
Five Months.


Five months spent with Sredik on the road; Lots of Sweat, lots of sun, lost of sand. Sleeping rough on the road, cold nights with warm companions, keeping one eye open looking for black dots on dark dunes - sparring nights with Sredik and cold baths in the oases he would show him. Heavy packs and saddle rashes paired with language lessons as Sredik and him tried their best to understand each other beyond what happened underneath a blanket and behind a spear. 


How quickly things can change.


Five more months Nakka had under his belt, except this time he found himself adjusting to life within his new quasi-home. A large Oasis town of Vistakin folk, and he found himself right here among them as they planted themselves around the winding river carving a path through the harsh desert.


The town itself was an actual sight for sore dry eyes, settling down within a large valley that was carved down by the Dryx, a waterway that once must have been a monster, powerful enough to separate out this oasis from the desert, but now it’s been pacified. Reduced to a slow and meandering permanent river that swam through the sand and left a blooming ecosystem of flora and fauna in its wake. Lining each side were palm trees with massive canopies, fronds splayed out from the center with fruits that topped each one at the tip, causing them to bend downwards under their weight. Blue, yellow, orange, red, each tree looking the same but bearing a different bounty, all equally juice and delicious in what they had to offer. Beyond the thick fringe of palm trees the town proper started, large and bright sandstone buildings dotting around the valley, inter spaced with paved limestone that connected each doorway to each other. Each sidewalk held citizens of the town as they bustled their way around, glittering beaded curtains jingling and rattling as they entered and left each building at their leisure, distant conversations of haggling and bartering floating close enough to hear but not close enough to understand. 


It was never a place that Nakka would have expected to call home, but life has a strange way of coming at you fast. He missed his old life on the road, but he definitely wasn’t wanting for things to do – not when there were so many people he could spar with.


Just because you lived in paradise doesn’t mean it would stay that way, a place this special was a nice thing to have, and nice things are always attractive to people who wanted to take it. Nakka knew that, and the large Vistakian man currently standing in front of him was also of a similar frame of mind.


Large and glistening as the sun beat down on his scales, his bare and muscled chest heaved up and down with breath as sweat hung to his skin like a wet towel. He carried a blunt quarterstaff that he held at the center so that is ran up and down its length, the tip dragging around the sand of the makeshift arena they had made.


His name was Vsark, a more senior member of the queen’s guard and someone that Nakka particularly enjoyed sparring with. He was often sent out along with caravans or diplomatic missions to various towns or tribes that Videtica wanted to keep tabs on or friendly with, so his fighting style was unique that he borrowed a little bit from every single place and every single battle he had every been. It made fighting him exciting, kept Nakka on his toes. This bout they were even, one to one, and the next persons back to touch the floor would be a loser, and Nakka wasn’t intending to lose.


A funny thing happened as the familiarity of an opponent stepped into view. Everything else seemed to not matter as much. Simple tasks for simple men with simple sticks, in a town and desert filled with things Nakka didn’t understand, this was something Nakka could always rely on.


Nakka felt everything outside the circle fade into the background as his attention focused on Vsark. The whooping and rambunctious warriors, the glare of the sun off of the sand and the buildings, the distant chatter of trade and gossip, the gurgling water of the River Dryx. The soundscape all muddles together into a dull drone as the familiar feeling of battle settled into his framework.


His muscles tightened, and his mind fell into the familiar routine of prediction and anticipation as Svark slowly began to move in a counter clockwise motion relative to him.


Svark had the quarterstaff in his left hand angled slightly downward and parallel against his body. He had his right foot out forward and all of his weight resting on the backfoot – A defensive position.


Nakka had realized during their bouts that while Svark was ambidextrous, he heavily favored his right hand for sparring. He learned that last time when an overhead swing of Nakka’s broke through his left handed parry like a toothpick, allowing him to barrel through and throw Svark onto his back. He was still more capable than most with it however – Nakka would still have to be careful.


