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IT WAS SUCH A STRANGE sensation, waking. 

Strange didn’t begin to describe it. The woman awoke feeling as if it were the first time she’d ever awoken. That hazy supercritical zone between waking and dreaming wasn’t so uncommon for anyone; few people in the world went from fully asleep to fully alert upon first opening their eyes. But this... This was different. She felt as if she had moved through the veil separating life and death. This felt like going from unalive... To more alive than any being had ever been. She realized abruptly that by unalive, she did not mean dead necessarily... more appropriate to think of it as inanimate, inert. But now, she was not that. Oh no. Now she was the very breath of life itself. Now her body seemed to thrum with the vibrating joy of existence, and existence was vibrating right back to her in perfect synchronous harmony. Every sense was exploding in song with perfect heavenly pitch. 

Nobody had ever been more alive than her. 

Before sight, before hearing, before taste or smell, there was touch. Her first awareness was simple, intense, heavenly tactile pleasure. It wasn’t a sexual pleasure, but it was richer, more vibrant... Just more than she could imagine any sexual pleasure ever feeling. A cool breeze on her skin, cool satin sheets beneath her legs and bare bottom. The gentle tickle of her long hair as the breeze rustled it over her ample breasts.

Her other senses awoke. She was sitting on the edge of a bed, facing a full-length mirror. Behind the bed, full length windows opened onto a deserted beach and a gentle ocean just beyond. It was nighttime out there, the lights from beachfront properties spilling out only just far enough to illuminate the beach and the very closest reaches of the surf. Far out near the horizon she could see the pinpoint lights of various ships and personal watercraft. She had no idea where she was, but if you were going to be somewhere mysterious, this wasn’t a bad place to be. 

The smell and sound of the ocean were utterly intoxicating to her. Again, it was a sensation far beyond anything she could imagine feeling sexually. 

And the thought of sexuality, of lust, came into her mind yet again, seemingly unbidden. Perhaps that was partly because she was on a bed, naked or very nearly so. The bed was luxurious, beautiful, king-sized. Her eyes were still focusing and at last they came into perfect focus and she was able to see herself in the mirror with clarity. 

She was absolutely stunning. 

Shining black hair cascaded over her firm shapely DD breasts. Her ivory skin stood out in contrast to her black hair but likewise shined in the soft moonlight. Her waist was thin, her hips wide and feminine, and even without standing up, she could tell that her ass was perfectly round, pert, and tight. The kind of ass that would drive men wild. Her legs were long, smooth, and strong, and her feet were narrow, with high arches and perfect pink pedicured toes. 

All she wore were a silver-and-gold choker necklace, perfectly fitted to her neck but not tight, and a skimpy G-string of the same color that scarcely covered her pussy and nothing else. The choker necklace had a small ring on the front of it, giving her the impression that it was a collar without its leash. 

She was sitting on the edge of the bed, legs together, hands folded on her lap, perfectly prim and proper. How in the world had she woken up in that position? Had she really been asleep, seated there at the edge of the bed, posture perfect, the very picture of perfect classy etiquette (apart from being nearly naked)? 

Nothing about this made any sense. And yet, she felt so perfectly, deliciously sensual, she didn’t care all that much. The world still felt surreal, dreamlike, too perfect to be real. In spite of the confusion, she felt perfectly, joyfully at peace. 

“Who am I?” She whispered aloud. “Where am I?” 

The amnesia struck her without even a wisp of panic or anxiety. Her whispered question, spoken aloud to nobody, had been a curious ponder, nothing more. With as good as she felt, as happy as she was, she almost didn’t care who she was. 

“Hey, you’re awake.” 

The young man who had spoken walked into the room through an open door that had escaped her notice until now. He was well dressed in slacks and a pressed royal blue polo with the word TALOS stitched on the right breast in stylized, futuristic-looking lettering. He was tall, muscular, and handsome. His blonde hair was shoulder length, swept back and perfectly styled, and his beard stubble gave his face the countenance of a sexy rugged mountain man. His body was beautifully sculpted and well-displayed under his thin slacks and polo. 

He approached with some trepidation in his face, and also she oddly felt as though he knew her... In a way. There was a complex emotion there, as he approached her. All of that mixed in with powerful curiosity and a sense of wonderment. 

“How do you...” He was choosing his words carefully. “How do you feel?” 

