, she saw the third man straddling the two of them, grunting as he pushed his own longer cock into her ass, causing her to groan at the sensation.
"Oh gods," she whispered. "I'm so full." She slumped forward a bit, looking into the face of the leader. He grunted, beginning to pump, as the man behind also began thrusting.
She shuddered again, feeling the sensations of pounding, thrusting shafts pistoning in and out of her body, her breasts swinging and quivering, rubbing erotically against the tunic of the man beneath her.
Her head thrust back, and her lips fell open, only to receive a thick, pulsating shaft, salty and slick, tasting vaguely of her own juices. She opened her eyes slightly to see the giant, kneeling to one side of them, holding his member in one hand, hips working to plunge it in and out of her mouth.
Moaning loudly, she sucked him, enjoying the groan of satisfaction that came from him.
The three of them slammed into her, harder and faster, until, one by one, they came in loud yells and groans of pleasure. 
Aurora sucked every last bit of come from the giant, and suckled him until he was so dry he had to pull himself away, accompanied by a sad little moan from her. She licked her lips slowly and smiled.
The third man pulled himself out just in time to cover her round, soft backside with hot white come, rubbing it into her skin with his cock as she moaned softly, wiggling her butt.
The leader slammed her so hard and went so deep that she cried out when he did, squeezing him tightly with her body until every last bit of liquid was milked from his softening shaft, still trapped deep inside her pussy.
She collapsed atop him, moaning softly.
After a while, he chuckled.
"Damn. That was worth it, I think," he muttered. "Though I don't think I want to let you go, just yet."
He rolled her off him, and withdrew. She looked up at him, weak and still panting slightly. "Oh?"
He grinned. "You're a pretty good little fuck, lady. I think we'll keep you around for a while."
Aurora blinked. "As a prisoner?"
He grinned and nodded. "Yup. If your employer takes advantage of these skills, I'd think he'd pay a bit to get you back, don't you think?"
Aurora moaned softly and nodded. "He would. I hope."
The leader ordered his clothes and stood up. "Tie her up, then. Make sure she can't get away." He picked up what was left of her dress and tossed it into the fire as the giant secured a rope around her wrists and bound her ankles.
The big guy grinned at her. "You suck nice, lady," he said, kissing her forehead.
"Real good."
Aurora smiled and flushed. She couldn't help it, she liked compliments. "Thank you."



BEHIND ENEMY LINES


Warmth trickled down over her nose, her cheeks, her icy, numbed lips, her aching forehead.
Salt liquid touched her tongue and she groaned.
Blood.
She opened her eyes slowly … gray … misty gray…
She groaned again, blinking, trying to move. Pain shot through her shoulders and she remembered the harness restraining her.
Light began to seep through the gray and she felt a faint stab of relief, blinking harder.
Ancestors … I'm alive. Thank the Ancestors, I'm alive.
After that crash, Talara knew she was lucky.
Colors began to make their presence known and she shifted a bit, checking her slowly awakening body, hoping everything was still intact.
Her vision swam slowly into focus and she drew in a deep, grateful breath of crisp, clean, cool air. She could make out the instrument panel of her fighter, the lights flashing red and blue and green in her eyes. She reached up, watching her red and black sheathed arm rise in front of her, to brush at the source of the blood still trickling down her cheek and into her mouth. A sharp pain assailed her as she touched the hairline of her scalp and she winced, pulling the flight-helmet off her head.
"Medic…" she groaned, her voice rough, "physical assessment."
She slowly dropped the helmet on the floor of the cockpit by her feet and popped the restraints binding her into the form-fitting pilot's couch. As far as she could tell, she wasn't badly hurt.
"Commander Ransom, you have a minor abrasion on your right temple, accompanied by light bruising. Other than minor bruising, no other injuries have been detected."
"So my brain is alright? Why did I have trouble getting my sight back?"
"Crash chemical sedation, released into the cockpit upon impending impact, to reduce the amount of injuries to the pilot," the computer replied. "A common side effect is temporary blindness."
Talara grumbled under her breath. "Okay. I think I recall something about that."
She looked up, through the transparent cockpit canopy.
Outside the ship, it was green, leafy, foresty.
"Where the hell am I?" she muttered.
"Aquila," the computer said. "Eliynar Forest." 
