There are few moments as momentous in the history of our collective species as the discovery of Terra-3. At the time, the planet was written off as a backwater unworthy of proper research. But over time, it was discovered that the planet hosted enough water, fertile soil, mineral deposits, and wealth to support our various races until the inevitable death of the system’s star.
Not only that but it was found to host a biosphere similar to our own, supporting a multitude of fascinating and gargantuan lifeforms so unlike our own. Including one species that held hope for future intelligent life.
Humankind, as they’ve come to dub themselves, has been our ally for decades, a faithful and loyal race, gaining a reputation for grandeur, intellect, ingenuity, integrity, and most of all, bravery.
Over the course of this book, we’ll be examining the early years of Human-Council relations, following its various highs and lows.
But for now, our tale focuses on the first exploits of our council’s chosen research team and their initial human ally: the boy known as Isaiah. 
History would see him as the visionary leader of Terra-3 who removed his infant race from the cradle and brought them into their destiny amongst the stars. At this time, however, he was nothing more than a student, fresh from high school and looking to start his post-secondary scholarly endeavours.
Joining him today are two members of that faithful crew who would make contact: Adele-313 and Evista Narr.
And while their work would one day be vital for the terraforming of Terra-4 and undertaking GARP (the Great Atmospheric Restoration Project), today they were mere junior scientists, undertaking the unenviable task of catalogue Terra-3’s impressive biosphere. This included studying whether cross-breeding between species of Terra-3 and our various homes was even feasible in the first place.
A task that wasn’t made easy by the seemingly insurmountable difference between our anatomies and analogous species of Terran origin in terms of scale.
Let’s see how our future scientists are faring in their quest!
[hr]
The organ was easily twice as tall as Evista, looking like some sort of tree made out of a fleshy pinkish-white material. It was slightly curved as it reached skyward, ending with a reddened tip that was leaking a bead of something pearly white. This looked like sap but was likely some sort of seed that preceded full climax. 
Its presence changed the surrounding air, making it smell hearty, masculine, dripping with Isaiah’s essence.
“Are you sure this is… ethical?” Adele asked.
Evista scoffed, waving them off. “Relax, it was like this when we got here. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind if we studied it.”
“This violates our concept of consent,” Adele commented, warbling.
“Well do you want to stop?” Evista asked, offering a knowing little smile. It was clear that she already knew the answer. This little robot was just as interested in this as she was. “Because we can stop.”
Adele’s lights brightened to a reddish hue, strobing that colour. It was the closest that a robot could get to blushing. “No, I would just be remiss not to bring it up is all.”
“Plus…” Evista bit her lip, not knowing how to explain it. “I…”
There had to be something between herself and Isaiah, right? The boy seemed far too kind and willing to help her just to view their relationship as something strictly platonic. Surely, there was something lingering under the surface.
All of this was so confusing. She could ask but what if she misinterpreted his intentions? Perhaps he was simply being kind.
Maybe that was it. He was an alien, after all. And aliens could have drastically different cultural norms.
Evista shook her head. No, no, that couldn’t be true.
Alien relationships were not entirely uncommon amongst her race either. They were explorers and sometimes those explorers fell for the indigenous people groups that they were tasked with studying.
It just happened that this alien was… well…
Evista looked far off into the distance, seeing Isaiah’s face upon the horizon, casually and peacefully snoozing away. To go from here to his head would be quite the walk. Not impossible but it would definitely be a bit of a workout.
Oh, how she’d love a chance to figure out why the races of this planet were so large.
“The erection is wilting,” Adele chimed in.
Evista whipped around and saw that this was the case. Like a tree that was about to come down, the flesh was growing less rigid, bending to the side more and more with every passing second. 
It was strange to see this on such a short time scale. Normally, seeing organic mass move this dramatically would be the product of a generation or due to industrial harvesting methods. However, things apparently acted far quicker on this planet.
Though she did note that this was also how long it would take a male of her race to respond in kind. But… no one that was part of her race was anywhere close to this large. It was just one of the many interesting quirks that she was coming to appreciate about these so-called humans.
Yet another oddity of Terra that required further research. She’d have to add it to her ever-growing list.
“Help me out,” Evista called.
She reached out with both of her hands and touched the flesh, feeling how warm it was against her fingers. The smell was still there, corrupting and tantalizing. It wasn’t unpleasant, just heavy, seeming to worm its way into her grey matter and meddle with her thoughts.
Was she always this horny?
Once she was touching it, she started to move her hands, stroking at his flesh. She even pressed her clothed body into it as she grinded against him, using her whole form in an effort to stimulate his organ. 
At the same time, Adele zipped around and rested on the other side, vibrating rather vigorously.
This seemed to do something as the wilting not only stopped but then began to reverse, taking so little time to grow tall and proud once again. Just like before, all of this happened on a rather rapid time scale, a matter of seconds, so unlike anything back home.
“Fuck me,” Evista whispered.
A bead of that same white sap oozed from the tip. This time it grew so heavy that it even started to roll down his flesh, moving slowly along the surface of his fleshy pink trunk.
Adele whirled. “I think him fucking you would have disastrous results, Evista. Successful insertion would have a 99.9 percent mortality rate.” She let out a hollow note of artificial robotic laughter. “Though if my programming didn’t limit my ability to provide certainties, I’d say it would be 100 percent.”
Evista shook her head. “Not what I meant, Adele.”
The robot scoffed.
This sinful bead drew lower and lower with Evista still rubbing at his shaft. It wasn’t long before it grew close enough that she could actually touch it with her bare hands. Yet, she held back for now.
Her first instinct was to sample it, for sure. But she instead took a step back and pulled a small kit off of her belt, popping it open. There were a bunch of cotton swabs inside. She grabbed two of them, dipping them both into the bead of human seed.
One swab went in a cup that would be catalogued onboard her ship. The other went into a small capsule which promptly chirped, flashing a bright green light and proving that this wasn’t poisonous.
Should she really taste it though?
It felt like a silly idea. Sure, she’d never slept with a member of her own species but she had a nagging feeling that it wouldn’t taste all that different from theirs. Something which she’d been informed wasn’t the most appetizing flavour in the galaxy.
Before she was even totally aware of it, she felt a warmth on her hand as her subconscious mind took over. It would seem that she’d submerged two fingers into the stuff. As she drew them back, she could see that this gooey white utterly coated them.
Apprehensively she brought them to her lips and popped them into her mouth. And…
She hacked and coughed, spitting it up.
Okay… that wasn’t the best taste in the world.
“What are your ulterior motives?” Adele asked.
Evista scoffed. “What makes you think that I have ulterior motives, dear Adele?”
“The fact that you left Kham behind. Plus, you used your command which overrides my ability to send a remote feed of events back to the ship for the sake of backing up my data,” Adele said, flashing blue and then yellow. “Those are not the actions of someone who doesn’t have something to hide.”
“Narc,” Evista chided, shaking her head. “Fine, you caught me. I was hoping to influence Isaiah’s future choice of mate.”
Adele was silent, still vibrating.
“I know that his heart is set on this Ms. Garcia figure but…” Evista shook her head. “Perhaps there is a way that we could influence his decision. Surely, there are more qualified mates for him to have than someone who is significantly older than himself.”