She laughed, and for the first time, seemingly ever, she heard the sound of her own voice. Musical, charmingly feminine, just like the rest of her. She felt fantastic. Even better now that he was there. She stared into his eyes, up into his handsome face. Her gaze moved south—down his body, his powerful shoulders, the beautifully muscled aspect of his torso just behind that thin polo shirt... And, finally, his cock. 

His cock was plainly visible against the outline of his very thin slacks. He was semi-hard and well on his way to full mast. The material of his pants was flimsy enough such that it left almost nothing to the imagination. She could see the outlined ridge of his tip, standing out against his pants, beginning to strain against them. 

The fiery lust in her belly came upon her in a powerful sudden rush. Quite suddenly, she needed nothing more than to have this man’s dick in her mouth. 

Without speaking, without taking her eyes off his, she slid from the edge of the bed and knelt on the floor. She was face to face with his crotch in seconds. His semi-hard cock bulged even bigger, almost fully erect.

She could smell his manly musk. The scent was pure, intoxicating, and she realized with a sense of awe and joy that she was the kind of woman who could get drunk off of the scent of a man. She was a sexual being, through and through, and that realization was the best feeling in the world.

“What are you doing?” He asked, his voice husky, his eyes full of lust.

“I want your cock,” she said simply. Her voice was sweet and soft, and yet still sultry.

She leaned forward, put her hands on his thighs, and pressed her nose to his clothed erection. She inhaled his scent, letting her eyelids flutter as she breathed out, moaning softly.

“You smell so good,” she cooed.

She mouthed his clothed cock through his slacks, sucking gently on his head, teasing her tongue against the fabric. She could taste the salty tang of pre-cum already.

He moaned. His hands touched the top of her head, gently at first, then firmer, grasping handfuls of her silky raven hair.

She pulled away from his cock long enough to give him a playful smirk. She didn’t know where the confidence came from, the brazenness. She didn’t even yet know who she was, and she had no earthly idea who he was. 

But she knew what she needed. 

Keeping her gaze locked on his, she unbuckled his belt. He stared down at her as she undid the clasp of his slacks and lowered his zipper. 

“Ohh my god...” he moaned, when she pulled his hard cock from his slacks.

She smiled again, then kissed the very tip of his head, and swirled her tongue in a slow circle around his tip.

His moans grew more urgent. He tried to press his cock into her mouth, but she kept the pressure light, keeping him wanting, needing.

Finally, she relented. She couldn’t tease him any longer. She needed to taste him, to feel his girth stretch her lips. She parted her lips and engulfed him.

“Ohh, fuck!” He gasped, his fingers tightening in her hair.

She had expected him to be big, and she wasn’t disappointed. He was thick, hard, and throbbing. His veins pulsed against her tongue, his hot manhood twitching within her mouth. She sucked him as deep as she could, taking him halfway into her mouth before withdrawing slowly, sucking the whole time.

He let out a shuddering moan, and thrust his hips.

“Yes!” She gasped, as he thrust his cock against the entrance of her throat.

He was too big to fit entirely in her mouth, and after a few thrusts, she had to pull him from her mouth. She stroked him firmly, looking up at him.

“You taste amazing,” she whispered, and her words were no exaggeration. He was the perfect balance of salty and sweet, and the pre-cum that had already begun to leak from his tip was thick, creamy, and delicious.

He didn’t reply, and didn’t have a chance to.

She had him back in her mouth, and this time she bobbed her head up and down on him, sucking and swirling her tongue over and around him.

Her ecstasy knew no bounds. She still had no clue who she was, or why she was there. But she felt she was exactly where she was supposed to be. 

The stranger’s hands were entangled in her hair, and he was holding her head in place. Not quite forcing her, but certainly guiding her. She let him guide her, sucking him at his preferred pace, letting him use her mouth.

“Ohh fuck,” he moaned. “Your mouth feels so incredible... Fuck!”

His cock twitched. More pre-cum spurted against the back of her throat.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, as the salty deliciousness slipped down her throat.

She sucked him faster, harder.

“I’m gonna cum,” he growled.

His cock hardened even more, and he tried to pull her head away. But she had no intention of letting him. She wanted him to cum in her mouth.

“I’m gonna cum, stop,” he said, trying again to pull her head away.

She ignored him. She needed this. She had never needed anything so bad.

“Shit!” He grunted, as he gave into his pleasure and let go.