She sighed. "Aquila. Damn. I was hoping we'd at least made it into hyperspace before I lost consciousness."
She rubbed her forehead, opening the emergency medical compartment and withdrawing healing compounds and compresses.
"Are the Rysusi still in orbit?"
"No," the computer said. "Current data suggests they entered Jump space approximately fifty-two minutes prior to your awakening, Commander."
"How about the Directorate?" she said, applying the healing compound to her head.
"No. They entered hyperspace at approximately the same time."
"They think I'm dead, don't they?"
"I cannot answer that, Commander."
She snorted, pressing an elastic compress on the lesion and opening a packet of antiseptic cleaning pads. "Probably best. For me, anyway. For now. I'd not want to run across a Rysusi search party or something."
Flipping out a small metal mirror, Talara cleaned up the blood on her face and examined her handiwork, adjusting the compress slightly. All things considered, she thought she looked rather well. There was only a little blood matting her silvery-black hematite colored hair and she smiled.
"Are there any life-signs nearby? Natives, hopefully?"
She ran a computer check on the integrity of the craft. It wouldn't do to be trapped inside if the ship wasn't space-worthy or even flight-worthy. And indeed, it certainly wouldn't be going anywhere any time soon. The hydraulics, though, were in decent shape.
"Commander, there appear to be life-signs approximately a mile away, an indeterminate number of them, indistinct."
"Indistinct? How?"
"Damage to computer systems may be responsible for reading error."
Talara sighed. "Okay. Well, perhaps they are friendlies. Aquilans, hopefully."
She leaned back in her chair for a long moment. "It looks like I'm going to need some kind of way off this rock, since the damage to the ship isn't within my abilities to repair."
"No, it is not."
"Activate the distress signal and scramble it if you can. I'll take my tracker and see if I can locate a friendly somewhere out here. If you get a reply, clik me."
"Yes, Commander."
Talara rummaged around in the supply pods a moment and brought out an ammo case, her service pistol and her tracker. She attached these to her equipment belt and flipped open an armory pod. From that, she got a personal signal scrambler, to prevent any hostiles from picking up her life-signal, a small battery cell and her electro-energy whip.
Aquila was currently possessed by the infamous Rysusi Legion, though it hadn't always been so. So she was behind enemy lines. Thus the vicious, barbed, Janassi-built weapon. It only helped that it was one of Talara's personal favorites.
From the last pod, she pulled a survival pack, checked it and added additional rations as well as an extra empty bottle and water purification strips.
Looking herself over, she made sure her flight-suit seal was still completely intact, which it was, the suit slicking over her lithe body like a second skin.
"Okay. I'm going reconnaissance, but I'll check in every half-hour. If I don't check in, step up the emergency signal and at the very least locate me."
"Yes, Commander."
Talara triggered the hydraulic catch to the cockpit canopy and it popped open quietly in the stillness of the forest.
Slightly damp, cool green air rushed in around her and she took a deep breath and pushed the canopy open, standing slowly, a little unsteadily. She climbed out and found her footing on the grass-covered ground after a moment.
Leaning against the ship, Talara assessed her surroundings.
The ship crashed in the deepest forest Talara had ever been in, including those of her heavily forested homeworld, Diranda. It wasn't so much dark as it was green, extremely green, the light taking on a green tone, the ground covered with jade green grass, emerald moss, tiny green plants and clover, so much so that there wasn't a rock that wasn't green with moss, nor even the hint of brown dirt beneath the constant green. The bark of the trees were even a deep, brownish green, intensified by the vines and mosses growing on them.
Talara got out her tracker, activated it and began walking. There was a source of fresh water not far down the small hill she found herself on, so that was where she decided to go, at least to start with. She set the tracker to locate life-signs in the background, hoping that it would give her a little more to go on than the ship-board computer had.
The sound of running water relaxed her, the closer she got to it and as she made her way down the slight rise to the creekbed below, she smiled. It didn't look like there was anyone nearby, she was relieved to be alive and felt certain that no matter what happened here on Aquila, she'd make it out okay.
The creek was clear, sparkling water playing lightly over smooth, gently shaded gray, white and black stones scattered along the bottom of it.