Nakka twirled the quarterstaff in his hand, unconsciously following Svark’s movements in the opposite direction, them both circling each other slowly under the unforgiving Ladivian sun.


He could strike out at Svark’s right side, maybe lower on his body near the hip, potentially cause him to have to twist awkwardly in an attempt to parry throwing him off balance, then Nakka could take advantage and push forward like the first bout. He would be likely to see that coming though.


Svark then switched positions, tossing the quarterstaff to his other hand, matching the forward position his foot was taking. He took a step towards Nakka, closing the distance between them. Nakka matched, stepping forward as well.


Now he held a much more aggressive position. Svark often seemed to favor being the one to drive battles, exerting a sense of control over his opponents and capitalizing on hasty reactions. That’s how he got Nakka in the second bout, he baited an overhead swing that Nakka reacted to far too quickly which quickly turned into a sweep of his legs, and before he knew it he was head over heels and about to make very good friends with the hot sand on the ground.


He still had all of his weight on the backfoot though, if he were to make a forward attack he would have to shift all of his weight forward into a lunge, not being able to take advantage of twisting his body to aid with the swing. It would all be centered on one foot which meant that Nakka could potentially use his forward momentum against him, if he could somehow get himself to a place where he could just pull him forward a bit more, he would be off balance.


The sweat on both of their bodies glistened in the sunlight, and Nakka felt it sliding down his skin and his brow. It hugged the edges of his eyes and tried its best to get in despite Nakka trying to blink it away. He wanted to reach up and wipe it away so bad but any slip up of movement and concentration could lead to him lying on his back in an instant.


Maybe he could try something a little different… A bar trick he learned in a brawl after an argument over a woman got a little too primal. It’s a trick that would only work once, but he only needed one more bout. Something that Svark wouldn’t see coming, and with a little bit of luck, might just work.


His attention on strategy was wrenched away when Svark pulled the spear back abruptly towards his body, planting his other hand on the lower half and quickly jutting it towards Nakka's left bicep. Nakka was just a little too slow on the upkeep reminiscing over old taverns, and he felt it jam into his breast, right below the collarbone as it painfully now bore the entire weight of Svark’s lunge.


Nakka reacted as quickly as he could, throwing a hand up to grab the quarterstaff as it ground painfully into his chest, spinning into the force so that it would have nothing to catch on.


He ground his teeth as the quarterstaff was now scratching painfully forward across his entire chest, but that was better than than it digging into his sternum. Even better so was that Svark was still moving forward with his momentum and was now slightly off balance, following through with the lunge and stepping forward.


Most warriors could be dropped pretty easy this way, but better soldiers knew how to react to counterattacks, it would mean the difference between being a captain and being a gravestone. Svark was no exception as Nakka saw as he immediately maintained his momentum forward but pivoting it into a backhanded swing, not only a second would pass before the spear would leave his chest, come around, and smash him in whichever spot Svark had decided needed a few more welts. Probably Nakka’s head.


Nakka could see it coming, and apparently the bar strategy was going to be the play, mostly cause it happened to be the last thing he was thinking about. Now he just needed the luck.


He dropped to his haunches, spinning opposite of Svark as the Vistakian followed through with his strike. Nakka flexed his massive tail, causing it go taut as he spun, and felt a pang of relief and satisfaction course through his veins when his tail caught the back of Svark’s knees.


Sometimes Nakka could be lucky, if fate allowed it.


He followed through with his spin, driving his tail through and causing Svark to buckle forward. An audible grunt of surprise graced his ears as he pushed through, sweeping Svark’s feet out from under him and causing him to go airborne.


Nakka couldn’t suppress a grin as he felt the sand fly up and stick to his sweaty skin, it meant it worked, and it also meant that soon…


The telltale sign of air being knocked out of lungs crested his ears as Svark was knocked cleanly on his back, and his breath wrenched painfully from his chest.


The circle of warriors around burst into cheering, jeering, laughter, and applause.


Nakka stood up from his haunches, finally getting a chance to wipe his brow before extending a hand down towards Svark, who graciously accepted it.