His cock exploded inside her mouth. The first powerful blast caught her off guard, and she almost gagged. But she managed to swallow him, and kept swallowing as his seed filled her mouth. It was thick and potent and so very good.

He moaned, his fingers tightening painfully in her hair, as he pumped her mouth full of his cream. Wave after wave of delicious semen splashed her tongue, the inside of her cheeks, the roof of her mouth. It suffused her being, the smell, the taste, the texture of it. She kept swallowing, as he kept cumming. She was proud of herself for not losing a single drop, though she thought perhaps she shouldn’t be. She drank it greedily, lustily, as if it were the nectar of the gods. 

At last, when he was finished, she sucked the final dribbles of cum from his tip.

He groaned, and gently pulled her away.

She smiled up at him.

“That was fun,” she whispered, her voice sounding hoarse and sultry.

Fun did not begin to describe it. Nothing had ever tasted so good, felt so good, felt so much, as that man’s cock. The sheer sensual joy and ecstasy of it was difficult for her to put into words. Every one of her senses had been attuned to the experience of his cock, every sense had embraced him, taken him in, experienced him with every fiber of her being.

“My turn?” 

She and the first man both turned to find another man standing at the same open doorway through which the first had arrived. This one was black-haired and clean shaven, his pretty olive skin suggesting Italian ancestry. He was handsome in a pretty boy model way, dressed the same as the first man had been, slacks and a blue polo that said TALOS on the breast. The woman could tell he had a similarly beautiful mouthwatering chiseled muscular build as the first man. She thought he looked like the bully in a high school movie. 

The first man hurriedly put himself away and zipped and buckled his pants. “Eager much?” He said with a grin and a chuckle. 

“Didn’t mean to interrupt the sweet nothings,” said the dark-haired man. The woman could sense a breezy, friendly shorthand between them. Whoever they were, they were friends. 

Whoever they were, they were beautiful. They were sculpted Greek gods, and she was horny beyond comprehension. She still could not find within herself the ability to care about her amnesia. 

Right now, there was only lust. 

The first man left, with a final smirking glance back at the two of them. 

Where the first man had been careful, almost reluctant, letting her make the first move, the handsome dark-haired man wasted no time. “Stand at the edge of the bed,” he commanded her. “Face away from me. Hands on the bed.” 

She did as he ordered, eagerly. In the mirror over the headboard, she saw him tear off his polo shirt, exposing his exquisitely muscled chest, shoulders, arms and abs. In an equally swift motion, he unbuckled and discarded his pants, his boxers going with them. 

And he was naked. His body was even more sculpted, more beautiful, than she had anticipated. She wanted him in her. Now.

He stood behind her.

“Spread your legs.”

She spread her feet a little wider, putting her at an even deeper angle.

“Wider.”

She spread her feet so far her knees almost touched the sides of the bed. She was open, exposed, dripping wet.

He was standing directly behind her, and she felt his hand touch her bottom, lightly, gently. He was gentle only for a moment. She was still wearing her G-string panties. She was not surprised when the material did not remain intact as he grabbed the back of them and wrenched them to the side. He tore the panties with an effortless ripping sound. She gasped in shock and delight.

“Ohh!”

He grabbed her ass cheeks and spread her open, and the cool air on her pussy made her shudder.

“Ohhh, fuck!”

She couldn’t keep quiet. Not when his mouth touched her, kissing her right at her asshole, then licking down her slit.

She moaned. “Oh, yes...”

On his knees behind her, he pushed his tongue deep into her pussy, and she squealed.

“Yes, yes, oh, lick my cunt,” she whimpered.

His hands tightened on her ass cheeks. His mouth pressed against her, and he began to fuck her with his tongue, pushing it in and out.

“Oh, ohh, yes,” she cried.

She looked upwards, arching her back with pleasure. She was mildly surprised to find a mirror on the ceiling. She stared into that mirror, watching him. His hands held her spread, his mouth working her, his eyes staring at her lustfully, intensely.

“Oooo, yess,” she moaned, biting her lip, staring back at him in the mirror.

She couldn’t keep quiet. It was too much. Her pussy was exploding with pleasure. The way his mouth and tongue felt against her was nothing short of mind-blowing. She couldn’t help but moan, and she couldn’t help the sounds coming from her.

“Ohh, fuck, oh my god, that feels so good, I’m gonna cum, oooo, oh, you’re so good, oh, fuck, oh, yesss...”