Kneeling, Talara unslung her pack and got out the bottle and the purification slips. Curling the wafer-thin white square into a small straw, she poked it into the canteen bottle and pushed it into the water, watching serenely as the stream filled it. 
The tracker, clipped to her belt, gave a soft hum. Talara glanced at it.
Life sign. One. Undetermined.
She frowned.
Twenty-five yards directly to the east.
Carefully, slowly, she turned her attention back to the bottle, capped it, shook it.
Talara watched the purification slip dissolve in the water. Shook it again. White bubbles filled the water.
Perhaps it was only the knowledge from the tracker that made Talara stiffen a bit, feeling as though she were being watched, perhaps it was an actual psionic reaction to the presence of someone unknown nearby.
She shook the bottle again.
Casting a carefully shielded telepathic net out around herself, Talara tried to determine more about her unseen companion.
The white bubbles dispersed into the crystal-clear water.
She opened it and took a sip.
A chill that had nothing to do with the temperature crept down her spine and she felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end.
That's not an Aquilan…
She took another sip of water, stiffening a bit more.
Ancestors…
"Dirandan. Woman. Pilot."
A low, wicked, masculine chuckle.
"Mmm. Love that. You must have been the crash we tracked an hour ago.
Excellent."
Talara took another sip of her water, not turning, not acknowledging.
Friggin' Rysusi!
The soft crunch of leaves, steady, getting louder as the chill increased.
"Pretty. Very pretty," that low, sensually wicked voice said, "It's been a long time since I've had a Dirandan."
Talara capped her bottle and clipped it to her belt. One hand found the handle of her whip and rising, she spun, pulling her psionic energy tightly around herself in a shield.
The tall, silver-haired Rysusi man halted in his tracks, a wide grin on his angelically handsome face.
Talara stared at him a very long moment, fingers tight around the handle of her whip, its three barbed tails sparking and snapping, writhing slightly as energy crackled and danced along their lengths.
He laughed slightly. "Ah, you want to fight first, is that it?" Crossing his arms over his chest, he regarded her with sardonic amusement in his jet black eyes. "I Tabitha Bradley Enticed! 
suppose I can be convinced to indulge a little, though you do realize you have no chance of winning against me."
Talara's own deep violet eyes narrowed and she snorted at him. "That's what you think, Rysusi. I just survived a crash that technically, I had no business surviving, with only a minor scratch. You won't find me an easy opponent."
His grin widened and Talara found herself shivering, though not entirely from instinctive fear. Something about this man was unnerving, unusual, completely unlike any other Rysusi she'd ever encountered. It conjured a strange heat within her, something that curled, hot and pulsing, deep within her body. She frowned.
"Do you have any idea who I am?"
Talara's frown deepened. What kind of answer was that, anyway? She stared at him harder and he laughed softly.
He wasn't wearing a Rysusi uniform, she suddenly realized.
No, he was dressed in what looked like a hodge-podge of Dirandan and Rysusi uniforms and Aquilan clothing. His tunic was a soft, deep orange color, a basic full-sleeved, open necked Aquilan design, complimenting the warm coppery color of his unusually tanned skin; she'd never seen a Rysusi who was tanned; beneath a clearly Dirandan jacket, an elegantly tailored sable-black Captain's coat trimmed in crimson, falling to mid-thigh. His pants were the only piece of Rysusi uniform that she could recognize, rust colored, tight to powerful thighs and legs, tucked into simple, mid-calf black leather boots that were Aquilan in design and laced with leather thongs.
He chuckled. "Still want to fight me, my sexy Dirandan pilot-woman? It seems we might be on the same side."
"I doubt I'd be on your side."
"Oh, I don't know. Your people abandoned you after the battle. Didn't even bother to send a search party after you."
"They probably thought I'd been killed in the fight."
He snorted. "Who won? I'm laying bets that the Rysusi Legion did."
"Don't you know?"
His grin faded. "Don't tell me you really don't know who I am."
Talara's fingers flexed on the handle of her whip. "No. As far as I know, you're the CO of the local Rysusi outpost with eclectic tastes in clothing, off-duty."
His lips twisted into a smirk. "You don't know very much about Rysusi culture, do you, Dirandan?"
She shrugged.
"Even in as remote a possession as Aquila, Directorate clothing is pushing the envelope in permitted attire, no matter how elegantly styled it is."
Talara stiffened. 