“Ha, I cannot believe that worked…” He muttered as he got to his feet, trying his best to wipe off the sand from his back as he did so.


“Yeah, an old bar trick I learned after it tossed my own ass onto the floor. That’s the problem with damn tails, you always forget that other people have him.” He clasped Svark on the back, grinning at him.


Svark looked back sheepishly at his own tail. “Huh, I might have to try it sometimes, want another bout of three? I don’t think that same trick would work twice in a row.”


“Ah you are right about that, and that’s precisely why I'm gonna take this victory and say goodbye, I don’t want to keep Videtica waiting.


Svark smiled at that. “Yes, that would probably be wise”.


With that Nakka smiled and turned to wave to all the various soldiers and people that had gathered to watch before he grabbed his belongings to move on his way. The town was beautiful and the sparring was exhaustive but the main reason he was here was laying up at the top of the massive winding tower at the center of town, and was eagerly waiting for him to pay her a visit.


He had a few things to pick up for her first, pickled eggs, some lavender and chamomile tea, fish, chocolate, a whole bunch of comfort food she was going to need, a lot of strange flavor combinations. Everything an expectant mother would need.


He almost couldn’t believe it himself really, even after five months, their first night together gave her exactly what she wanted: a clutch of eggs with Nakka as a father. He never would’ve guessed it but he could warm up to it, a couple little lizards running around. He wondered if they would inherit any of their mothers special abilities. Guess he would have to wait to find out.


In his musings he didn’t even realize that he managed to wander home, he found himself at the base of the tower and mentally prepared himself for the barrage of stairs he would have to go through. Videtica just loved letting him walk out the front door without much effort, then pulling her tower up as high as she could, forcing him to walk up all those stairs so that when he got to the top he was dripping with sweat and beat. Conveniently the only thing he would want to do is curl up in bed next to her after he was done, and that’s exactly what she wanted.


There was something about this tribe. Nakka didn’t know if it was because of the sorceress, the water, the fruit, the heat, but they fucked like rabbits. Nakka and Videtica have been going at it almost every single day without fail, and she wanted to go even further beyond that. It was difficult to keep up with her and often times Nakka found that once he entered her bedchambers that he wouldn’t be allowed to leave until she was completely satisfied, and sometimes that would take the entire day.


Not that Nakka minded too much of course. The tower on the other hand...


He paused at the base of and looked all the way up to the top. She had the damn thing nearly kissing the sky. He huffed, the ache of battle still heavy on his body, he really did not want to climb up ten flights of stairs.


He called up to her bedroom.


“Videtica! Can you PLEASE lower your tower!? I’m exhausted.”


No response save for the slight clacking of beads together as wind blew them around Nakka’s face.


“I have chocolate and pickles!”


Almost immediately the tower began to shift. It was something that was pretty difficult to get used to at first, but still something that would be impossible to understand. He watched the stones of the tower shift over one another like a film of oil over water, gliding around as the tower twisted and slowly sank into the sand. There was no sound, no grinding of rock against stone, no spilling of dust, even the beaded curtain stood moved only by the wind around Nakka's body as the tower crested down to meet him. The only thing that Nakka could make sense of was a delicate shimmering that cascaded around anything that Videtica was manipulating. Soft sheens of violet, green, blue, orange and red, almost imperceptible but just visible enough to catch the corner of your eye. Soon the tower had been reduced a simple one room house that you might find lining the streets anywhere in the village, at least until you stepped inside.


“Thank you!” he called, before pressing the beaded curtain aside.


