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​“Good!” cried Xania.

Dresdella wondered what was happening in the other homes in the village.  She was fairly certain the scenes in their snugs didn’t look like this.

Fallon was thankful for the tastelessness of his conqueror’s ass, unaware that the brutes, despite their outward appearance, kept themselves impeccably clean.  It was a sign of their capabilities if they could shed such blood and carnage but remain spotless in the process.

So, Fallon kept on licking, teasing and stabbing at the unusual muscle and relishing the noises that he could make escape the giant brute.

Gone were the deep, booming cries, replaced with whimpers and moans.  Even Dresdella looked upon Xania with grace as she watched the woman get what she needed.

Xania started to rub at her sex, accompanying the sensation of Fallon’s tongue with her own fingers.  They strummed over her swollen clitoris, flicking wildly.

Dresdella saw Xania’s arm go tense as if in seizure, and it rubbed so quickly at her sex that it became a blur.

“I come!” declared Xania.  “I come now!”

Fallon didn’t stop.  He didn’t know much, but he knew not to stop.  He kept on tonguing until he felt the pulsing contractions of Xania’s asshole against his mouth.

“I come!” cried Xania again, and she turned round on the spot and let go, right in front of the crouching elf.

Dresdella’s mouth fell open in shock as she watched a torrent of Xania’s juices blast against her husband like he’d just dived face-first into a geyser.

Fallon closed his eyes and sputtered, feeling the hot liquid cover his face and drip down on his naked body.  It felt like a very personal, very naughty shower, and he wondered when it was going to end.

Xania roared.  It sounded like a war cry.  She beat her chest again and looked up at the ceiling, unabashed by the gargantuan flow that fired out of her.

Fallon was thankful to feel the current lessen.  He was able to blink through it now, and he watched as the stream turned to a trickle and wept out from between Xania’s legs.

“Good!” she rejoiced, staring down with wide, sparkling eyes.  “Very good!”

She picked Fallon up with ease and kissed him, running her tongue over his face and lapping up the juices that had escaped her.

“Inside!  Now!” said Xania, and she got down on all fours and presented herself to Fallon.

Fallon looked at his wife and wiped face.

Dresdella wanted so badly to laugh, but this was serious.  This would be their only way of keeping their home intact.

“Go on,” she urged.

Fallon’s cock had never been harder.  Just as Dresdella discovered that she didn’t mind watching, Fallon discovered that he didn’t mind being doused by the roaring flow of a warrioress’s warm juices.

He walked forwards towards his Amazonian prize, holding his cock and targeting it and Xania’s soaked snatch.

He could see all of her with ease now, and quickly pressed against her silky, wet O, relishing how it felt as it swallowed him up with ease.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Warrior Claimed My Husband: Female Cuckolds 57

[image: ]




It was late one summer’s evening when Dresdella and her husband Fallon heard the screams.  They peered out of the small window of their humble cottage as the marauding barbarians rode in on giant stallions, instructing the villagers to surrender their homes.

The barbarians had a habit of treating their conquered people poorly and Fallon feared for his wife’s safety, unaware that Dresdella had always been able to look after herself should the moment arise.

The tables were turned, however, when Dresdella and Fallon heard their oak front door be kicked asunder with ease, giving way to a looming, seven-foot warrioress whose shoulders heaved as she surveyed her prize.

Her armor was petite, barely covering her modesty and doing an even worse job of protecting her essential organs.  The horned helmet she wore was perhaps the only item doing its intended job.

“Xania’s,” she said instantly, pointing at Fallon with a blaze in her eyes.  “Xania’s man!”

Fallon looked to his wife in fear, knowing that any indication that he might enjoy being ravaged by the muscle-bound barbarian beauty could incur the wrath of both women.

Xania thudded towards Fallon and Dresdella stepped back, close enough to the chest of drawers to be able to search inside.

The brute grabbed the back of Fallon’s head, and Fallon swallowed, thinking that this might be his end.

In one sudden move, Xania pulled Fallon towards her and nestled his face between her ample bosom, holding Fallon there as she stared across at Dresdella.

“Mine,” she reiterated, just as Dresdella was finding her wand.

“Don’t worry, honey,” sniveled Fallon.  “I’ll do what I must.  I won’t enjoy it, I promise.”

Xania stared down with lust, looking at the frail, feminine features of the elf in her midst.  Her people didn’t have such soft edges.

Fallon could feel his loins tightening around his stiffness as he looked up at the dominant beauty who held him.

“It’s okay,” he hushed, hoping to placate Dresdella.

But Dresdella couldn’t leave anything to chance.  The giant invader could just as easily snap Fallon’s back as kiss him.

With her grip on her wand she closed her eyes, steadily muttering her spell of rousing.

“What you do?!” asked Xania, her brow furrowed.  “Stop.”