That blow to the head must have done a little more damage than the medic program detected.
The pieces suddenly clicked together…
This oddly dressed, silver-haired Rysusi malcontent in the remote back-woods of Aquila…
Aquila… 
Not too long ago, a major event occurred in Aquila-space between the Union and the Rysusi…
"You're Damon Ziomar, the Renegade!" she blurted. "You're supposed to be dead!"
Damon laughed. "As you said earlier, it takes a lot more than a crash to kill me."
Talara felt everything that was previously rock-solid inside her body turn to quivering jelly. The hand holding the whip trembled. She swallowed hard and fought that reaction back under her control. Deep amethyst eyes narrowed, turned to icy slits.
"You'd best back off then, Ziomar. I've got a tracker on me and once my ship's distress signal is detected, the Directorate will send a retrieval team to get me. If you want to live, you'd better get away from me."
Damon smiled. "I don't think so, little Dirandan. For one thing, Aquila is deep enough within Rysusi lines that the Directorate won't risk infiltrating for one pilot, and for another, as I'm sure you're already aware, this area is magnetically and magically shielded. Life signs won't properly register and I doubt your ship's beacon can penetrate the net we have set up around this area."
Talara just stared at him, a long, long moment.
"N-no…" she breathed, aghast.
Damon chuckled villainously. "Oh yes, little Dirandan. Face it, my pet, you've been abandoned. You're at my mercy."
Talara stumbled backwards, raising her whip. "Don't you come anywhere near me, Rysusi scum!" she snarled, "I swear, I'll attack."
Damon snorted. "Pet, if I wanted to, I could flatten you with less than a thought.
I don't want to. You're too pretty and your scent is devastatingly sexy. I haven't had a woman in months."
"I won't be your dinner, you sick bastard!"
Damon laughed deeply. "I wasn't thinking of blood, pet. I've got more than enough of that. No… I'm thinking of something much more fun than cocktails."
He took a step towards her, his deep, onyx eyes sliding slowly, sensuously over her figure.
She flushed slightly, realizing that the deep-red Directorate flight-skin left little to the imagination, designed as it was, to seal her into the ship's systems like another component of the ship itself. It was barely opaque, a fact she noticed Damon had realized now that he was closer to her, by the glint of light in his eyes as his gaze leveled on her full, round breasts. She swallowed hard, that curl of hot flame in her belly rising, little sparks of electricity making her twitch. Heat began to build between her legs and she forced herself not to take another step backwards, away from him.
"I won't have sex with you," she said in a low voice.
"Blunt, aren't you?" Damon said with a soft chuckle. "Mmm… I always have liked the Directorate flight-suits, particularly on such a delicious female as you."
"Talara," she said through gritted teeth. "My name is Talara."
He dragged his gaze up, grinning at her. "Lovely name. Very Dirandan. Suits you."
"If you're going to address me, I'd prefer you use my name rather than 'Dirandan'
or 'pet'. I really hate being spoken to like a slave."
Damon snickered. "Well…" He tilted his head to the side. "If I was still Legion, I'd probably already have subdued and collared you by now… but we'll play it your way. 'Talara' it is. For now." He winked. "You'll probably change your mind eventually. They always have in the past."
She swallowed hard then. "Your Dirandan slaves?"
Damon nodded, though his smile seemed to have become slightly chill. "Yes.
My slaves. I only took Dirandan slaves."
Talara looked at him a moment, trying to figure out that reaction. "Why?"
"Because Dirandans make the best slaves, of course. They're the smartest, the most attractive and the most fun to play with. They enjoy sex in a way no other slave race does. And I don't take slaves who hate sex. As a rule." Then he did frown, his eyes narrowing. "Rather, I didn't. Damn the fucking Legion to Androl."
Talara's eyes widened at the Dirandan curse and she shook her head slightly.
"Ancestors, you are the most contradictory Rysusi I have ever met."
Damon regarded her coolly. "I'm not your typical Rysusi. Why else do you think they kicked me out?"
"The way I heard it, you left on your own, after taking several followers with you."
He shrugged. "Who are you going to believe? Your Directorate press as well as the Legion's have a rather nasty habit of twisting the facts until there is very little left of the truth."
Talara lowered the whip, hooking it back onto her utility belt.
He watched her with interest.