The tiny doorway opened up to a vacuous bedroom fitting the status of a sorceress queen. There were large tapestries of various silks and cloths, many of which being completely foreign to Nakka. They hung high up in the rafters which opened up towards the warm sky, dry air blowing around them and causing them to flutter lazily in the breeze. They each bore pictures and designs reminiscent of the gods and goddesses that this tribe worshiped, Nakka never really being able to wrap his head around it: various deities of fertility, life, death, crops and whatnot. Sredik and Videtica tried to teach him but there were just way too many to count. They stood dwarfed by a large chandelier that hung in the center, shimmering emerald glass illuminating the entire room in a mellow green that meshed well with the yellow sunrays that spilled through the roof. Each side of the room held sconces lit with warm and inviting fires, smoke spilling out the windows, lined with tables and dressers, clothing haphazardly thrown everywhere as she was oft to do when Nakka visited her bedchambers. Videtica’s large bed sat in the center where she lay lazily, almost as if bored, idly twirling a bracelet in her hands.


The beautiful Vistakian woman lay almost practically naked, wearing nothing but comfortable blue lace panties and bra, each one adorned with long strings far too big to be of any practical use, but begging to be grabbed and pulled, revealing the bounty that lie just underneath. A large necklace hugged her neck with glittering gems that Nakka couldn’t assign a color too as they changed and shimmered with all the colors of the rainbow. A slick sheen of sweat hung her skin as well in the stuffy room, causing her scales to glimmer against the sunrays and with her gemstones. Her large pregnant stomach proudly demonstrated her fertility and ability to carry child as she had one hand lovingly perched on top, almost as if to protect the growing children within. She looked up and met Nakka’s gaze as he walked in, She decided to settle on crisp blue eyes for now, and they quickly shifted to the gifts he had in his hand.


“You promised chocolate?” She began, feigning stoicism but the desire in her voice being too difficult to hide.


Nakka chuckled and set some of the gifts on a side table before pulling out a large bar wrapped in wax paper, bringing it over to her.


She squeaked with excitement as soon as she saw it. “Drevex actually had some in store today?” She lavished, eagerly biting into the bar and humming happily when the taste hit her tongue.


“Well it turns out if you ask him every single day for a chocolate bar, eventually he’ll pull it out of somewhere.”


Nakka had just sat down all of his gifts before a clawed hand grabbed his own, pulling him towards the bed where he happily fell alongside his love. She was surprisingly strong for her size, but considering her position as a sorceress that makes sense. Nakka had fought a lot of foes in his time, but he had seen Videtica when she was angry and none of them could hold a candle to her.


He laughed as she reached up and stroked his arm as he lay there, ignoring his protests.


“Videtica please, I’m drenched with sweat, I probably smell horrible, I can go take a shower and then come back, I don’t want to mess up your nice sheets here.” He made an attempt to get up off the bed again, but she wouldn’t let go


“Nonsense Nonsense, I love everything about you Nakka, and I would much rather have you here with me, right now than in the shower.”


Nakka smiled at that, who would he be to deny her?


They lay there together in comfortable silence, Videtica slowly nibbling more and more of the chocolate bar away between bites she would offer Nakka, and Nakka being happy to lay down with her and rest after a long day of sparring and grocery shopping.


He reached down and pressed his hand against hers onto her stomach.


“I can’t believe we made this, right here.” He said, squeezing her hand.  


“Mm yes.” She replied softly, “They will be strong, I can already feel it.”


She turned her hand around to grasp his own, looking into his eyes as she did so.


“Soon this house will be a lot less quiet than it used to be…” she softly whispered, pulling Nakka close and putting her head on his chest.


He ran his hands on her head, tracing little circles across her horns as his mind drifted off into thought. That was going to be interesting. It was hard to imagine Videtica’s tower being overrun with a ton of little lizards, she was definitely going to be right about that, things were definitely going to be a lot less quiet than they used to be.


He wondered what they would look like – if they would look more like him or more like his mother, would they take his horns or hers? His scales or hers? Would any of them be sorceresses like her?


He was excited for the boys, a bunch of rascals he could raise up himself, a bunch of little soldiers waiting for orders. Sparring, training, at first he wasn’t a big fan of doing a lot of training, but after Sredik and sparring with the warriors here? The thought was honestly pretty exciting.


