
It’s The Last Time, I Swear
In a world of pokémon, in a city carved and erected from stone known as Land’s End, there stood one of many modest homes, cut long ago directly from the rock. At the moment, the scene inside proved a bit hostile.
“Mom?! Who the heck is this?!”
Any passerby hearing that outburst through the open, square windows and taking a peek would’ve spied a mother, her daughter, and a curious visitor worthy of rumor. A little skitty just now confronted a well-groomed delcatty. Said delcatty stood next to a lion bearing one of the most majestic, fiery manes imaginable, as if his head radiated with the heat of the sun. The pyroar in question, dwarfing the both of them, looked rather out-of-place and felt as such, especially with the messenger bag hanging from his waist. He was more at home lounging about in the grasslands, not paying a visit to a couple of housecats.
“Silk, is this not a good time?” the pyroar asked the delcatty, his voice deep and brown, “Your cub is upset.”
“Kid! I’m a kid!” the skitty exclaimed.
Silk felt lumps of panic leap into her throat. “Oh, no-no-no! It’s no problem. I just need a moment with her. My dear Wool, wait outside for me, will you? As for you, Blaze, just behind the divider back there is the bed. Why don’t you make yourself comfy? I’ll be there in just a bit.”
Wool headed outside in a huff. Blaze nodded with a nervous grin and walked towards the bed. Silk, thinking fast on her feet, sped for the money bag in the corner of the home and snatched it up with her mouth. In the very next moment she had rushed outside to meet her daughter. The skitty glared with a furrowed brow at her mother as she arrived. 
“Please-please-please don’t make a scene, my girl,” Silk pleaded, right after she dropped the money purse by the skitty’s feet upon the sidewalk. She reached in with a paw and dragged out five bronze coins. “The ice cream shop should be open at this hour. Why don’t you treat yourself to a nice, big sundae?”
“So that is what you brought him here for,” Wool accused. “Mom, come on! I thought you were looking for a job.” 
“I haven’t earned a single coin in weeks,” Silk confessed.
“What?!”
“Sssh!” Silk put a paw to Wool’s mouth to quiet her down. She leaned in close to her daughter in order to speak in whispers beneath the droning of pedestrians walking about. “The only people willing to hire me right now just want me for my body. Everyone else is still turning up their nose. I could use a big spender like Blaze at the moment. We’re running low on money! And he wouldn’t be the worst client either. I mean, my word, have you seen someone like Blaze before? He’s a handsome one!”
“Eeeeeew!” Wool hopped back, repulsed, “Mom, stop that. You’re going to make me sick.”
“I said hush!” Silk reeled Wool back in and continued whispering. “I know I’m breaking my promise, I really, really do, but I’m at my wit’s end how else we’re going to get money anytime soon. Wool, please…work with me on this. Don’t glare at me like that!” 
“You want me to forget a broken promise by stuffing my face with ice cream?” Wool asked incredulously.
Silk squirmed. “Then I’ll swear on my life!” she proclaimed to her daughter, “Blaze will be the last client I’ll ever have. I’ll live like a respected lady and get someone to train me for a better job first thing in the morning. I swear it!”
A prolonged, awkward pause hung between mother and daughter, until at last the daughter leaned down towards the offered coins.
“You really, really mean it?” Wool asked.
“It’s the last time, I swear,” Silk repeated.
“Then give me seven of those copper coins,” Wool requested, “I’m getting the biggest sundae.”
Silk grimaced. “You’re asking for my entire purse! Okay, fine. There you go.”
The Delcatty scooped the coins on the street back into her coin purse. In the very next moment, she brought the purse right to Wool’s mouth. The little skitty promptly bit down on it.
“Now be a good girl for me. Promise?”
“Promise.”
Wool gave Silk one last look of disapproval. Then, she went off down the street. As the skitty departed, the delcatty let out a long sigh. She took a moment to gather her bearings. Once she was mentally prepared, Silk left the street and headed back into her home. Blaze was waiting for her and she was eager to restore her funds.