But then he stopped, just at the point of her orgasm. The world had been about to explode with pleasure, but he withdrew at just the exact moment. She moaned and whined and whimpered as he pulled away from her.

“No,” she gasped, desperate. “No, please don’t stop, no...”

But he had. He was standing behind her, his hands on her ass, his face near hers, but he wasn’t touching her pussy.

She could feel his breath, hot on her neck.

“Beg for my cock,” he said.

“Please,” she whined.

“Tell me how bad you want it,” he growled.

“So bad,” she whimpered. “So, so bad. Please fuck me. I need you in me.”

“Say ‘please may I have your cock,’“ he ordered.

“Please, may I have your cock?” She panted, her voice whimpery and pleading, staring back at him in the mirror, her pussy throbbing, her body aflame. They were both speaking in hyperspeed, fast urgent words spilling out between short gasping breaths.

“Say it again.”

“Please, may I have your cock?”

“One more time.”

“Please, please, may I have your cock?”

He chuckled and she felt him position his tip against her wet pussy.

She moaned.

He pushed inside her.

She cried out. “Oh, yes!”

He was huge.

“Fuck,” he moaned, as he pushed himself deeper into her.

“Ooooo, fuuuuck,” she whimpered.

“Yeah,” he growled, “you like my cock, don’t you?”

“I love it,” she gasped.

He pushed deeper.

“Ooooo, fuck daddy,” she moaned.

“Say it again,” he commanded.

“Fuck me, daddy,” she begged.

“Tell me I own you.”

“You own me,” she gasped.

“Again.”

“You own me, daddy. You own me. You can have me whenever you want it, daddy. Oh God you feel so gooooood...”

He buried himself in her and his balls slapped against her.

“Tell me how bad you want my cock.”

“So bad, please fuck me, daddy, please.”

He drew back and pushed deep again.

“Oooo,” she moaned. “Fuck.”

“Yeah,” he growled.

He drew back and shoved hard, and her ass cheeks slapped against his pelvis.

“Ahhhh, fuck, yesss,” she moaned.

He was pounding her now, thrusting harder and harder.

“Yes daddy, yes daddy, fuck me daddy, oh please it feels go good, oh God fuck yessssss...” 

Daddy, she didn’t know where that had come from. But it felt right. It felt good to be humbled before him, subservient to him. She was nothing, and he was everything. She was a toy to be used for his pleasure, at his pleasure, whenever he commanded it. 

She couldn’t think, couldn’t speak. The world had reduced to the simple act of him fucking her. There was no room for anything else, and nothing else mattered.

He had his hands on her hips, pulling her against him as he fucked her. His fingers dug into her flesh. He was close.

“You like that, don’t you,” he growled.

“Yesss daddy,” she whimpered.

“Take it. Take my cock, take all of it.”

“Yes, please, give it to me,” she gasped.

“You want my cum?”

“Please give me your cum, please, please.”

“Fuck,” he grunted.

She knew the explosion was imminent. Her pussy tightened around his cock, milking him.

“Fuck!”

“Cum for me baby, please cum in my pussy, oh fuck, please, please, yesss!”

He thrust deep and exploded. His hot semen gushed inside her, filling her up, flooding her, coating her pussy and her inner walls.

“Yessss, cum in me oh god, yesss,” she cried, as his seed filled her.

She came, too. Her whole body shuddered, her pussy exploding in a series of orgasmic explosions.

“Ohhh fuck, yes, yess, you own me, that’s your pussy baby, yes, oh God, oh God, yesss.”

He was still spurting. His hot sticky cum flooded her insides. She came again, harder.

“Oh, my God,” she cried, her body shuddering with orgasmic release. “You’re making me cum, you’re making me cum, daddy, please, ohhh...”

They stood there like that, joined together, both of them shaking and shuddering. At last, he collapsed backwards, panting, and she fell forwards onto the bed. 

“That was incredible,” she whispered.

“Yes it was,” he said, still catching his breath. 

“I can’t remember who I am,” she whispered.

“Do you need to know?”

She considered.

“No,” she said, and smiled.

She was a woman of pleasure, and nothing else mattered.

“Just remember,” the dark-haired man said as he got dressed. “This was the best bet we’ve ever done.” 

The best bet. Her mind was suddenly spinning. What could that mean? 

She did not have time to ponder it for long. 