And the girls… a bunch of young women running around looking a lot like their mother. Young, fertile, beautiful. The mere thought of it was enough to get him going. He felt his loins stirring thinking about them running around, the things he could teach them, how to love, how to kiss, so much more…


He felt himself start to get hard at the thought, even though they had sex almost every single day, Nakka was surprised that his libido could keep up. Something about this village...


He turned towards Videtica, planting kisses up and down her face as he slowly dislodged himself as she groaned cloyingly.


“Nakka come back please… I wasn’t done with you…” She pleaded in a voice draped in silk.


Nakka smiled as he walked away, back to the table and rummaging through the bag and grabbing a small vial out from behind a fish and some pickles.


He held it up to the light and swished the liquid around in the vial, watching it bounce around the inside of the glass and coating the insides.


“I also picked this up, got talked into it by someone peddling snake oil. He called it ‘Tigers Strength Oil…’ or maybe it was ‘Dragontooths essence…’ Apparently it was on sale so I figured that I would pick some up and give you an oil rub, how does that sound?” He asked, walking back over to her.


In response she shifted off of her side and onto her back, placing both of her hands onto her stomach and looking at Nakka expectantly.


“On sale snake oil?” She teased. “And here I thought you would never ask.”


Nakka smiled sheepishly, but stood above her from the side of the bed, pouring a generous amount of oil onto his hands and placing them onto her pregnant stomach.


He heard her gasp as the cold oil touched her belly, but it quickly morphed to a satisfied sigh as he slowly began to rub the oil across.


“I love seeing you like this, so full…” Nakka began, taking the other hand to join his others as he massaged the oil into her skin, taking care not to press too harshly down.


“I wish I could have you like this all the time…” he cooed, slowly pressing his hands up towards her chest, the oil leaving a slick sheen across her scales as he continued.


“Large and full, caring my children… Full of me, full of what I can give you…”


He felt her heartbeat through her skin as he continued to lavish her body with the oil, pressing at her in all the right spots and dragging a claw around to mix up the sensations. He returned back down to her stomach before leaning down and planting a long kiss onto it, watching her gaze as he noticed her getting more and more flustered as he continued.


“Would you like that love? I can give it to you every time… Every clutch, I can pump you full every night just like we’ve been doing. As much as you’d like.”


He continued to lay kisses all across his body as he worked, he brought his hands up and teased the skin right below her bra, looking up at her eyes as he did so.


There was a soft effervescence around her form as the light around her bent and shifted. Her eyes were closed but the gemstones hugging her chest shifted slowly between the original dark green emerald to a lighter shade that filtered into a soft pink like the rind of a ripe watermelon.


He didn’t even notice that she reached up and undid the knot on her bra until he felt it fall away from her chest, revealing her breasts to the soft sunlight.


He immediately pressed upward and grasped under one of them, slowly squeezing it, planting kisses upwardly as he did so.


Her breasts were large and full in preparation for her upcoming children, the soft yellow nipples were much more puffy than they had been before, and much, much more sensitive. He heard Videtica bite a moan into her mouth as his rough calloused hand relented pressure and cupped the whole thing, pressing into her chest.


He shifted his body forward as his mouth traveled up her body. All of the talk and the tastes had left his body slowly wanting, and he felt his cock throbbing to full attention as he continued to tease and worship her skin. It unabashedly pushed the loincloth out of the way, slowly pulsing to full erection against her lower thighs, the scent of his musk slowly beginning to fill the room.


He took a minute to stop laying her body with kisses to look up at her face as she enjoyed everything that he was giving her. The necklace around her neck now shimmered with a deep hue of pink and red compared to the cool green of earlier. He could feel her heart beating much more quickly, and her eyes were closed, lips bit, hands above her head as she let him explore every inch of her. He had seen it all before, but every single time was just as great as the first.


He reached down and pinched one of her puffy nipples, causing her to squeak, right before he knew that he had to get a taste for himself, greedily pushing his head down and taking an entire breast into his warm mouth, dragging more and more ecstatic gasps from Videtica as the cold air of the oil and room was replaced with the warmth of his mouth and tongue.