“Such as?” Adele asked.
Evista hummed. “Perhaps a plucky but attractive junior researcher from a foreign land?” She shrugged. “Just to shoot out an idea in the dark.”
“Uh huh,” Adele quipped.
Evista shook her head. “Plus, I’m sure there is some value to be had from investigating the effects of influencing Terrans in their sleep. That could be very useful information to have in the event that our race decides to settle this planet. It’d be a lot easier to convince them of our peaceful intentions if we simply infiltrate their subconscious minds before making the offer directly to their conscious mind”
Of course, she didn’t know how stimulating this part of him would achieve that exactly. There were still holes in her plan, little gaps that needed to be filled. But that was the point of experimenting, to gather data in order to support or subtract from her theories.
Evista looked at the organ, staring up at the tip of it. It was said that many intelligent races could have their decision-making abilities impacted while either sleeping or in the throes of pleasure. Surely, both of these factors compounded together would enhance the effect many times over.
See, bit-by-bit her theory was really coming together. It was an interesting idea and one that was well worth testing.
“Nothing says peaceful intentions like meddling with a species’ mind without their knowledge or consent,” Adele ribbed.
Evista ignored her and focused on the task at hand instead.
All she had to do was figure out a means by which to both stimulate the boy’s anatomy while also massaging his malleable Terran mind. Something which was going to be difficult, considering how large his stature really was.
But she was a scientist, a member of the Academy and a natural born problem-solver at that. Surely, if anyone could figure out a means of breaching this seemingly impossible divide, it would be her.
Evista continued to stroke with one hand, tapping her chin with the other. She looked down at herself, seeing that her attire was already a little sticky, graced by the smallest amount of this sap-like substance.
It was a strange sensation, feeling it soak into the fabric so totally. His seed was warm as it touched the bare skin underneath.
Think, Evista, think…
Then it clicked as she snapped her fingers together.
She reached for her belt and pulled out a small orb, about the size of an apple back on her planet. Though on Terra, it was probably little bigger than a grain of dust. But this specific grain of dust was chalked full of all sorts of sensors and other technological marvels that would help with her research.
“Can you continue to stimulate Isaiah for me?” Evista asked, cautiously taking a step away. His flesh didn’t provide the most stable footing to be on. “I need to record a quick message.”
“I once more need to reiterate that you are not following the galactic standards for consent,” Adele chirped. “Either sexually or in terms of that necessary for a research project. It’s important that…”
Evista waved them off. “Details, details, last I checked those only applied to intelligent species that have been recognized by the greater community. Which!” She wagged a finger at her companion. “Is not the case for our Terran friends. Plus, didn’t he say that he wanted to give us open access to his culture and customs.”
Adele sighed in that artificial way that machines often did. But they didn’t rebut, seeming to let the matter slide.
Evista ignored it and held up the metallic orb in her hand, pressing a button on top of it. This made the thing briefly flash green, telling her that it was now recording. She bit her lip and looked around, trying to figure out what to say.
Well, what would this Ms. Garcia woman do in order to tantalize him?
She had to sound sultry. She could sound sultry, right?
“Hey Isaiah, baby,” Evista whispered, batting her lashes for no one in particular. “Doesn’t this feel good?” Good start, good start. “Don’t you want to forsake your human mate and share your time with me, the beautiful and smart Evista?”
She then pressed the button on the orb and it pulsed red, telling her that her message had been accepted. With that, she let go and the orb hovered in the middle of the air. It sat idly, looking for a directive.
Evista cleared her throat. “Approach adult Terran’s ear and replay this message every minute at a volume which will not wake him. Do this unless the adult Terran awakes. In which case, abort and distance yourself as far as possible.”
The probe chirped and then zipped away, flying across the Terran’s body in a matter of moments. It was miles better than having to make that voyage herself.
With that taken care of, Evista then approached the organ once again. She cracked her knuckles and looked it over, trying to figure out what exactly she needed to do. 
Her research into the topic told her that the very tip was the most sensitive part of his anatomy. Cleary, getting up there would be her top priority.
Evista stretched and drew in a breath, preparing herself for this final obstacle. Then she wrapped her arms around the organ and grunted, pulling herself up along it. She wasn’t the world’s greatest climber but she was adept enough to at least give this a proper attempt.
Bit by bit, she pulled herself higher and higher. It was hard work as Isaiah’s seed made the entire organ slick and slippery to the touch. Ever so often, she would lose her grip and fall just a little. But she was determined, keeping at it as she forced her way skywards. 
As she neared the very tip, Isaiah shuddered, groaning. It would seem that her probe had found its mark, whispering sweet nothings to the boy, just like she asked.
It was all going according to plan.
Evista finally reached the tip though was now confronted by the reality that she didn’t quite know what to do with it. Her first instinct was to mount it, using the skin beneath the head as a place to anchor her feet. 
She tried to do so, finding some success in digging her boots into this fold. Thankfully, there was enough there for her to effectively get leverage and hold herself in place.
Once secure, she then started massaging his sensitive head, rubbing it down while peppering it with all sorts of little kisses. This seemed to work as she heard Isaiah groan from across the bed. 
Her reward was another belch of sinful fluids, just as intense as the rest.
“Ms. Garcia,” Isaiah grumbled.
Evista rolled her eyes. Okay, maybe this wasn’t all going according to plan. But she was getting there. Surely, the probe would do its job. She just needed to have faith in her theorem.
Maybe… she just had to work harder. That might’ve been the issue. His mind surely wasn’t malleable enough quite yet.
No matter, Evista wasn’t going to be so easily defeated.
She renewed her efforts, nipping and kissing, rubbing him down with her entire body. His pre nearly overwhelmed her, sinking into her attire and threatening to knock her off. It wasn’t fast moving but it was plentiful enough to act like a flood, pushing back against her.
Her world became utterly focused on the smells and tastes of his seed. It was hard not to lose herself to that hearty texture as it oozed against her so totally.
“How’s it going down there?” Evista asked.
Adele scoffed. “I might need to divert from this objective as my battery is rapidly draining.”
Evista cursed under her breath, still looking at the leaking organ. She’d made a mess of her attire and gotten herself thoroughly sticky but hadn’t managed much aside from that. Isaiah was still transfixed on this Ms. Garcia woman, showing no interest in the junior researcher who was currently trying her damnedest to please him.
“Just a little more,” Evista demanded.
Adele sighed. “If I enter sleep mode, please ensure that you take me back to the ship.”
“Whatever,” Evista grumbled.
Together the two of them kept at the task. Evista stroked and grinded her body against him, trying everything in her power to appease him. Meanwhile, Adele just kept up with her rumbling, ensuring that this shaft was adequately handled.
“Perhaps your clothing is an issue,” Adele chimed in.
Evista perked up. “Pardon?”
“Aren’t acts like these traditionally done in the buff?” Adele asked.
Evista bit her lip. That was a very good point and something which she hadn’t quite accounted for.
She pulled herself away from Isaiah’s manhood, shuddering as there was an audible squelching sound of her peeling her clothing away from his flesh. Strands of pre connected her body to his erection, each like a web from some terrifying huge spider. 