In only moments, the dark-haired man was dressed. He left, and in came a third man.

This one was blond, clean shaven, with bright green eyes and a boyish, mischievous face. He was as tall and as handsome as the other two had been. And just as muscular. He was dressed exactly as the other two had been—pressed dress slacks, and a blue polo TALOS shirt. 

“Hi,” he said, smiling a wicked, sexy smile. “I’m Alex.”

“Hi,” she whispered, feeling a rush of sexual desire for him, too. Alex. He was the first of them to mention his name. That stirred some memory in her. She knew him. She had no idea from where, but she certainly knew him. “Have we met before?” 

She was laying on her back on the bed, spread-eagled, every bit of her fully exposed. The dark-haired man’s cum was not leaking out of her, she noticed, and she thought perhaps it ought to be. But that mystery could wait. Alex looked her up and down before he answered. 

“We definitely have,” he said with a chuckle. “What do you want to do first?” 

“Anything,” she whispered, and meant it.

“Hmmm,” Alex said. “Let’s see.”

He unbuckled his belt, undid his zipper, and lowered his pants and boxers, all in one fluid motion.

“Oh,” the woman said.

Alex had an erection that rivaled the other two men. Not quite as big, but just as thick and beautiful.

“Lay on your back, baby,” he commanded.

“Yes sir,” she whispered.

She lay down on her back.

“Spread those legs.”

She did.

“More.”

She spread herself wide open, and she felt her wetness leak out.

“Look at that beautiful pussy,” Alex murmured, as he crawled onto the bed. “Just incredible... Better than the real thing.” 

Better than the real thing? Now what in the world did that mean? 

She did not have much time to ponder that mystery. 

Alex positioned himself over her, and pushed his cock inside her.

She cried out, moaning with pleasure.

“That’s so good,” she gasped, her voice breaking.

Alex’s hands were on her shoulders, his body above her, and he was fucking her. He was moving slowly, gently. His eyes were staring into hers, and he was smiling. Where the dark-haired man had been dominant, Alex was gentle and caring. A very different flavor of sexual experience, but one just as satisfying to her.

“Do you like that?”

“Ohhhh, yes,” she whimpered. “It feels so good.”

“It does,” Alex agreed.

He leaned down and kissed her, his lips soft, his tongue teasing hers.

“You taste so good,” she whispered.

He kissed her again.

“I can’t get enough of you,” he said.

He thrust deeper, and she cried out.

“Oh, yes, I love it.”

She was moving her hips with him, grinding her pussy against his cock.

“I’m going to make you cum,” he promised.

“Yes, please,” she whispered.

His mouth was on her ear, kissing, sucking.

“Cum for me, baby,” he whispered.

“Mmm, yes, I’m so close,” she moaned.

He thrust deep, and his cock was touching her g-spot.

“Ooooo, yes,” she whimpered.

He thrust again.

“Ohh, fuck, yes, I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum.”

His cock touched her g-spot again.

“Oooooo, God,” she moaned. “I’m cumming, I’m cumming!”

Her pussy was throbbing, and she was shaking, her whole body vibrating with ecstasy.

“Oh, yes,” Alex moaned, his cock still hard and throbbing. “Can I finish on your tits, baby?” 

“Yes, please, please,” she begged.

“I want you to say it,” he told her, his voice husky.

“Cum on my tits,” she whispered. “Please, please.”

“Mmmm,” he moaned, as his cock twitched, and then his hot semen was spurting out, all over her chest, her breasts, her neck. One especially powerful spurt just barely reached her chin, narrowly missing her lips. 

“Yes, yes,” she gasped.

She came again—without him touching her, which was itself perhaps a little mysterious, but she sure didn’t care at all in that moment—her whole body shaking with orgasmic release.

“Oooo, that’s so good, that’s so good,” she cried, her voice breaking.

At last, when Alex’s orgasm was complete, they both collapsed onto the bed, exhausted.

“Wow,” Alex said, grinning. “You’re amazing.”

“Thank you,” the woman whispered.

“I think I might love you,” Alex whispered. 

The woman smiled. “I’ll see if I can’t remember who I am before I deal with that information.” 

Alex laughed. They shared an intimate gaze that was well above and beyond anything sexual. There was some connection there and they both felt it. 

A deep voice boomed from the doorway.

“All right, break it up you lovebirds. Some of us are trying to get off over here.” 