***
Blaze lied on a pillow one size too small. He waited. He breathed through his nostrils and out through his mouth. His eyes wandered to the divider, the bare stone walls, and the modest chest that sat next to him in the bedroom’s corner. The seconds stretched on. In frustration he grabbed hold of the messenger bag around his chest and tore it off with the pull of his teeth. He tossed it over beside the chest. Though it and its contents were the only possessions he owned besides the tiny hut of a home the city had given him, he felt no strong sense of attachment. 
He got up upon his feet and pushed the pillow aside. He preferred the stone floor over a cushion his weight crushed. His breaths grew in volume as the seconds carried on. His thoughts carried on as well, consuming him. 
“Oh, Blaze. You poor thing.”
Silk’s doting snapped Blaze out of the mental torment that nearly drowned him. “Unh? Oh, you’re returned.”
The delcatty’s head poked out from behind the divider. As she stepped into full view, she gracefully slipped down beside the pyroar. Her body cuddled against his, sharing warmth and the soft feel of her pelt. Her cheek brushed against his great mane as the pyroar felt the press of her plush neckpiece. Blaze’s eyes watched her all the while, that slender, beautiful feline who caught his yearning gaze as he walked alone on the stone streets, who spoke to him in close whispers, who shocked and tantalized him with an offer he couldn’t resist. Blaze’s eyes laid bare the apprehension coursing through him. In turn, she took her sweet time. She comforted him. 
“I should’ve known the size of the bed would be too small for a big guy like you,” Silk apologized, half-singing.
“My home is the same as yours, and the bed there is also too small. It’s alright,” Blaze answered back.
As Silk’s paw slinked over of his own, Blaze dipped his head to gently lick her cheek. 
“So, your...kid has departed?” he asked. Their faces loomed close to each other. Along their cheeks they felt the warm blow of each other’s breaths.
“Off to get a treat. Don’t worry, we have the place to ourselves for a while.”
“I see.” Blaze cocked his head. 
With a twist of his neck, he reached past her cheek and joined their muzzles together. Silk yielded a bit to the advance as their noses rubbed. Warmed breaths from the lion blew upon her as his mouth opened to extend his tongue. She widened her lips to accept him. His tongue slipped in and wrapped around hers. She followed his lead like lovers in a dance. As the prolonged kiss exchanged spit and the tongues went to and fro from one mouth to the other, Silk’s paw tightened over Blaze’s. Oh, how he moved with grace. She normally didn’t kiss her clients, for sandpaper tongues were usually too much trouble for the intimacy sought. For such a fine, male specimen as Blaze, she gladly made an exception. 
Silk purred at Blaze, into his maw, in a gentle whisper. 
Blaze felt a poke in his chest. He took the hint and slowly pulled away, thus allowing Silk  to gulp in a much-needed breath. 
“You’re a good kisser,” she complimented. Her cheeks burned red.
“That’s pleasing to hear. They used to call me ‘The Gentlest of Kings,’ before I, um, ended up here.” Blaze replied.
“Now, now. No need to dwell on bad memories,” Silk consoled, “In this room, you’re my king, as far as I’m concerned.”
“With what I owe you for this, does that also make you my queen?” Blaze quipped.
Silk’s cheeks burned even redder. “Oh! I’ve been getting ahead of myself. Do you mind paying me before...we go any further?”
“Let’s get it out of the way, then.” Blaze offered. “Feel free to grab my bag.”
“As you wish, your majesty,” Silk sang.
Silk slowly got up to her feet and stepped forward to Blaze’s bag. As she left the lion’s side, the head of her thin, svelte tail caressed his cheek. Before long, Blaze’s eyes fell upon Silk’s slender, cream-colored backside as she leaned down to pull open the bag’s flap. A smirk drew across his face. She was as fit as the lionesses that used to share in his company. A sight for sore eyes. 