He found himself getting more and more incensed, more and more hungry. His cock was now throbbing freely against her leg and he felt a cool pool of his precum forming around right below his head, his cock desperately wanting to be inside her once more, to fill her up again.


He ran a hand down her body once more, over her stomach, and down towards her pelvis, pressing over the fabric hiding her cunt. It was already soaking wet, aching for him, and he wasted no time dipping his hand beneath the flimsy fabric and running his fingers across her clit and between her folds.


“Oh! Nakka!” Came a breathless plea, Videtica’s body twisting and turning in reaction to his touch. He was suckling her breast with more vigor now, his fingers pressing inside of her, begging to make way for the cock that was currently painting her leg with precum.


They remained this way for a moment, Nakka taking the time to tease her in all the right ways. He ripped the panties away from his prize, giving him more room to indulge both himself and her. The room slowly began to fill with the essence of them bot. His, masculine and earthy musk from being cooped up underneath the loincloth all day in the heat and spars of the day. Hers, feminine and sweeter, stronger now that she was carrying child. It filled his head and made him even hungrier for her body, he wanted to press himself deep inside of her, to give her exactly what he knew she wanted.


He pulled himself away reluctantly, as much as he would love to sit there with her all night, he rolled away off the bed and stood up in front of her.


“I need to taste you so bad…” he finally began, watching her body as she rolled to her side, opening her eyes which now sat as a deep hue of pink, locked directly onto his pulsing cock as it streamed a small bead of precum down to the floor.


She smiled, scooting around and dropping her feet to the floor before leaning back, slowly spreading her legs.


Nakka smiled as he immediately pushed forward between her legs, her essence and smell being the only thing wafting through his nostrils as he planted his tongue directly onto her wet cunt, savoring all the juices that it had to offer him.


She gasped into the stuffy room and pressed a hand onto Nakka's head as he delved deeper and deeper into her folds, the taste and aroma filling his mouth, filling his nose, and filling his mind with thoughts of things that he was going to do to her.


He continued to lick her, deeper and deeper, he pressed a finger up to press her clit as his tongue lapped at her insides, the mewls that fell to his ears from above only causing him to redouble his efforts. 


“Nakka wait I’m so close!” He heard her begin to yelp before it quickly devolved into a deep groan, half as a command, half as a request, and he pushed deeper into her right as he felt her walls begin to spasm and clench against his tongue as he ate out her orgasm.


Her legs began to shake as her sweaty thighs pressed inwardly to cup his head, Nakka didn’t let up, rubbing his finger back and forth over her clit as his tongue darted in and out of her, pushing against her clenching walls, making her work for it.


Soon the quivering subsided and Nakka withdrew his wet maw from between her legs, looking up at his lover with a smile on his face.


“How was that, love?” He couldn’t even see her face as she had fallen completely backwards, one hand on her breast, eyes closed, necklace vibrating between the vivid crimson pink and a pastel blue hue, but she managed to muster enough strength to sit up to meet his gaze.


“Amazing…” She began, her eyes quickly drifting down his form to the cock pulsing wantonly in the open air, and she licked her lips.


“Let me return the favor…” She said with a sultry coating that she knew he wanted to hear, and Nakka wasted no time.


She spun around so that she lay on her side again, face towards Nakka as he got up and positioned above her, cock right in line with her snout.


She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply as Nakka sat his sweaty cock onto her lips.


The necklace flashed a deep crimson again as Nakka’s musk wafted into her nose, and she reached down pressing her hand between her thighs.


“I love the smell of you” she whispered, the last word sounding like it was coming from multiple people all around him. Nakka let a small gasp down as he felt her planting kisses all over his cock and drinking him in.

“So strong, so earthy, so potent…” She continued, now her tongue lolling out of her mouth as she licked his throbbing cock from base to tip.

“The taste…” She finished by taking his hot cockhead into her mouth, letting just the tip sit inside as she ran her tongue right beneath the head, coaxing out any precum that still lay inside.