Dresdella murmured louder, speaking her spell in tongues that not even Fallon could decipher.

“Stop!” cried Dresdella, her anger building.

“Vana-atum isillador!” cried Dresdella with a flourish, just as Xania’s patience snapped.

The rogue warrior flashed a slap across Dresdella’s face, and her wand bounced across the hardwood floor of their comfy home.  Dresdella looked up and smirked, wiping away the blood at her lip.

Xania’s look of rage turned into confusion.  She could feel a change in herself but couldn’t vocalize it.  The lust that she had for Fallon was growing into something she couldn’t control.

“Fuck!” cried Xania, turning her gaze to the shrinking elf in her midst.

“F—fuck?” he queried, looking over at Dresdella.

His wife nodded subtly and gestured that it was going to be okay.

“Fuck!” agreed Fallon, smiling wide at Xania.

Xania moved like a woman possessed.  She picked Fallon up with one hand and used her other to snatch down his pants and reveal the swelling stiffness that sat beneath them.

Dresdella decided she could forgive him that.  People do strange things when they’re in shock, although she had to admit that this was something she’d never heard about.

“Mine!” announced Dresdella, lifting Fallon higher until his cock was at eye-level.

Fallon stooped to avoid hitting his head on the ceiling, then felt the wet, tight embrace of Xania’s lips around his cock.

The warrioress ate feverishly, sloshing Fallon’s ample cock around her mouth and swallowing everything that the small elf had to offer.

“Good,” hushed Dresdella, watching from the floor.

She sat more comfortably, looking up at the sinful scene she’d created.  Rather than fear now, her overriding sensation was one of jealousy and lust.  She let it mingle in her stomach like strong alcohol, with her mind yearning for more of it and her body rejecting it.

Xania moved her head back and forth, jerking Fallon’s stiffness in her mouth.  She was able to move him with only one hand, and with the other she began to take off her armor.

She unfastened the leather on her ribs, and the metal bra fell to the floor, revealing Xania’s large breasts that swung when she moved.  She placed Fallon down carefully on the floor and pulled at the bottom of his shirt.

“Off!” she announced, then she removed her metal panties.

They dropped heavily to the floor with a thud, clanging against the cups of her bra.  She wore only her helmet and fur-topped boots now.

Dresdella stayed quiet, hoping not to alert the naked brute.  She couldn’t help but admire the warrior’s body, and the way the light from their fire flickered over her carved muscles.

Fallon took off his shirt, shaking with nervous excitement.  He looked up at Xania who loomed over him.  She pulled him close, and he felt the fur of her pussy at his chest.

“Eat,” she said, looking down.

Fallon was confused.

“Eat,” she reiterated, and she started to push Falon down by the top of his head.

Fallon let his knees buckle and soon realized what his new job was.  He stared ahead at the thick bush of his conqueror and then pressed his face into it.

“Yes!” rejoiced Xania.  “Xania happy!”

She pushed her hips forward and bent herself backwards, looking down over her toned stomach to the shocked face of Fallon who tasted her sex.

Fallon licked and lapped, moving through the hair and finding perhaps the only delicate part of Xania that existed.

He coaxed open her folds and tasted the sweet musk within, running his tongue along her groove and finding her swollen clitoris with ease.

“Suck!” demanded Xania, and Fallon started to work his mouth over the large clitoris as though it was a tiny cock that needed servicing.

“Yes!” cried Xania, and she beat a fist against her chest.

It sounded like a drumbeat to Dresdella.  She was mesmerized as she watched the brute revel in Fallon’s touch and felt as though she could learn much more from the act than merely how faithful her husband was.

“Lick!” cried Xania now, and like an avatar, Fallon immediately obeyed, lapping along Xania’s pussy as it became wetter and wetter.

Her own juices mingled with Fallon’s spit until it was unclear what he was tasting.  But nevertheless, he was stoic, lapping at Xania’s sex until she told him not to.

“Good!” she rejoiced, and it made Fallon happy to know he’d pleased her.

“Now ass!” she cried.

Dresdella held the wand for safety, knowing that she might need it if the spell wore off.  As Xania turned on the spot and presented her muscly butt to the kneeling Fallon, Dresdella wondered if now was the time to use it.

Fallon flashed a look at his wife and then stared back at the toned ass in front of him, watching as Xania parted her cheeks and showed her most intimate part.

“Lick!” demanded Xania, looking back expectantly.

This was a custom of the barbarians that Dresdella had heard of.  Akin to dogs sniffing at each other’s behinds, the warrior race often offered themselves up to each other like this, to prove they were worthy.

“You’d better lick,” teased Dresdella.

Fallon moved forward cautiously, looking at the alien muscle.  He’d never seen one in such detail before and had never regarded it as an object of lust.
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