It was incredible to witness, in a way, even more so when she realized that this wasn’t even close to the full extent of his virility.
Her feet moved away from the foreskin and she started to slide down his shaft, helped along by his natural slickness. Soon enough, she rested upon his crotch, holding out her hands and desperately trying to shake off the seed which now thoroughly coated her. However, this was an utterly hopeless gesture.
“What if he catches me like this?” Evista asked. “I’m fucking soaked.”
Adele stopped vibrating and zipped around. “I would be more concerned about what would happen if he woke up and caught you in this position in the first place.” They warbled, shaking like a dog in order to fling off the fluids which coated their shell. “But what do I know, I’m simply a machine.”
Evista shook her head. “I’m sure it’s fine.” She started to unbutton her jumpsuit. “He said that he wanted to help with research. And this is very productive research that he’s helping us with.”
“Uh huh,” Adele chimed in, not sounding very moved by this declaration. “Surely, there are no other benefits you could possibly derive from this.”
Evista would retort if it weren’t true. In fact, she could feel another wetness within her own crotch, soaking into her undergarments. It was hard to ignore as she shifted about, instinctively rubbing her thighs together.
She nimbly worked through the buttons on her jumpsuit, flipping them open easily enough. As they fell away, her attire quickly followed. She stepped out of it and tossed it to the side before returning to the organ towering above her.
Her fingers traced delicately along her own body as she moved a hand down to cup her crotch, stroking at her mound. It was inflamed and hot to the touch, soaking into her digits.
Was this… was this arousal? No, no, surely not. If she was aroused by this then someone might question if this was a legitimate study rather than some perverse affair. So, she forced herself to ignore the sensation for now.
As she returned to his organ, she pressed herself against it, embracing it as if it were a tree rather than adult anatomy. It felt so much warmer than before without that protective layer between herself and him. And that seed felt almost sinful as it started to coat her entire body.
Evista flushed and closed her eyes.
She could feel Isaiah’s pulse at this moment, hammering through his member. It was intimate, strangely so, feeling the way that his heart raced as she pleasured him.
A muffled moan escaped Isaiah and he instinctively bucked his hips. If it wasn’t for the fact that Evista was already holding on for dear life then she likely would’ve been sent flying by this instinctive motion.
Before she was even really aware of it, she spread her legs, grinding her cunt against his shaft. She wondered briefly if some of his pre would enter her. 
If that happened what were the chances of pregnancy?
It wasn’t something she dared think about for more than a second.
“That seems to be doing something,” Evista commented.
Adele hummed. “Noted for the research documents.” She paused. “If I make it back to the ship that is.”
“I wonder if there’s some way to see if the subliminal messaging has been effective,” Evista commented, flushing as a faint little moan escaped her. “Is there some sort of test we could…”
“Ms. Garcia,” Isaiah grumbled in his sleep. “Don’t stop.”
Evista wanted to stomp her feet. Why in the hell of a thousand different solar systems was this not working? Surely, her and Adele should’ve been doing something. But at this rate, they were only riling the boy up and making him even more susceptible to the alluring nature of that Ms. Garcia woman.
It was torturous, not knowing what she was doing wrong.
“Perhaps it’s not a bad idea to cut our losses before daybreak?” Adele commented.
Evista sighed, knowing that they were right. It wouldn’t do to be caught in a position like this. Even if they’d been given permission to conduct an experiment of this nature in the first place. 
Well… in theory… at the very least. Not so many words had been exchanged when they discussed boundaries.
“We can try again another day,” Evista grumbled, scrambling back and picking her jumpsuit. It made a wet suctioning sound as she had to tug hard in order to peel it off of his skin.
Both it and her were now thoroughly coated in a thick sheen of Isaiah’s sticky seed. So, she didn’t bother putting it back on. It wasn’t like anyone was going to notice her in a world this large.
She snapped her fingers. “Return to me.”
There was a zip across the room as a familiar ball darted towards her, settling back within her opened hand. She slotted it into the pocket of her jumpsuit, latching it shut. Then she started on the slow process of climbing off of the human.
“How much longer do we have before his alarm goes off?” Evista asked.
Adele hummed and hovered up, sending out a pulse of light towards his clock. “Thirteen minutes.”
Evista’s eyes widened and she started to scramble down even quicker than before. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh…”
She yelped as she lost her grip, falling off of him. It took all of her willpower not to cry out as she cut through the air. Before her life could flash before her eyes, however, she crashed down onto the sheets below.
The impact was soft but she still groaned in pain. “Motherfucker.”
[hr]
Now you’re probably wondering who I am and why I’ve decided to include tales like this inside of a historical narrative. Traditionally texts like these are the product of a more prestigious form of writing which is couched in the grand academies of our illustrious star-faring races.
In these narratives, they tend to prune the edges and soften the less than glamorous elements of our noble scientists, guardians, engineers, and traders. That is not an approach that I respect.
While the story that I’ve just shared might not paint dear Evista in the best light, I believe it shows that she was a hardy scientist who desperately wanted to conduct research to better her understanding of her mission. As such, she was willing to throw quibbles of ethics and morality to the wayside in this endeavour. 
All in the name of bettering our collective knowledge of the stars.
Isn’t that noble in a way?
These methods might seem crass and unorthodox to the masses but one by one, she managed to chisel away at the biological divide that existed between our Homeworld and that of the Terrans.
I say our Homeworld but this is where I must admit that my people are a new addition to the glorious family that we all call the Galactic Council.
Surely, I don’t need to bore you with tales of the great wars fought above my home. What I will bore you with is the fact that my people suffered when the massive ships of the various navies crashed down our well, cracking open and contaminating my planet with all sorts of chemicals, radioactive isotopes, and deadly biohazards.
And it was the work of biologists, following that proud lineage started by dear Evista, which managed to not only rejuvenate my home but also enhanced it. Scientists like her took us away from coal, iron tracks, and steamships. They instead enlightened us to a position equivalent to that of Isaiah’s home when the members of their team stumbled upon it. The device I use to write this epic with is a product of their assistance.
And I know that in less than a decade, we will join the other races amongst the stars.
Anyways, that’s enough of a diversion. I don’t mean to distract you from the story being told. Just know that every tantalizing detail is important for the records. Every line helped save my home and surely many other homes all through this quadrant of the Galaxy.
Every tale has its edges and I don’t mean to omit them, no matter how dark and grisly they might seem.
[hr]
Isaiah didn’t know where this hard-on came from.
He wasn’t a stranger to morning wood but this was something else. This was much more intense, his cock standing rock hard and leaking plenty of pre.
“What the fuck?” he whispered to himself
But obviously no one was around to tell him how this had happened. His brain was buzzing with information, a dozen different thoughts ringing out in his grey matter.
First was this nagging voice which told him that this wasn’t normal. In fact, this was probably the furthest thing from normal that he could encounter. He wasn’t some stupid high schooler anymore. He was getting ready for college and he shouldn’t still be getting wood like this.
Another voice thought about Evista and he promptly blushed, running a hand down his tired face.
Why had she come to mind?