“So,” Blaze spoke up, “There should be enough in the bag to make you my ‘queen.’” He quietly rose to his feet and began to sneak towards Silk. As he drew close, however, he paused as Silk’s tail lifted up and pressed its head against his nose. Blaze sighed, denied his fun for now. 
All the coins in Blaze’s bag now lied in a tidy pile in front of Silk. She had counted them all. Five silver coins. 10 bronze coins. 
“You caught me leaving the bank with my two weeks’ pay. Lucky you,” Blaze said, his eyes focused on the mounds of her glutes. “You did say five silver, didn’t you?”
For two weeks, very modest pay.  For a moment, Silk fell quiet.
“Blaze, what was your job again?” she asked. She had yet to turn around.
“Oh, that? Well, I kindle an oven.” 
Blaze’s words hung in the air with a hint of shame.  
“Can you survive two weeks on ten bronze coins?” Silk asked.
“In exchange for you?”
Blaze’s inhibitions broke down as he pushed past Silk’s tail to grab her right buttcheek in a love bite. He planted a paw on the other buttcheek and rubbed round and around in circles. Silk gasped at the sudden advance. Her train of thought quickly derailed from concern for Blaze’s well-being as he sought to indulge in the here and now. 
She quickly whipped her head around. “H-Hey! Wait one minute,” she stammered. She ripped control of the intimacy back from Blaze as she turned the rest of her body around. The pyroar soon stood face-to-face with a somewhat flustered delcatty sitting down in front of him.
“You have no idea how much I’ve missed company like yours,” Blaze told her.
“I think I got some of an idea,” Silk quipped back. “But you’re not going to get your five silvers’ worth if you don’t let me do my thing.”
“Oh?” Blaze questioned, his curiosity piqued. 
Silk rose up to her feet with a grin. “Why don’t you lie back and see what I mean?”
Blaze looked at her quizzically before the intention dawned on him. He returned the smile. “Give me a moment.”
He turned around and stretched his body across the floor of Silk’s room. In the next moment, he rolled his weight. He felt a bit foolish lying in such a position upon his back, hind legs spread and all.
“I haven’t lied like this in quite some time,” Blaze remarked.
Silk slinked her body over Blaze’s.  Her forelimbs wrapped around his waist. Her tongue stroked his belly as she inhaled his scent through her nostrils. As she prolonged the embrace and purred with delight, she soon felt a telltale poke down below. 
Silk carefully slipped back. her eyes looked upon the grown erection now sticking from Blaze. She licked her lips at the pink, tantalizing sight. The little barbs sticking out around the head and the base of the shaft were of no concern for her. She had ways of working around those.
“That was fast. How long has it been?” Silk teased.
“I’d rather not- nngh!”
Silk had slipped the bottom of her paw upon Blaze’s length and stroked up and down between the hilt and the head. She grinned as Blaze’s cock hardened with pleasure in her gentle care. The big feline spread his legs a bit wider as his penis grew more erect. A deep, rumbling purr came out of his maw as he rested his head back and enjoyed Silk’s touch. 
As the stroking went on and the seconds stretched into minutes, Silk leaned down low and traced the tip of her tongue against Blaze’s length. The fiery lion twitched with surprise from the skillful tease of the plush, purple housecat. Her paw rubbed one side while her tongue stroked the other. She giggled with enjoyment as Blaze’s purring reached up into irregular, satisfied moans. 
“Oh, If only...” Blaze began to say. He trailed off.
“Hmm?” Silk questioned.
“W-well,” he started, “Those barbs aren’t safe for-”
“Oh, hush,” Silk interrupted.  “I know my limits.”
Silk curled her paw around Blaze’s penis and pointed his tip towards her waiting muzzle. 
“Hhhhngh!”