She sighed a little, eyeing him warily. "I think you're right. I'm probably stuck here until I can figure a way to get home on my own."
Damon cocked an eyebrow at her. "I rarely lie, pet." 
She winced at the nickname, opening her mouth to protest but Damon reached out and put two warm fingers against her lips and she felt an electric jolt go through her at his touch. Her entire body stiffened and heat suffused her, enough to bring her nipples to hard little nubs beneath the skin-tight flight-suit. His gaze flickered down and then back to her face, with a wide, wicked grin. She flushed in embarrassment.
"Your body seems to have its' own opinion about me, pet," he purred, deliberately stressing the word and she groaned softly, twitching.
She raised a hand, to push his own away from her mouth. The moment her fingers made contact with his arm, another jolt of heat lanced through her and she groaned. Even so, she pushed his hand from her.
"Don't," she protested in a low groan, "don't do that to me."
He chuckled. "Pet, I'm not doing anything to you. It's your own body's reaction, trust me. You want me, your brain just hasn't registered it yet."
She shook her head. "No. You must be doing something to me. Rysusi always do nasty mind tricks on Dirandans to get them to do what they want. You already said you wanted to have sex with me, so you're making me believe I want it too."
Damon shrugged. "I'm not. There's no way I can make you believe me, Talara.
I do want you – very much. But I'm not doing any kind of magic or Rysusi hypnosis. Your body reacts because I am what I am… and because you find me seductive…" He grinned. "I'd like to have a free Dirandan woman for once in my life. A woman who came to me of her own accord. Believe it or not, I'm not one for Dirandan cocktails."
She blinked at him. The closer he got to her, the harder she was finding it to control her breathing, or the trembling in her body. She extended a telepathic sensor, slowly, carefully, lowering her shield only enough to try to sense him, to see for herself if he was telling the truth.
Which he was.
And that made Talara even more nervous than if he'd been trying to manipulate her, hypnotize her, seduce her into baring her neck for him so he could drink her blood – in short, do anything a typical Rysusi would have by now.
"You're a right bastard, you know that?" she muttered.
He nodded, grinning enticingly. "Ah, yes."
She groaned.
"Nobody's going anywhere for a while, Talara," Damon said softly, "certainly not for a few days, at least. If what you're hoping actually does happen and the Directorate sends a squad to extract you, I'll insure nothing happens to get in their way. However, if what I suspect has happened, you will need me, I think. A lone Dirandan woman, particularly one as lovely and well, scantily clad as you, on a Rysusi-occupied world is dangerous, is it not?" 
She nodded, wordlessly.
He reached out and stroked her cheek, eliciting a low groan from her that made him smile and step closer.
"My protection will be valuable to you. The Legion hasn't detected me for several months now. I've got some of the best minds of the Rysusi with me, which is why they haven't. This place is a haven for the Renegades, until we can find our way back into space again."
"And you want me to-"
"-yes. Simple as that. You need me as well, I think. How long has it been since you had a good toss, Talara?"
She paled. "A-awhile…"
"How long?"
"A-a year," she whispered, flushing pink again.
Damon laughed again. "Oh? Well then, no wonder you're having such an erotic reaction to my presence."
He put a hand on her hip, drawing her close to him, his fingers sliding over and around to her butt, pressing her against his own hips. She gasped softly with a slight moan as she felt the hardness of his cock, straining beneath his tight uniform pants. She trembled slightly as he slid his other hand over her shoulder, down to the full roundness of her breasts.
She looked up at him and was caught in the depths of his inky black eyes, her breath coming a little harder now, her skin hot under the flight-suit, which was beginning to feel restrictive and tight.
"I shouldn't…" she whispered. "Not willingly."
He grinned. "And who's going to tell on you, pet? I certainly won't."
He massaged her breast, rubbing the hard tip of her nipple between his fingers until she was squirming and moaning against him. The hand on her butt pressed more firmly, pinning her to his body.
"Not a Rysusi…" Talara breathed, "not you … Damon…"
He grinned. "What's wrong with a Dirandan and a Rysusi having sex? Purely for the fun of it? Hmm?"
Talara licked her lips, watching his as he spoke. They were full and smooth and sensual. What if he lowered them to her throat? Tried to bite her, even though he said he wasn't interested? A hot flush colored her cheeks as she felt herself twitch at the thought.