She was attractive… maybe… it was honestly kind of hard to tell. It felt wrong to think like that in regards to an alien. 
Except in terms of aliens she wasn’t that ‘alien’ in the first place. She was like… well she was like a furry really.
Okay that was even weirder, brain.
Still, he could appreciate that she was attractive, cute in that little jumpsuit that she always wore. She clearly had a bunch of features that he would’ve normally enjoyed on a regular-sized woman: a cute face, slender body, nice tits…
It was kind of like lusting over an action figure actually.
WEIRD AGAIN!
He groaned.
“Why is Evista on my brain?” he asked himself.
He swore that he heard a tiny voice cheering from under his bed. But he paid no attention to it. Instead, he lazily reached for his cock, delicately taking it within the palm of his hand. Ever so carefully, he started to stroke it, idly fluffing himself.
Would that help?
Then the third all-important thing came to him, landing like a thunderclap. It was the reason that his alarm was set for this early in the morning on a freaking Saturday.
“Oh fuck, I need to help Ms. Garcia!” Isaiah yelped, springing out of bed.
He looked down at his cock and whined. It was still so very hard and he really wanted to do something about that. Yet, he had priorities to attend to.
Hopefully, it would go down by the time that he had to make his way over.
Isaiah moved quickly, jumping out of bed and rushing over to his dresser in order to grab his outfit for the day.
It was strange, he swore that he had gone to bed with underpants at the very least. He always did so, after all. 
But clearly, he hadn’t or else they would still be there. 
It was no big deal, he simply grabbed himself another pair of boxers with plenty of room for his junk to breathe, slipping into them. His erection was already starting to go down, softening little by little.
He then grabbed a pair of khaki shorts and slid them on as well, wincing as he forcefully crammed his cock inside of them. It wasn’t a pleasant fit and he could feel his hard-on straining against it. Hell, he could even see the outline of the thing through the unforgiving material.
Next, he grabbed a polo shirt. He didn’t know why he picked a polo. This was going to be yard work. Surely, he could get away with a t-shirt. Ms. Garcia wasn’t going to care in the slightest.
But that was the thing, he… he wanted Ms. Garcia to take notice and care. It was kind of nice.
Isaiah bit his lip. He knew that it was wrong. There was no way that a woman like Ms. Garcia, someone with kids, a job, and all of those adult things, was going to be interested in him.
But… but what if she was?
Isaiah sighed in frustration, balling his hands into fists. He needed to stop listening to his friends and he especially needed to stop watching ‘neighbour next door’ porn videos when he jacked off. Just because it happened on PornHub didn’t mean that it was ever going to happen in the real world.
Once finished getting dressed, he then rushed to the bathroom, quickly brushing his teeth and taking care of the other duties that needed to be done in order to make himself presentable. He even shaved, doing away with the very masculine and mature series of stray hairs which sprouted from his chin.
When he looked at himself in the mirror, he saw a charming stud, flashing a smile and a pair of finger guns for good measure. Sure, he was a little young, nearly boyish. But at the very least, he was strong, built kind of like an oak tree. That had to be worth something in the scheme of being considered attractive… right?
Something caught his eye as he glanced at his shirt. As he looked closer, he saw that it was a few spectacles of a faded crimson soaked into the fabric around the cuff. He shuddered at the memories of how that had got there.
If he wasn’t mistaken, it was from some sort of wild animal attack. Yet another war wound gained from helping out the aliens with their mission.
Yet, he quickly pushed these memories aside. Evista and her crew had patched him up after all. It was like those wounds had never existed in the first place. The only shame was that they couldn’t patch up his clothing whenever incidents such as those arose.
 Or gotten rid of his memories of them…
Thankfully, it was such a small amount that he barely even noticed it himself. So small, in fact, that he doubted that anyone would be able to spot it.
With that concluded, he slipped on his sneakers (the clean ones to really impress Ms. Garcia) and made his way downstairs. 
He was home alone, like usual. Grandma had left for the summer, meaning that he was king of the castle.
Not that he would ever abuse that.
…
He looked away from the mounting pile of pizza boxes, putting them out of sight and out of mind. If the mess wasn’t in his field of view, then it simply didn’t exist.
One last look in the entryway’s mirror told him that he was ready. So, he grabbed his keys and stepped out of the house.
[hr]
Fun fact about the Adele model of research probes.
Their scanners have a functional range of two hundred Earth metres. In that range, they can record everything using a high-tech echolocating sonar.
…
How did I get a hold of these logs in the first place?
Oh uh… it turns out that they kind of just toss out these Adele units at the end of their life. The logs barely even cost me a week’s wage.
Honestly, it’s kind of a little sad.
[hr]
Nina sipped her cup of coffee, happy for these rare blissful moments of peace and quiet. 
It was the weekend and her daycare had been able to handle little Jose for an impromptu day away from the house. Sometimes you just… when you’re a single mother you need a little time away from your four-year-old. Especially for what she had in mind.
She finished up with her cup, placing it in the dishwasher before carefully closing it. As she moved towards the living room, she caught a glimpse of herself in the entryway mirror.
She thought that she looked good, in her humble opinion. 
Most people thought that having a child instantly turned you into a forty-year-old MILF but it turned out that being the mother of a four-year-old at twenty-nine made you look twenty-nine… just… far more tired than an average twenty-nine-year-olds.
Her body was full, filling out her jeans with plenty of rump. It also caused her nice-looking blouse to cling to her bountiful chest. If it wasn’t for the four-year-old then she knew that many men would be falling head over heels for a body like hers.
But… with the four-year-old in the equation…
She grabbed her phone and went over to her dating app, sighing as she saw that it was dead. Nothing, not so much as a bite in the vast digitals waters that this service claimed to provide.
Aggravating but something she had grown increasingly used to seeing.
She peaked out the blinds, seeing Isaiah mowing the lawn. Maybe, it wasn’t the end of the world that none of those men had any interest in her.
The boy was younger than her by a decade. That was definitely a con. 
But… 
Nina sighed.
She didn’t know… 
There was something about him that she enjoyed. He was nice. Genuinely nice and willing to help. You didn’t see that in very many men. Maybe that was the benefit of being so young, not running in crowds that tainted those sorts of redeeming qualities.
Plus…
Nina bit her lip, maybe it was also a little nice to get to lean into the MILF thing every once in a while.
She subtly reached up and toyed with the top button on her blouse, popping it open. As she looked down, she saw that a bit more of her tanned bosom was now on display, enough that it would take a literal saint not to gawk at it. And even then, they might struggle.
“You’re going to hell,” Nina grumbled to herself.
Her dry spell reminded her that she was already well situated in that terrible domain. So, it couldn’t possibly get any worse.
Isaiah’s grandmother had asked her to look out for him while she was gone. This was looking out… in a way… kind of… if you took a very liberal interpretation of what exactly looking out meant in the grand scheme of things.
After all, these were very useful skills to develop in a man that was Isaiah’s age.
She watched as he finished with the last of the lawn, killing the mower and rolling it towards the garage. Once he parked it inside, he then moved towards the front door. 
Nina listened, trying to seem disinterested as he opened it. She didn’t want him to know that she’d been gawking.