The pyroar threw his head back as the delcatty swallowed his penis right past the head and halfway down his shaft. Her lips wrapped tight around his girth as the tip of her tongue circled around the head. Her actions left Blaze twitching with leaks of pre-cum from the tip. Silk gently sucked that bitter fluid clean and quietly swallowed it down as it seeped upon her tongue. She closed her eyes, stretched out her paws over Blaze’s belly, and let her mind coast on sucking Blaze off. Such an act for her felt shamelessly satisfying, for exciting an alluring male such as the pyroar elicited a primal thrill.
“Hhnn...huuuuhn!”
Blaze moaned out beneath his deep breaths, his mind similarly whisked away in the heat of pleasure. The sensation felt incredible, but as Silk kept at it, both of them realized the big cat teetered on the point of no return, not quite able to go past it. As Silk’s mouth began to tire, Blaze’s embarrassment and frustration started to mount. Silk knew this kind of male all too well. 
Before her mouth could grow sore, Silk carefully pulled it away from Blaze’s penis whilst taking care to not catch her lips on any barbs. She took a moment to swallow what remained of the pyroar’s fluids in her mouth before climbing up to rest upon his chest and mane.
“Are you afraid of hurting a little kitty like me?” Silk teased. She hugged him close. 
“It’s happened more than once,” Blaze confessed. His paws closed around the delcatty lying upon him. He squeezed her firmly as he panted with lust for her body. “It’s how I learned to be gentle...maybe too gentle.”
“Well, for the money you’re spending on me, I can’t just leave my king unsatisfied,” Silk volleyed. Her eyes locked upon his as they glinted at him with sexual intent.
Blaze’s heart skipped a beat at the sudden invitation as he stared back in silence. He felt challenged all of a sudden. 
“Come on, you. Show me what you want. Something tells me it’ll please both of us.” Silk prodded. 
The pyroar’s reaction came swiftly. With Silk firmly secured in his tight embrace, the needy lion rolled the both of them into a sudden flip in position. Blaze unfurled his grasp, allowing Silk to lie upon the floor as she looked up to him. She smiled as she placed a paw affectionately against that majestic mane hanging close to her face. 
Much to Silk’s surprise, Blaze shot towards one of her ears. He took hold of the pointy, purple tip and happily nibbled on it. 
“B-Blaze!” Silk lost her composure in a matter of moments. She curled her back and burst into fits of uncontrollable laughter. Beneath the pyroar, the delcatty had no escape from the sudden onslaught of ticklish nibbling. As Blaze kept at it, Silk started slapping her paw at his mane as she gasped for air between laughs, trying to give any signal at all to yield as she squirmed to and fro from the tickling sensation. 
“Ahahaha! B-Blaaaaze, stop it!  Hahahahahaha!”
Thankfully, Blaze paid heed and ceased, albeit not without a smug sense of satisfaction. 
“I wanted to do that to those big ears of yours ever since I first saw you,” Blaze told her, “But I never thought you were that sensitive.” 
Silk caught up with her breath as she planted one paw right to her brow. “Oh, my god. Blaze, you’re such a jerk! I should’ve clawed you for that.”
Blaze laughed it off. “You wouldn’t do that to a paying customer, would you?”
“I do if they try to pull a fast one, like tickling me senseless,” Silk stated matter-of-factly as she shot him a dirty look. 
“Well, why didn’t you?”
“Um...” she stumbled over her thoughts. “Well, I really do need the money, and...you’re not exactly a bad customer.”
“Er...that is good to hear, I guess.” Blaze answered back, his mind stumbling as well to get past the awkward moment. 
“Come now, Blaze. That can’t be all that you want to do,” Silk pressed. 
“Hah. Of course not. Just wait and see.”
“No tickling!”
“I Promise.”