She'd let him! Ancestors, would she let him!
"Ooh," she breathed, "Damon … kiss me … please…"
He grinned.
Deep, intensely burning heat filled her as his hot lips met hers. His hot, powerful, smooth lips. Exploring, tasting, demanding. She opened her mouth to his insistence and his tongue plunged deep into her as though he were giving her a taste of what he would do to her shortly. Plunging deeply, sliding over her trembling, hot tongue, caressing, possessing her mouth, drinking her in.
She pressed her body against his, pushing her hips against his, relishing the hard, hot feel of his length which was rubbing against the swollen heat between her own legs, a heat that was getting wetter by the moment.
His exploring hands found the seal to her flight-skin and slid it apart, slipping between the thin membrane of crystal-weave and sensi-circuitry to open the suit from the back and peel it off her.
Talara gasped as the slightly chilled air hit her overheated skin. She pulled her lips from his just enough to whisper, "Yes, Damon…" before she claimed his lips with the same passionate intensity that he'd just taken hers with.
He growled, kissing her back, his hands moving over her skin, leaving fiery trails behind as he explored her curves, ripping the flight-skin open lower to expose her butt, his hands sliding over her, cupping her soft, rounded rear, slipping between her buttocks to find even more sensitive flesh. As his fingers rubbed against her, she gasped sharply.
Damon released her lips to watch her face as he caressed her, smiling as she groaned and squirmed. He pushed a finger into her a little and she groaned louder.
"Mmm … like that?"
Talara squirmed slightly. "Mmm…"
He watched her a moment, then slid his hands out and off of her, stepping back just a little. She shivered slightly, watching him.
Deftly, he unhooked her belt, which clattered to the rocks below them. Then, before she had a chance to react, he grabbed her flight-suit at the shoulders and tore it from her body.
Talara gasped loudly as the thin, intricate cloth ripped, her skin prickling in the cool air, her nipples tightening even more and the delicate skin between her legs twitching as the air chilled her swollen, overheated flesh.
Damon didn't allow her much more time to react to that before he grabbed her, crushing her to him, kissing her as he pulled her away from the edge of the creek to the soft grass in the trees just beyond it. He bore her down to the ground, kissing her thoroughly before he let her lips go again, but this time to remove her boots.
Dazedly, Talara let him, her body pulsating with heat, mind spinning, breath short, hot, gasping. Once she was completely naked though, Damon paused, head tilted, taking her in.
She flushed.
"Just as lovely as I expected. Prettier without that flight-suit," he said softly, smiling. "And wet … very, very wet." His fingers dipped between her legs and Talara moaned. 
He slid sensuously between the soft, swollen folds of her pussy, making a soft, wet sound as he did so, accompanied by Talara's low gasps and moans. He explored her, feeling the soft swirls of short silky sable hair, slipping over the tight, sensitive nub of her clit and dipping experimentally into the depths of her body, feeling her tightness, grinning as she groaned loudly. Her hips twitched and bucked up against his exploring hand.
"You're such a sweet little liar, my Dirandan pet," Damon said softly, a slight mocking chiding to his voice. "You've been wet for much longer than you admitted. You wanted me from the beginning, didn't you?"
He lifted his fingers to his lips and licked them as she watched with languid, half-lidded eyes. Her scent was strong and there was no point in denying it. She sighed, squirming a little.
"Yes, Damon," she said softly. "I don't know why."
He leaned over her. "Mmm." He kissed her and she gasped, her back arching slightly as she raised her arms to encircle his shoulders. She could taste her own musky juices on his lips, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She licked his lips and he chuckled softly.
"Like that, do you?"
"Yes," she breathed. "What are you going to do to me?"
He grinned, kissing her throat. "Mmm. I'm going to fuck you, Talara." His lips found the rise of her breast, while his hands closed around them. She groaned loudly as he kissed his way to her nipple and took it into his mouth, sucking on it.
"Yes, Damon," she said softly, "please…"
He scraped his teeth over her and she hissed, stiffening. Then he sat back a moment, quickly shucking his jacket and boots.
Talara sat up, leaning towards him, her hands finding the buttons of his shirt, pulling it open as she kissed him again and he laughed against her lips.