“Ms. Garcia?” he called.
Nina smirked. “I’m in the living room.”
Don’t be a creep… just play it cool. The kid probably watches PornHub. Just act like a PornHub actress.
She braced her arm against the wall, leaning against it and trying to show off more of her body. It seemed like the safest bet to make it look the most appealing.
As Isaiah walked in, it seemed to work as he looked right at her tits. He gawked at them for a prolonged and noticeable moment before finally catching himself and forcing his gaze upwards. It was cute to see how bashful he was about this, overcorrecting and instead looking up at the ceiling. There was a healthy amount of red in his cheeks.
“I uh…” Isaiah rubbed at his arm. “I finished with the lawn.”
“Thank you for…” Nina’s game plan went promptly out the window when she noticed his shirt. It would take a mother with a rambunctious four-year-old to see those little splotches of red upon his sleeve. Though sadly, she was the mother of a rambunctious four-year-old. “Is that blood?” 
So much for playing it cool like a PornHub actress, Nina!
Isaiah perked up and looked directly at his sleeve, hissing and then immediately covering the mark with his hand. “It’s nothing.”
Oh no, it was certainly something. That tone apparently didn’t change between the ages of four and eighteen.
“Are you okay?” Nina asked, coming over. She batted his hand aside and seized his arm, looking at the blemish. “Did you cut yourself?”
No, no he hadn’t. It was old blood and there wasn’t a visible mark upon him.
Nina looked up at Isaiah, judging him with a different light. Sure, he seemed like a good boy but this wasn’t the first time that she’d noticed something like this on him. For the past few weeks, he’d had blood on his clothes and no marks to show for it.
At first, she dismissed it but now… now it was forming an unfortunate trend.
Was he…
Nina tried to recall everyone who she’d seen come to the house since his grandmother left. None of them seemed like a bad sort, fellow kids just out of high school and ready for university.
But looks could always be deceiving, maybe one of them was introducing him to a bad crowd.
“Don’t worry about it,” Isaiah said, yanking his arm away from her.
Nina frowned. “You know, if you’re having problems, you can always…”
“It’s nothing…” Isaiah sighed and forced a smile that was just brimming with dishonesty. “I promise.”
Nina frowned but nodded regardless. Her brain was trying to parse what to do. 
Should she pry? Should she tell his grandmother? Should she even go through with her silly plan in light of this new discovery?
There weren’t any good answers.
“You know that you can tell me if something’s wrong,” Nina said, smiling at him. “We’ve known each other for years.”
Don’t think like that, it makes what you want to do to him even weirder. How can you possibly justify…
Okay, shut up, brain.
“I know, I just…” Isaiah offered a sincere smile, placing his hand over hers and giving it a comforting squeeze. “If I get into trouble, I promise that I’ll come to you.”
Nina nodded. She would just have to accept that for now.
With that concluded, Isaiah then lifted his hand away from hers. He turned to leave and was about to take a step back.
It’s now or never, Nina.
Don’t do it…
Do it…
The two voices felt like they were in a stalemate, ready at a moment to lash out and overtake one another. She had a split second to make this decision and it wasn’t getting any easier. Yet, she was frozen in place and unable to make it.
DO IT!
Nina cleared her throat. “Isaiah.”
Isaiah paused and turned to look at her. As he did so, he promptly blushed and openly gawked at her, glancing down at those tits that she’d ensured to emphasize.
Which made sense as Nina had just pulled her blouse open, exposing both of her sizeable breasts to him. There was no bra underneath, no scrap of fabric which protected her from his prying eyes.
She was going all in and hoping for the best.
They really were her best asset, large and round, more than a handful each. 
Her ex claimed that they were his favourite part of her body. He was a pig but… that didn’t mean that he was entirely wrong with his assessment.
It seemed that it was a good first step, at the very least.
“Ms. Garcia?” Isaiah whispered, forcing himself to look up and meet her eye. Yet, she could tell that his instincts were just riling to pull his gaze back down.
Nina smirked. “You can call me Nina.”
“N-Nina?” Isaiah asked, chuckling. “Is this happening?”
It seemed that something responded positively to this display as a certain organ tented out against the front of his khakis. Dear Lord… it was only growing larger still. Clearly, this boy was hung.
“It’s happening if you want it to happen,” Nina teased, playfully winking at him.
Isaiah nodded rather slowly but still managed to look at her chest again. “I’ve… I’ve never done this before.”
“I can teach you,” Nina replied.
She reached down and instead grabbed the hem of her blouse, pulling it off overtop of her head. It wasn’t long before she had tossed her attire aside and exposed her bare torso to him. As he was still left gawking, Nina even reached up and cupped her breasts, weighing them in the palm of her hands.
“If only I had someone to…” Nina began.
She didn’t even need to finish that sentence before Isaiah darted forward and took the hint, grabbing her tits instead. 
Oh lord, he was actually quaking.
“Am I allowed to…” His voice cracked and he blushed so brightly, wincing at that boyish imperfection of his. Though Nina found it kind of adorable. “Am I allowed to squeeze them?”
“Please do,” Nina teased.
Isaiah gave them a squeeze and she bit her lip, groaning and letting out a dainty little moan in response. She was hamming it up a little. Yet, it would seem that her companion was a quick learner, doing away with his youthful insecurity easily enough.
“Perhaps we should take this to the bedroom?” Nina recommended.
Isaiah looked around. “Is Jose…”
“I managed to get him a weekend daycare slot,” Nina explained, grinning at him. “So, we have a few hours until I need to pick him up.” She moved towards the stairs, glancing back at him. “Perhaps he’ll have a baby brother by the end of the day.”
Did you really just say that?
Isaiah paused to ponder what exactly she meant by that. Though he seemed to read between the lines as he promptly blushed to an even brighter hue, nodding so very quickly. It seemed that he liked the line, getting a little extra pep to his step as he caught back up to her.
He followed after her, being in the wings as she started to make her way up the stairs. 
As she climbed, she swayed her hips, ensuring that he could see her ample rump moving back and forth before his eyes. She soon reached her bedroom, pushing through the door and sitting down upon the edge of her bed.
Isaiah entered behind her and looked so bashful, glancing off to the side and saying nothing at all. He nervously rubbed at his arm, obviously struggling with the reality that this was really happening.
Nina pressed her arms together, squeezing her tits between them as she gave her chest a little shake. It provided some excellent framing, keeping them well supported. “Do you want me to take the lead?”
“Yes please,” Isaiah replied.
Not quite the young stallion that she was hoping for but maybe he just needed a little time to properly break out of his shell. And she was nothing if not patient. 
After all, it’d been several months since she’d last had sex.
Okay…
Okay, best not to think about that.
“I want you to take off your pants,” Nina dictated, nodding assuredly.
Isaiah perked up and did as she commanded. It honestly made her feel a little powerful to watch him fiddle with his belt and pull his khaki shorts down. There were a simple pair of boxers underneath which tented outwards, straining against the weight of his pride. They provided even less of a barrier to protect him from her gaze and looked just about ready to give out. 