Silk watched Blaze very, very closely as the lion began to slowly shuffle back. He dropped his face down towards her chest and belly. His tongue stroked upwards against her nipples. He took his sweet time as he gave each nipple a little suckle as well.  Silk, in turn, started to relax, as Blaze made it clear where his intentions lied. She rested her head back and instinctively parted her hind legs to invite him further down. She sighed, loving ever so much the brush of Blaze’s mane along her body. 
“Mmm. That is more like it,” she cooed. “You like what you see?”
“You’re soft and petite. Holding you close is like holding a sweet, purple flower,” Blaze flirted.
“I’ll take that as a yes,” Silk said, after a bit of a giggle. 
“I’d pay 20 silver if I could,” Blaze went on, audibly aroused, his passion on the verge of erupting, “Just so I could stay close to your side for days.”
“Mmm! You do have the desires of a king,” Silk teased in turn. She exhaled sharply as the strong, heavy paws of Blaze’s grasp pressed apart her inner thighs. Her wet lips in the nethers stared back at the pyroar’s face. They dripped with moisture in full exposure to the lustful male and his noticeably heated breath. Slowly, Blaze lifted his back. He kept her legs parted as he shuffled his crotch into position. She held her forepaws to her mouth and gently closed her eyes. Any second now...
...but then, an unwelcome voice called out at the door.
“Siiiiiiilk! Silk?! Are you home?” That voice demanded. It sounded feminine and sassy.
Blaze froze and peered down to Silk’s face. 
“What is she doing here?” Blaze whispered, surprised. 
Silk muffled a gasp, petrified. She looked back to Blaze with fearful eyes and shook her head to keep him quiet. Blaze complied. He slowly lifted his body to a sitting position and lowered his breath. His paws rested on Silk’s belly as he did his best to keep calm and inconspicuous. His head turned towards the direction of the interrupting voice, thankful that the bedroom’s divider covered their presence. He didn’t want to stand face-to-face with that aggressive braxien that wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer. 
“Silk, I know you’re home. You’re not seeing a client with money worth a damn or taken on any jobs,” The bipedal fox with the bushy tail called out accusingly. She pointed at the humble abode with her stick. “Why are you putting off the inevitable? The well’s just about dried up. Come work for us and the boss’ll make sure you get plenty of customers to keep your kid fed. When you come to your senses, pay us a visit and we’ll get you oriented. See you later!”
Blaze turned his gaze back to Silk. He stared at her, seized with a sudden weight of guilt, as the minutes stretched on. They waited an unbearably long time to make sure the unpleasant visitor had gone away. All the while, Silk looked distraught and humiliated. Her paws slid up to cover most of her face. Her life’s troubles had intruded upon her in a terrible way. In turn, the mood in the bedroom had shattered. 
“When I turned that fox down, I had no idea she’d trail me so vehemently,” Blaze said with a bow of his head and a frown. “I’m sorry, Silk. I should’ve covered my tracks.”
Silk said nothing in return.
“Silk,” Blaze cautiously began.
“Don’t say anything!” Silk cut him off. 
Blaze paused. “Silk, I must. This is all starting to feel like a big mistake.”
Silk hissed, “I said don’t say anything!”
“I can’t live with myself if I-”
Silk ripped her paws away from her face. She glared right into Blaze’s eyes. “Not! Another! Word!”
Blaze recoiled a bit as he finally fell into silence. His paws slipped off Silk to rest on the floor. His eyes darted awkwardly from Silk’s glare. He watched from the corner of his eye as Silk turned her body over and rose to face him in a sitting position. Her gaze eased as she took a moment to compose herself. She licked her paw to comb the fur on her head. 
“Listen to me, Blaze,” she began, her tone conciliatory. “I know exactly what I’m doing. I’m not, nor ever will work for them. I promised Wool I’d get out of this line of work, but I needed one more client to make ends meet for awhile.”
She took in a deep breath and slowly exhaled. “And I didn’t want just any client. Blaze...it wasn’t just for the money that I chose you.”