"Passionate, aren't you?" he murmured against her. "I love it."
Her hands found his belt, unfastening it and tugging at his pants. His hands moved over her breasts, cupping their full, heavy weight, squeezing them and bending his head to lick and kiss them as she worked on opening his pants. She moaned as he did, sliding closer to him.
"Ooh yes, Damon," she said, softly, "I like that. Suck me … please … ooohh…"
Damon's full lips slid over the full, round, heated flesh in his hands, sucking and licking her, dipping his tongue between them and eliciting a louder groan from her.
She trembled, squirming a little as he sucked a nipple into his mouth, grazing his teeth across it.
He stiffened immediately, however, as her fingers slid inside his pants and brushed lightly across the swollen hardness of his cock. She moaned slightly, tracing the considerable length and width of him, wrapping her fingers around that thick shaft and shivering at the sensation of silky flesh against a solid, throbbing inner core.
Her own swollen flesh twitched as she felt him, his own trembling and groaning joining hers as he continued his assault on her tender breasts.
She stroked him, imagining what it would feel like to have him, have this, sliding into her soft, vulnerable body, over and over, again and again … she groaned louder.
He lifted his head from her breasts with a wicked grin. "I love your tits, pet…"
he murmured and she shivered at it. "Lie down." He winked. "I've got an idea."
Without a second thought, Talara did as he said, moaning softly with pleasure as he stripped the rest of his clothes off. He was coppery tan all over his smoothly muscled body. A light sprinkling of pale hair covered his wide chest and muscular arms, tapering down his flat stomach, around his thick cock and over his large, heavy balls and down his strong legs. She swallowed hard, gasping as he grinned at the path of her gaze.
"Like what you see, Talara?" he asked in a roughened, sensually wicked voice.
She nodded, breathlessly.
With a chuckle, Damon straddled her chest
Taking one large breast in each hand, Damon pointed his erection between them and slid up, bumping her chin with his velvety head.
Damon's own aroused, sexy musk swirled around Talara's senses and she bent her head to rub her lips against him, making him groan loudly. He squeezed her breasts together and pushed his cock harder against her lips. She moaned softly, licking him, slipping her lips over him, sucking slightly. She put her hands on his hips, massaging, caressing him.
Damon growled, stiffening, pulling himself back and sliding forward again, into Talara's mouth. She gasped, licking him, sucking.
He began to slide faster between her breasts, groaning as Talara licked and kissed him each time he pushed forward. "That's it, pet … mmm…" he said, his voice low and rough.
She squirmed, feeling fresh moisture dripping from her, her tongue full of the taste of him, her pussy twitching as he fucked her breasts. She moaned softly. She needed him between her legs … now!
"D-damon…" she managed, "don't come-"
He chuckled. "Are you saying you need fucked, Talara?"
She stiffened, fiery chills sweeping through her.
He kept pumping her, smiling. "Tell me, pet… What do you want? What do you need?"
She squirmed again. "D-damon!"
He laughed. "Say it, Talara. Say you want me to fuck you." 
She groaned. "Ooohhh … Ancestors … Damon … please!"
"Say it!" He stiffened a little. "Or I'll come now and it'll be too late for you, pet…"
She was panting, sucking at him each time he thrust against her lips. Her entire body was on fire now, vibrating, throbbing, needing him…
"D-damon…!" she almost squeaked, gasping.
"Say it!" he growled.
"Fuck me, Damon!" she snarled, "Now!"
He laughed and slid down her body, shoving himself between her legs, to the hilt.
She gasped sharply as the sensation exploded within her and she went very still, lightning racing through her body. Her eyes went wide, her lips fell open in a long, low moan that made Damon chuckle evilly.
"Ah yes," he purred, "perfect."
He leaned forward and kissed her trembling lips, kissing her and kissing her until she kissed him back, whimpering softly into his mouth.
She brought up both her knees to either side of his body as he drew his hips back slowly.
"Oh yes, Damon…" she breathed, "yes, please…"
Damon plunged into her then and began pumping her, hard and fast. She gasped as he did, her own hips thrusting up, against his. He was hard and smooth and filled her exquisitely. She groaned loudly, the sensation of him massaging her sheath with each stroke.