There was this hearty wet spot which stained the fabric on the front, looking downright delicious. Lords above, he was really riled up.
Nina smirked. “How are you feeling?”
“Nervous,” Isaiah admitted.
“Why are you nervous?” Nina replied, reaching out and holding a finger against the head of his erection. That dollop of juices was so warm and sticky, betraying his eagerness.
Isaiah shivered. “This feels… this feels too good to be true.”
“And why is that?” Nina asked, tracing her finger back and forth. It was a tease but sometimes a girl liked to be a little bit of tease. 
She did this a couple of times before allowing her finger to drift upwards, touching the waistband of his boxers. Ever so carefully, she slipped it in underneath, tugging them down and finally freeing that mammoth organ nestled within.
Nina whistled as it stood tall and proud. It was everything she wanted, being well above average in terms of both length and girth. This was a proper erection, belonging to a proper man.
“Not bad,” she commented.
Isaiah sighed. “I just… I dreamed about this and thought that it was too…” He shivered. “I thought you were…”
Oh Lord above, he was adorable.
“Do you watch porn?” Nina asked.
Isaiah tensed, blushing bright red at that question. “Pardon?”
“I asked if you watched porn,” Nina replied, tilting her head to the side. “You’re young… it’s okay to watch it. I’m not going to judge you or anything.”
“Yeah, I watch porn,” Isaiah said. 
Nina smirked and leaned forward, kissing the tip of his erection. She savoured that little sample of his essence, allowing it to grace her lips. He was wet, so very wet. A bead of his lust connected to her lips and expanded outwards for a few inches as she slowly drew away.
Isaiah took in a breath and balled his hands into fists. He looked bashful to the extreme.
“Well, how would one of the actors in a porno treat me?” Nina asked, gracefully severing the webs with her finger.
Isaiah tensed. He looked like a deer in the headlights.
Which only made Nina wonder what type of porn he watched exactly.
“You can answer honestly,” Nina replied.
She undid her own pants and started to ease out of them, nice and slow. She took her time as she revealed her large thighs and that wild forest of black hair which lingered above her lower lips. 
It was amazing to see the way he looked at her. He was shy but there was a hunger in him, that much was obvious.
“I…” Isaiah steeled himself, puffing out his chest. “The actor would flip you over and fuck you from behind.”
Nina smirked. “Oh yeah?”
“Either that or make you… make you ride him,” Isaiah added.
Nina hummed. “I suppose we have enough time to do both of those things.” She kicked her pants away and then rolled over. Effortlessly, she got onto her hands and knees and turned away from him. “Come on Isaiah, show me what you can really do.”
She waited, not looking back. Would he take her up on the offer or continue to drag his feet? That was the million-dollar question.
In the end, she heard him step closer and take up position behind her. A moment later, she felt his hands fall upon her hips. They landed with a nice meaty thud as he promptly squeezed her ample backside.
Nina moaned. “Good boy.”
Isaiah lined up his cock with her lower lips, brushing against them ever so slightly. It was a little awkward for him to find his position but soon enough she felt his rock-hard erection eagerly brushing against her hole. 
Both of them were already so slick, drenched with a solid layer of fluids. The flood only got more intense as their organs started to get familiar with one another, rubbing desperately against each other.
“Fuck,” Isaiah grumbled.
“Keep going,” Nina teased.
Isaiah didn’t protest, doing exactly as he was told. He drew back and then slowly pumped forwards, finding the angle and pressing into her body. His cock felt amazing, gliding nearly effortlessly into place. It was so nice to feel something so warm after so long without it.
Nina imagined him in the yard, licking her lips. It felt sinful to do something like this with him but she couldn’t help but get excited at the idea.
Maybe there was something to be said about being a cougar.
Isaiah eased all the way inside, not stopping until his hips rested against her backside. He wasn’t entirely inside, just yet, but he still managed what he could. 
“Am I allowed to…” Isaiah sounded bashful as he spoke. “Am I allowed to get rough?”
Nina wanted to laugh but stopped herself from doing so, knowing that destroying his confidence like that wouldn’t give her what she wanted. Instead, she nodded, ensuring that she added just the tiniest amount of sultriness to her voice. “Please do.”
Isaiah gripped her hips even more firmly and began to pump into her. His motions were swift and long, thrusting into her hole. 
At first, he was a little sporadic about it, brimming with a frantic virgin energy. Still, this was appealing in a sense. It made Nina imagine him as a young and wild stud, in desperate need of a little taming. But she gave him time, providing him a chance to learn. 
It wasn’t bad, by any stretch, feeding into that sinful fire brewing in her belly. In fact, even with his inexperience, she was still able to lose herself to the sensation of him fucking her.
Little by little that warmth continued to grow. It was tantalizing, beaconing her to lose herself to the tempo of his hips.
He was slowly coming into his own. Every thrust became a little more controlled, a bit more confident. It wasn’t long before he was properly plapping away at her hole, getting more than a little forceful with it.
Pent up little bursts of breath escaped Isaiah’s mouth, each sounding terse in nature.
Heavy beads of moisture already lingered upon him but as Nina looked back, she could see that there was a nice sheen upon his body. He was working up more of a sweat, adding some post-lawn mowing exercise to his daily routine.
And it felt divine from her end, his cock gracing all sorts of sensitive places inside of her. There was a warmth in her belly, each of his thrusts feeding into it, little by little. There was a nucleus taking shape within her and he seemed so very keen on feeding it.
Nina licked her lips. “Smack my ass.”
“What?!” Isaiah yelped, blushing bright red. He came to a sudden halt inside of her instead.
Nina rolled her eyes. “Slap. My. Ass!”
Isaiah looked petrified by the request but did as he was told, drawing his hand back and smacking it down upon Nina’s backside. It landed with a nice clap, the note echoing throughout the room.
It made her yelp.
The blow wasn’t nearly as hard as it could’ve been. In fact, it was honestly pretty mild. But there was still enough of a bite, enough of an ache, that she was able to revel in it. 
Lowkey, she loved getting spanked.
“Good boy,” Nina teased.
Isaiah chuckled. “If I pinch myself, will I wake up?”
“I don’t know,” Nina teased. “Why don’t you find out?”
Isaiah kept still inside of her, taking another moment to collect himself. The reason for this pause became obvious as hissed not even a second later. “Okay… I… this is really happening, huh?”
He then resumed his thrusting, squeezing her ample backside for leverage. It wasn’t long before he was properly plapping away at her hole. It felt divine to have him reach so far inside of her with every single one of his thrusts. 
Nina loved the way her walls clenched around him, accenting the shape and length of his shaft. She couldn’t help but lick her lips, letting out a pleased little moan in response.
“I… I can’t hold out much longer,” Isaiah groaned.
Nina looked away and rolled her eyes. This was his first time. She should’ve seen something like this coming. Still, he was doing pretty good, all things considered.
“Fuck,” Isaiah groaned.
“Cum for me,” Nina teased.
Isaiah nodded. “Are you… are you on the…”
“No,” Nina answered, looking back and winking at him. “But do it anyways.”
Isaiah looked absolutely speechless, momentarily slowing down, yet again. Would he stop because of that request?
A moment passed.