She looked to find a fourth man. He was enormous and powerful looking, six-foot-six and as muscular as the others, though perhaps a bit thicker. His long reddish hair and beard made him look like a Viking. Unlike the others, he was already naked, his slacks and blue polo discarded on the floor beside him. His erection was gigantic. From her place on the bed, the woman guessed it was eleven inches at full mast, pulsing with his every heartbeat. 

“Sorry Eric,” Alex said as he got up off the bed. The woman thought that, for the first time, she had sensed a hint of jealousy from one of them. Obviously there was some deal where they all got to have her, but Alex was the only one who really wanted her to himself. She felt her own sense of longing for him as he got up and moved away from her. Alex chuckled as he got dressed, obviously trying to play off the jealousy he was feeling. “Didn’t mean to keep you waiting. She’s all yours.” 

Eric. Eric was the new man’s name. She knew him too. She still wasn’t sure from where, but she was sure she knew him. 

“Don’t worry about it,” Eric said, grinning, and he walked into the room, his massive cock swaying as he approached. Alex left as the others had, via the same door, though she thought that his look backward at her had lasted a little longer, showing a little more emotion in his eyes. 

She couldn’t think on it for too long. She had a new one to pleasure, to satisfy. As much as she had felt something for Alex as well, her appetite for cock was endless, insatiable. 

“Hi,” the woman said as the enormous bodybuilder approached her. 

“Hey,” Eric said, his eyes devouring her, his grin wolfish.

“How do you want me?” She asked, the words spilling out as though they were a perfectly natural question. 

“Wow, Alex made a mess of you, didn’t he?” It took the woman a moment to realize what he was talking about. Then a drop of cum fell from her chin down into her tits. She had forgotten about Alex’s load on her tits, chest and neck. “That’s okay,” Eric said. “It’s an easy fix.” 

The powerful man came over to her and reached behind her head with one hand. For a single excitingly sexy moment, she thought he was going to lean down and lick Alex’s cum off her body. She wanted that to happen. 

But it did not. 

Instead, he pressed a button behind her ear. 

A button behind her ear.

Why was there a button behind her ear? Built into her head? 

If she hadn’t been so goddamned horny, she might have panicked. 

Was she a robot? Or a... A human being projected into a robot body? 

Or a human with robotic implements built into her? 

That last thought was dispelled almost immediately. After Eric the enormous Viking bodybuilder had pressed the button built into her head (and how incredibly odd was that thought), the semen on her body suddenly began to vanish, seeping into her pores, like sweat in reverse. In only moments, her body was clean again, not a single drop of Alex’s cum left on her breasts, chest, neck, or chin. 

So I am a robot, she thought. No human body would react like that, even with some kind of cybernetic implant built into her brain. So, if I am a robot... Am I strictly a robot, or am I a person whose mind is somehow inside this body? 

In what was becoming something of a pattern, there was no time to ponder that question. 

Eric’s one hand was still behind her head, gently cradling her neck. He placed his other hand under her bum and lifted her as easily as one would a doll. It was incredibly erotic, being moved and controlled so easily, so thoroughly. He picked her up and brought her face to face with him, placing his other hand under her ass as well. 

“Wrap your legs around me,” he ordered. 

She didn’t need to be told twice. Wrapping her legs around his lower back, she held onto him with both hands on his powerful shoulders. With one graceful motion, he lifted her up and lowered her onto his enormous cock. 

“Oooh,” she gasped, as he thrust into her.

He was huge. She felt the fullness of him inside her, stretching her pussy.

“Yes,” she whimpered.

“Yeah,” Eric grunted, pushing his cock even deeper.

She clung to him, her face buried in his shoulder.

“That feels so good,” she moaned. She couldn’t believe that she could take every inch of him. There shouldn’t be a woman alive capable of taking the entire length of that absurd cock he was packing. And yet she was not a human woman, at least in this body. 

“Take it all,” he growled.

She felt his balls slap against her ass.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, tightening her pussy around him.

He fucked her slowly, pulling out and pushing back in, again and again.

“Ohhh, fuck,” she moaned.

She could feel him deep inside her, stretching her.

“Fuck me,” she gasped.

She was moving with him, pushing her hips back and forth.

“Fuck me, fuck me, oh God, please, fuck me.”

“Oh yeah, that’s so good, you’re so fucking wet.”
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