Blaze’s heart skipped a beat. He tensed as he sat there, struck dumb as Silk got up to rise her face up to his own. She raised a paw to brush upon his mane. He dipped his head in turn. The delcatty’s countenance proved a powerful lure as they looked towards each other, their muzzles inches apart from a kiss.
“That lust of yours, Blaze...I want it,” Silk whispered. “I want it in me. I want it flowing through every part of me. I want to be in your grasp and forget all my troubles, just for a little while.”
The pyroar’s breath stuttered. The passion he felt for the delcatty rushed back to him and burned vigorously like a phoenix from the ashes. He reached out with one paw and slid it down along Silk’s spine. She curled her back in reflex and purred with delight, suggestively raising her backside in the process. 
“You want me that much, Silk?” he asked.
“Of course I do, Blaze,” Silk answered back. 
With a few light steps, Silk started to turn in place. With her back towards Blaze, she dropped her weight down low to the floor. She tucked her hind legs beneath her lower belly and outstretched her forepaws ahead of her face. She folded her tail back, leaving the whole of her rear exposed and slightly lifted. Blaze easily caught the sight of Silk’s pussy, now hot, moist, and ravenous for him.
“Don’t keep me waiting, your majesty,” Silk teased.
Blaze breathed in deep through his nostrils as Silk’s provocative invitation broke down his inhibitions. His penis hardened with a rush of blood and poked out fully from his sheath as he stepped forward and loomed close over the luscious feline. He slinked his body up and over Silk’s back. The sensual warmth of the lion’s intimate embrace as he reached down and gently bit into the scruff of her neck swept Silk into a simpler, indulgent state of mind. 
“Blaze...give it to me,” she cooed.  
The pyroar didn’t keep the delcatty waiting for long. He curled his back upward as his forelimbs clamped her body by the sides. He kept his bite firm by her neck scruff as he then bent his hind legs to aim his crotch low along the ground. He shuffled into the best place to join his privates to her own. After all that preparation, he braced his weight against his forepaws.
Blaze shot his hips forward.
“Haaaanh!” Silk cried out, electrified. The length of Blaze’s cock drove into her all the way to its hilt. The force of the lion’s thrust into the soft, lithe, and alluring feline combed her pussy deep with fleshy barbs and struck her glutes hard with a lewd, tantalizing slap. Blaze felt a shock of pleasure as well as he briefly stalled his momentum to growl with immense satisfaction. He kept pressing his crotch firm against her buttocks, grinding her, prodding his cock every which way in order to soak in the tight fit now enveloping him. 
Silk’s breath stuttered as her mouth hung agape. As much as she wanted this, she underestimated how badly she missed sex. She pressed back at Blaze’s grinding with a slight push of her hind legs and an inward bent of her spine. The heat of the moment coursed through her muscles and veins as she felt her pussy stroked in ways only a big cat could. Yes, those fleshy barbs raked her inner walls back and forth and inflicted some pain to bear, but such sensations intensely aroused her.  She squeezed Blaze’s member as much as possible with her glutes. She moaned loudly. Her pussy soaked the lion’s cock in hot fluids. 
Blaze let slip Silk’s scruff from between his teeth. “Silk,” Blaze exhaled, his voice slightly quivering, “Let me do more.”
“Aanh! Like you need...my permission!” Silk moaned back, incredulous, “Do what you want!”
Blaze picked up the pace instantly. His hips yanked back, pulling himself out to the head, and shot forward again. Silk gasped, braced herself, and dug her claws into the cool, stone floor as the lion pumped his cock straight into her pussy. He slid his whole length back into her, his girth and his barbs stroking and filling her sex with ease. 
“Haaah!”
He pumped again. 
“Aaaanh!”
And again.
“Blaze!”
Yet again!
“Haanh!”