Yet, he still didn't stop.
This was okay as Nina started to take over for him. She launched herself backwards, smacking her backside down upon his cock. It was clumsy from this angle but she made do regardless.
She kept at it for a bit, waiting for him to get the memo, which admittedly didn’t take very long, as he started to pump into her yet again. Soon enough he was doubling down, huffing and puffing for breath as he drove himself towards the brink.
“Fuck,” he groaned.
He managed a couple more fleeting thrusts before bottoming out inside of her one final time. As his hips slapped against her rump, his cock twitched and his potent seed came spilling forth. It was hot and thick as it filled her.
After the first rope, he drew back and forced himself forwards, launching a second rope of his spunk into her. Which was followed by a third and fourth, each a little weaker than the last. Only then did he taper off, lingering in place.
Nina could feel a fresh warmth in her core, brewing and ebbing throughout her body. She bit her lip and held a hand against her belly. Sure, there was the pre-existing heat in her core. But she had a feeling that an aspect of that might’ve been his seed flooding into her womb.
Would it take?
It was impossible to tell if he’d find success but… well… she could definitely feel it sloshing around inside of her.
Sadly, she hadn’t been able to climax herself. A small price to pay to help fuel his confidence. A pity but the day was still young and she had several perfectly good hours before she needed to pick up her son.
“Fuck!” Isaiah groaned. “That was…”
He pulled back, sighing as he stumbled away. There was an audible pop and soon a belch of fluids came gushing out. It felt like a shame to waste it but she did enjoy the way his sticky seed drained down her thick thighs.
“Was that good?” Isaiah asked.
Nina nodded. “Not bad for the first time.”
“Not bad!” Isaiah whined, sounding rather hurt.
Nina frowned, having not intended to wound his pride. She rolled onto her side and looked towards him, smiling at him. Her foot slid across the sheets as she reached out with it and stroked his rapidly wilting cock. It was already reducing, shrinking by a noticeable degree. 
Still… she had a feeling it wouldn’t stay that way for very long.
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“You said that you wanted to try having me ride you?” Nina asked.
Isaiah looked towards her, eying up her naked body. It had been a few minutes since their last union and Nina had a feeling that there would now be a little more life down there. 
At least his masculine desire seemed to have made a return as he took his time to appraise her.
She reached to her side and carefully cupped his sack, feeling it within her hand. The orbs were heavy, easily able to fill her palm.
This mere touch was enough to make him sigh, letting out this little grunting note of relief.
How much fertility was just lingering down there, waiting for an excuse to spill forth and fill me?
Nina sighed fondly, rolling over. There was no way of knowing but she was extremely eager to find out. 
She kissed the side of Isaiah’s neck, lingering there and leaving a suckling little love bite behind. It was adorable to hear the way that his breathing hitched, sounding so overwhelmed all of a sudden.
She couldn’t help but grin. “Don’t worry, that’ll go away long before your grandma sees it.”
Isaiah’s eyes widened and he instinctively touched a hand to the mark. “Did you just leave a hickey?”
Nina simply grinned, allowing that to do the speaking for her.
She then moved her hand over to his shaft, carefully grasping it and casually stroking it in the palm of her. Her fingers glided up and down, moving in these purposeful massaging strides. 
It wasn’t instant but she was happy to see that at least a little bit of his courage returned. More and more, his shaft started to harden, filling out her hand completely. It wasn’t long before he stood tall and proud within her grasp, being more than a handful.
Isaiah gawked at it. “I didn’t know that…” He shook his head. “I had no idea that I was ready for round two.”
Nina promptly rolled over and straddled his lap, positioning herself below his erection. There was a devilish twinkle in her eyes with her gaze resting upon the prize. Hopefully, he wouldn’t be nearly as cocksure and trigger happy this time around.
She eased herself down and grinded her cunt against his shaft, moving along it and leaving a sinful snail trail behind.
Isaiah moaned, clutching at the sheets.
“Are you okay with me doing this?” Nina asked.
Isaiah nodded slowly then a bit more assuredly, biting his lip. “Please do… I… I want to feel myself inside of you.”
Nina didn’t dare deny him as she lifted her hips. She rested her cunt against the slick tip of his shaft, tickling it with her flower.
There was a heat in her core, this tension starting to brew inside her breast. Every part of her wanted to ease down and invite him inside. It wouldn’t take long for her to reach the brink, she just needed to make sure that he remained stiff long enough to get to that point in the first place.
Then, without warning, Nina lowered herself completely, taking his erection inside of herself. There was this electric spark which rocked her body, making her gasp with a sinful ecstasy. She instinctively threw her head back and let out this pleasured moan, clenching her jaw.
Her hands roved wildly. So, she reached up and groped her own breasts, squeezing hold of them with both hands. These seemed to provide adequate leverage to root herself in place.
All the while, she started to glide along his erection, properly riding him. She bounced up and down, repeatedly fucking herself upon him.
“Isaiah,” Nina groaned.
“Nina,” Isaiah replied.
He was such a pretty man, handsome with this youthful charm. It was adorable to see the way his brow knitted and his pleasure was etched as clear as day.
Then came something that Nina hadn’t expected in the slightest.
Isaiah reached up and gripped her hips, digging his fingers into it. “Harder.”
Had… had she just heard him correctly?
He answered that question for her as he pulled her down, helping her along as he thrusted up into her at the same time. The two of them came together with a mighty clap of flesh crashing against flesh. The note of this union was crude as it echoed throughout the room. 
Isaiah snarled and pounded into her again, spearing himself inside of her so roughly. It seemed that there was now an animalism about him, a hunger that she wouldn’t dare deny. Not that she had any interest in doing so.
Nina gasped and groaned, feeling her body wobbly over Isaiah’s. She now reached down and rested her hands upon his powerful chest, looking him in the eye.
There was this determination within his gaze. He wanted this. He wanted it so very very badly. It was shocking to see this confidence develop, taking over in real time.
Every single one of his thrusts sent her upwards, jostling her body and causing it to shudder and shake in all sorts of interesting ways. Her heavy tits bounced and round belly along with it.
Nina did her best to meet Isaiah’s silent demands. She fucked herself upon him with all her might, grunting and groaning as their crotches came together so loudly. That warmth in her belly was potent and seemed to be working its way throughout her system.
Spittle flew from her clenched teeth and her core ached with a desire for release.
“Just a little longer,” Nina groaned.
Isaiah nodded and squeezed harder, hammering himself even more forcefully into her. It was strange to witness. Where could this burst of energy have even been coming from? He was so rough and powerful, taking what he wanted from her without even a hint of remorse.
Nina could see that his core was quivering and that he was barely holding off his impending bliss. She honestly didn’t know that he possessed the ability to fuck like this. It was amazing, seeing his youthfulness transition into something more refined.
“Nina,” Isaiah groaned.
Nina nodded and closed her eyes. She focused on that heat in her core, wanting it sated. 
This was it. She was on the clock.
The claps of their flesh coming together grew less and less frequent, more and more sporadic. Though the potency of each thrust hadn’t faded in the slightest. Their bodies still crashed so violently into one another, playing a sinful percussion which seemed to radiate throughout the entirety of existence.