He grunted, his breath coming faster and harder the quicker he moved, a fine sheen of sweat covering his skin. He leaned over her and she pushed herself up on her elbows to bring her lips to his, kissing him breathlessly while he pounded into her.
She felt his low, warning growl, felt his body stiffening and his movements became faster, harder, throbbing and she felt a low, hot shiver go through her. He was silk covered granite, hammering into her soft, hot, tight body, faster and faster and his growls were almost deafening now.
Talara dropped back to the soft grass, gasping, writhing beneath Damon's onslaught, sparks racing over her skin as he bumped against her solid sensitive core, sending spirals of electricity into the depths of her stomach. She groaned, stiffening a little as those spirals exploded into blinding pleasure. She screamed, the deep inner vibrations of her orgasm rippling along Damon's already thickened and throbbing cock.
He growled even louder as she tightened around him, spasming and throbbing herself as she dissolved in the throes of pleasure and Damon stiffened, thrust into her to the hilt and exploded deep into her with a groan. 
Talara moaned as he did so, squirming, gasping softly.
A shiver went through him, his body twitched, he grunted again and collapsed on top of her. Her arms went around him and she lay there, trying to catch her own breath, shivering a little, exhausted. Her eyes drifted closed and she gave a soft, satisfied sigh.
"Talara," Damon finally said, "that was perfect."
"Mmhm."
He rolled off her and lay on his side. "Are you hungry?"
She opened her eyes a little, looking at him. Her lips curved into a slight smile.
"I suppose so."
"I'll take you to my compound then." He smiled a bit. "We can find some food and do this again." He winked.
Her smile turned into a smirk. "Are you going to provide me with some clothing somehow? You ruined my flight-suit, you know and I'm not walking around in front of your men naked."
Damon chuckled. "I don't know … my men could use the sight of a naked woman…"
Talara quirked an eyebrow at him. "Rysusi men and a naked Dirandan woman?
You're kidding right? Unless you plan on sharing me with them, are you going to be wanting to fight them all off?"
Damon snickered softly. "Hm … would be interesting to watch…"
Talara's eyes widened.
"But they'd want your blood as well and I don't care for that particular idea."
He reached over his shoulder and retrieved his Directorate captain's coat.
"Here," he said, draping it over her.
She smirked, standing up to try the coat on. It fell to her knees. "Well, at least it's long enough."
Damon grabbed her tall boots and tossed them to her.
"I look ridiculous."
Damon grinned. "Well … I wouldn't say ridiculous exactly…"
"They're going to know what happened."
"Of course they are. Regardless, my men still respect the rights of the Captain."
He grabbed his pants and pulled them on. "Nobody's going to lay a hand on you or talk to you if I don't wish it."
She walked over to where her weapons belt and survival pouch lay. Checking her tracker, she frowned a little. "It's been over a half-hour. If my ship's computer is following the instructions I left it, it's increased the distress beacon and is trying to locate me."
Damon chuckled softly. "Like I said, pet, there's very little way your distress signal can penetrate the security perimeter we've set around this area. The only way you'll be able to contact your fleet will be through my equipment." He fastened his shirt. "So I wouldn't worry about it."
Talara glanced at him, belting her utility belt around the tailored waist of the coat and snorting at the effect it had on her overall appearance.
Damon laughed. "Don't worry about it, Talara."
She rolled her eyes and collected the remnants of her flight-skin from the ground.
He stood and walked over to her. "I'll replace your clothes."
His scent was strong and masculine, musky with sex. It swirled around her senses a moment and she breathed in, her eyes fluttering closed. He put his hand on her shoulder and she leaned back against him with a soft moan. His other hand came around her waist, above the utility belt, pulling her back a little more. She could feel him, hard and firm against the soft flesh of her rear and a shiver went through her.
His lips came down against hers as she tipped her head back and he murmured through his kisses, "If we hurry, we can get your signal sent and spend the rest of the afternoon naked, pet…"
Talara groaned softly, nodding.
Damon pushed her back a bit, turned her around, pulling her into his arms. He kissed her soundly, then stepped away from her, grinning.
She blinked, smiled softly and licked her lips.
"Okay then," she said with a sultry giggle, "take me… there."
Damon snickered, grabbed her by the arm and threw her over his shoulder.
With Talara squealing in protest, he stalked off into the woods, following the descending creek, into the green-leafed valley below.
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