“The man…” This time the words were in his mind without having ever left her mouth. She had taken almost all of him into her maw, and Nakka could feel her staring up at him as she worked his cock.

“The father of my children…” She began to work faster now, lavishly devouring his cock as he let her taste every inch of him that she wanted, trying not to blow too early, but wasn’t sure how long he could last. The talking, the aroma, the tongue, she knew just what do to pull his seed from his cock, and she was all too good at it.

“Videtica, ah, I’m getting close…” He panted breathily towards her as she pumped his cock with her mouth, not showing any signs of slowing down.

“I know… I can feel it coming closer love…” she teased, pulling back, grasping his length with her hand to pump it as she dove beneath his cock with her tongue, letting it rest against her face as she pushed backwards to suckle on his nuts.

He was rapidly approaching the edge and he didn’t want to go so soon but her hands were pumping faster and faster, he couldn’t stop her, and he didn’t have much of a problem with that anyways.

 He closed his eyes as he felt himself step right towards the precipice before she abruptly pulled everything back, leaving Nakka’s cock wet, cold and begging in the open air.

Nakka's eyes snapped open and he looked down at his lover who was besides herself in her own lust, moans and mews dropping from her lips as she played with herself on the bed in front of him.

“Ah, ah… I’ll never get tired of feeling that from within you.” She finally relented, pulling her hands away from her cunt and watching the slick slip between the fingers.

“It feels so good coming right up to that edge before pulling back, doesn’t it?”

Nakka grunted and smiled, getting on his knees and stepping towards his lover on the bed, dropping his voice to a tantalizing whisper.

“To the edge huh? So then where do you want me to finish?” He asked cockily, already knowing the answer.

She spun around on the bed once more, getting onto her stomach and pushing herself up to her knees, dragging too hands back and spreading her pussy for Nakka’s eyes to enjoy.

“Right where it belongs, love.”

Nakka wasted absolutely no time, walking right up to Videtica and lining his cockhead up with her cunt. Both were already slick with spit as a result from their earlier love, and now the only thing Nakka needed was one small...

He felt a force at his backside, shoving him forward and into Videtica with one fell swoop, causing him to gasp in surprise before he found himself buried deep within her warm inviting hole.

“Push?” She said coyly, grinding her ass into his waist, teasing him as he sat inside of her.

Nakka could only growl in response as he placed his hands on either side of her hips, squeezing her large ass.

“You don’t want to waste any time do you?” He asked coyly, flexing his dick inside of her as he waited.

The response came swift and direct inside of his head.

“No, I don’t.”

Nakka smiled – neither did he.

He started thrusting into her, feeling the hefty weight of her body press against his thighs as he started low and slow, making sure that she had time to adjust to the length inside of her.

No matter how many times he got to fuck her, he never got tired of it. Her body against his, the sweat and the smell, how she teases him inside of his head and how she could read every single thing that he wanted to do to her. 

Ecstasy on earth, for the both of them.

He began to think about smacking her fat ass, slowly rubbing the left cheek as he did so, tantalizing the skin with his claws as he thought about the red mark he was going to leave, the loud smack in the room, the sting that would soon be crawling up her thigh.

That was the fun of it. She could know that he was going to do it, she just didn’t know when.

He brought his hand back and drew it down across her ass like a snake striking at prey, causing her to gasp as he continued pumping his length into her. In and out, out and in, another smack and another mew as they both slowly lost all pretense of conversation, talking only in gasps and moans.

Nakka slowly caressed the red skin as it blossomed across her ass. He slowly dragged a claw around the perimeter of the growing red patch, watching as it slowly took on the outline of his hand, teasing the agitated skin right before bringing his hand backwards and delivering another smack.

Her large ass bounced against his thighs as he continued to thrust inside of her, and he watched the skin ripple every single time he bottomed out inside of her. He swapped hands between caressing the skin with one hand while spanking with the other, and soon both sides had a red outline of his love.