The aroused lion fucked the luscious housecat repeatedly and eagerly with sharp, focused thrusts.  She struggled to keep up her breath as he gained in speed. He lifted his back as he focused his strength and libido into the runaway locomotion of his hips. He growled aggressively as he embraced his sexual instincts in full, fucking her with abandon like he fucked the members of his harem in his glory days. Such pounding drove Silk into crazed, rapid gasping. She bent back her head, dropped open her jaw, and closed her eyes to fall deeper into their carnal embrace. Her erotic gasps erratically mingled with loud hisses due to the fast, relentless combing of those barbs, but they served only to drive her wild with a masochistic lust only felines could understand. 
“Blaze!” Silk called out, on the tipping point of her lust, “Blaze!”
“Silk! Almost there!”  Blaze grunted over his thrusts, “You feel incredible!”
“You too!” Silk moaned, “Now finish me! Pleaaaaase!”
The demand elicited the most prolonged, tantalized growl ever to rumble from Blaze’s lungs. His forepaws clutched Silk by the waist and yanked her body back to slap her backside hard into his nethers. He doubled his speed, now fiercely determined to fuck the both of them senseless. Silk clawed into the floor uncontrollably as she took a pounding that burned her body from head to toe, wearing her down so fast that her firm posterior pulsed with every smack. She clenched her teeth tight as her whole body tensed. She then cried out repeatedly with such volume that her coming orgasm nearly overpowered the din of Land’s End’s streets by an entire block. Her pussy ravenously squeezed Blaze’s cock and sucked him right in.
“Nyaaaaaanh! Haaaaaaaanh! Aaaaaaaaaaaaanh!”
Blaze’s forepaws quickly slipped to the floor as he dug his claws in just like his lover. He dropped his weight into the last thrust as he threw his head back. A brief, yet powerful roar escaped his muzzle as his climax finally struck him like a purifying, rejuvenating wave. His long-dormant seed ejaculated in several spurts from his tip. Silk’s pussy choked the length of Blaze’s cock and flushed it in hot, intoxicating fluids in return, her quivering, climaxing body demanding those shots of white, hot fluid to gush inside her. Blaze filled her up without thought or hesitation, his mind too enveloped in lust to do anything else. His raw deposit rested far within her, sitting in the deepest part of her pussy like a heated glob. 
In the next moment, Silk sank limply into the floor as Blaze lifted his weight away to pull out. She breathed deeply to gather her bearings as her body lied down, limbs outstretched in both directions, the whole of her soothed by a sexual afterglow in spite of the soreness lingering in her rear.
“Aah,” she sighed. Blaze’s cock plopped out of her. Traces of his semen oozed from the folds of her vagina down the rest of her crotch and onto the floor. Before long, Blaze slipped down to rest beside her. He looked to her quite happily. Silk peered back at him out of the corner of her eyes, her mouth curling up into a smirk.
“You’re lucky it takes more than once for cats, doing something that bold to me,” she remarked, “Or else that would’ve cost you far more than five silver.” 
Blaze blushed a bit. “W-well, I know my limits, but...that’s what you wanted, wasn’t it?”
Silk sighed and rested her head. “Of course it was. I hadn’t felt that good in a long time...and neither had you.”
Silence fell between them as they looked to each other. Desires lingered in the air between them. 
“Blaze, are you in a rush to go home?” Silk asked. 
“No. There’s not much waiting for me there,” Blazed answered, after a bit of hesitance.
The delcatty slipped her little forepaw up and over the bulky forepaw of the pyroar close to her. She gave it a gentle squeeze.
“Well...sooner or later I’ll get that new job. Then I wouldn’t have to charge you five silver, if you follow me. Want to make plans for another date by then?”
Blaze’s heart thumped against his ribcage. “Absolutely.”
Silk giggled. “That didn’t take long at all!”
“Well, kings have to be quick deciders,” Blaze quipped, “Especially for their queens.”
Silk beamed. She knew her daughter might protest, but Blaze had the potential to be a keeper. The delcatty could only hope the pyroar could prove her right in the days to come.
THE END