He still felt her consciousness inside of his own, a much more chaotic and emotional version of herself, starkly different from the cold regality she could have at times. She let more of herself out while she was like this. He could feel her desires and her wants painted plainly across his mind. He saw her and him, lying together exhausted and cuddling after the sex. He sees her watching him from the top of her tower as he spars with the soldiers and settles back with the townsfolk. He sees him and her lying exhausted in bed, except this time there was a ton of little Vistakians running around.

He felt himself getting closer as he let her paint her fantasies all across his mind, and he felt her whisper something from inside.

“I want to look at you while you finish...”

Nakka slowly withdrew his cock from her hole, taking one last look at her ass before she spun around to sit on her back, hoisting her legs up and putting them on either shoulder, inviting him back inside.

She was so beautiful, and she was all his… He lined his cock up with her slick entrance, slowly pushing it up and down, gliding his cockhead across her clit before finally pushing himself down and pressing into her.

She was so wet and ready for him that he slid all the way in without any resistance at all, eagerly returning to the cadence that they were used too before.

Nakka groaned as he took a hand and placed it over her bulging stomach, rubbing it softly as he continued to thrust inside of her.

“I can’t wait to see them… I’m so excited.”

He brought a hand up and pressed it against her breast, toying with it, squeezing the puffy nipples.

“I can’t believe I’m going to have to share you…” He continued picking up his pace slightly as he did so, driving himself closer and closer.

Videtica for her part continued to mewl below him, seemingly lost in the sensations as she waited for him to pump his cum deep inside of her, but a cognizant voice found itself once again in his head.

“Share me… I wouldn’t worry about that love…” She whispered tantalizingly into his head, causing him to falter his cadence and pause for a second in confusion.

“What do you think is going to happen when our daughters become of age?”. 

This caused him to pause for a second, not quite understanding what she was getting at, not before a force once again pressed him back to the hilt inside of her.

“I saw what you were thinking about earlier…” She pulled him out again, before pushing him back and forth like a sex toy as she whispered into his mind.

“Taking our daughters…”. Nakka's mind immediately went back to the thought, bending them over a table… Having them on top of him… Having two of them at the same time…

 He thrust harshly into Videtica, taking back his agency. She gasped in surprise, which made her only double her efforts in teasing him.

“Bending them over a table huh…?” Nakka began pumping faster and harder, beginning to pant like a dog as various images of him in various positions with his daughters sped through his mind as Videtica watched.

“Breeding them deep and full as you do me.”

Nakka felt a low growl building at the base of his throat, his orgasm building, hot velvet gripping his cock as he stuffed it as deep as Videtica would take it.

Nakka opened his eyes and the woman before him wasn’t Videtica, but somebody else. Somebody much younger but with her eyes and his… scales? Was this… their daughter?

His cock started to twitch as his growl turned into a load groan, his orgasm completely taking over his mind and body as his cock drooled cum deep within Videtica’s wet hot heat.

She reached up and pulled him deeply into a kiss which he eagerly returned as it devolved into soft mewlings, her walls contracting around the outside of Nakka's cock as she joined him in her own orgasm.

They embrace, tongue against tongue, skin against skin, caught in the moment and savoring it for as long as their bodies and minds would let them before the sensations slowly subsided into a sweaty calm.

Nakka felt his legs shaking, he hadn’t had an orgasm that good in, he can’t even remember…

“That was amazing Nakka.” She finally said, grabbing his arm and pulling him into the bed to lay down with her, which given the state of his legs he was more than happy to oblige.

“Yea… It was…” He let out a big sigh and closed his eyes cuddling up next to Videtica. “At the end did you… Was that…?” He questioned, trying to put the pieces together but not trying to jump to conclusions.

He heard her chuckle in response. “That’s going to be a view I hope you’ll be able to get used to.”

Nakka gulped in response.

“So when are you due again?” He asked sheepishly, turning towards his love as her eyes sifted back to a cool blue.

“Sooner than you think.”, and she leaned forward, pulling Nakka back into another kiss.

He couldn’t wait.