Then it happened. The tension popped.
Nina’s eyes snapped open and she cried out at the top of her lungs. Her entire body shuddered as she felt her climax hit like a crescendo. That heat in her belly released and she felt her euphoria gush out. It spilled from her cunt with violence, splattering out upon her lover’s erection.
At the same time, her walls tensed around him, cradling him even more tightly than before.
Isaiah groaned and arched his back, managing to thrust into her one final time. His hips slammed roughly against her person as he speared himself into place. He embedded his manhood inside, plunging into her like Arthur’s sword into a stone.
This organ soon twitched. There was another spurt of that warm fertility, flooding her hole and creeping into her womb. It felt impossible but she swore that she felt that warmth spread even further, heading down certain canals and...
She just knew that she’d have to order some tests from work tomorrow.
Isaiah growled and managed a few more feeble and boyish thrusts. Each was a little weaker than the last, filling her with smaller and smaller bursts of his seed.
By the time he was finished, he simply groaned. He laid there, looking utterly spent. His chest rose and fell in shallow bursts. There was also a generous sheen of sweat upon him which seemed to coat his body.
“Fuck me,” Isaiah groaned.
Nina grinned. “Not bad for your first time.”
Isaiah chuckled and closed his eyes. He drew his hands away from her hips and he instead cupped them against his face, dragging them down along his haggard complexion.
“That was amazing,” he whispered.
He cracked open an eye and looked at her.
Nina smirked and continued to playfully grind against his crotch. Though there was little to be gained from this. She could feel him soften, his erection fading to little more than a mere wilted bud cradled inside of her cunt.
Isaiah shuddered as she drew her hips back, shivering as his cock was now fully exposed and left to the unforgiving coolness of the air.
The two of them lingered like that with Nina still positioning herself over Isaiah. She leaned in and planted a kiss upon his lips. It was meant to be an affectionate peck, a tender moment. But it soon deepened into something far more than that.
Isaiah’s mouth parted and tongue ventured forth. It felt wrong to deny it, so Nina responded in kind. The two of them tangoed in that neutral land between, dancing with one another so intimately. 
Though Isaiah apparently held more confidence as he started to push forwards, forcing his way into Nina’s mouth. Nina groaned and closed her eyes, losing herself to him. His hand roved her body, squeezing and stroking all sorts of tender places.
“Nina,” Isaiah groaned when she eventually drew away from their union.
“Yes?” Nina asked.
She rolled onto her side, getting off of him. Yet, she still remained close by, cuddling up against him. It was nice to snuggle after all of that, holding onto his powerful body and feel his warmth. 
Her hand moved on its own as she gently stroked his chest, playing with those tiny wisps of hair which sprouted up from it.
“Thank you for…” Isaiah laughed, shaking his head. “I can’t believe this is real.”
Nina smirked. “Never thought that you’d get to fuck the hot MILF next door?”
“No!” Isaiah blurted. “I thought I was being a pervert even thinking about it.”
Nina didn’t say anything but it was true that it would’ve been a little perverse to think like that unprompted. However, there was nothing wrong with being a little perverse from time to time.
A little perversion is what got her here with numb legs and a well-fucked pussy after all. A little perversion was what got her hole stuffed full of seed and gave her the most earth shattering orgasm she’d had in weeks.
It turned out that it was actually pretty great to let a little perversion win out every now and then.
“Would you like to do this again sometime?” Nina asked.
Isaiah perked up. “For real?”
“I mean…” Nina smirked and held a hand to her chest. “I had fun and…” She then moved this hand over to his, touching it as well. “I have a sneaking suspicion that you also had a little fun.”
Isaiah barked with laughter. “That’s putting it lightly.”
He went silent for a moment, pondering it. 
Nina couldn’t help but wonder what was going on in his head. 
Was he thinking about how poorly this could go? Was he realizing that maybe it was a little wrong to do something like this in the first place? Was he doing the math and judging the age gap?
“We can’t tell my grandma about this,” he finally said.
Nina laughed, covering her face with a hand. “Definitely not.”
“She’d kill you,” Isaiah teased.
Nina nodded. “Well, we have the summer to get that figured out.”
“That we do,” Isaiah replied. He then paused and pondered something else. “Can you help me learn all the other positions?”
Nina smirked. “You know what? I think that I can.”
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Kham sighed. “Where the fuck did Evista run off too?”
He walked through their ship, not used to the rather peaceful silence that he was currently experiencing. It was kind of nice actually. Usually, he’d be gritting his teeth and enduring Evista’s deranged whining about how the human wasn’t noticing her.
Now, there was nothing but the sound of his own thoughts and his echoing footsteps.
With a cup of coffee in hand, he made his way over to his desk, pulling out his chair and settling down within it.
Was it great that he’d lost the scientist he’d been tasked with defending? Probably not. But she was a big girl and knew how to use her emergency beacon if there were any actual problems.
And what if she wasn’t in a position to use it?
Kham shrugged. Not his fucking problem. She had run off and she could deal with the repercussions of that. The Council would surely understand.
He picked up his coffee and helped himself to a tepid little sip.
“Where are my reports?” Kham grumbled, pulling out a couple of shelves before finally finding a folder that he needed. “Nice to catch up on some paperwork without Evista talking my fucking ear off.”
Terra-3 Summarized
Kham hummed and started to scribble in some details, both positive and negative. It was his duty to provide an unbiased second opinion to his researcher with a more critical and military-orientated eye.
Apparently, the Council thought that researchers could be a little too idealistic at times. Which… was a fair perspective if this mission was anything to go off of.
Positives: 
The planet itself is larger than all of the other habitable planets that we’ve come across in our exploration, hosting a biosphere comparable to our own. It’s rich in fertile land, mineral wealth, water, and breathable air. If we as a race were to replace the current inhabitants, we could probably make use of this planet until the eventual death of the planet’s star.
Oddly enough even with this increased size, the planet is far less dense than our own, meaning that gravity and air pressure levels are comparable to our own home.
While the plant is host to numerous wild species, our weapons have proven effective enough to at least deter them if not outright kill them. A strong home guard would be required to keep our colonists safe but there are no non-sentient threats immune to energy-based weapons.
The sentient species of the planet, who dub themselves ‘humans’, are also similar to us though vastly larger in stature. Though as they are earlier along in regards to the civilization scale, they’re still a blunt and hostile race. With adequate grooming, they might be an acceptable member of the galactic community, but at this time they should be treated with caution.
Negatives:
The size of the planet is reflected in the size of its inhabitants. Even the smallest of lifeforms are mammoth on our traditional scales. Rodents are the size of us, predators are the size of buildings, and the humans are giants capable of more strength than even our mightiest construction equipment.
While not outright hostile, they are likely to harm us through simple inaction or by accident alone. One wrong step would level one of our colonies. And that isn’t even accounting for the possibility of the humans becoming angered and directing actual hostile intent towards us.
I am sure that our most advanced weapons would deal with them. Though I do believe that traditional energy weapons would have a fleeting effect if proper aggression was displayed. They have enough of an understanding of material science to build defences capable of withstanding the heat. 
Thus, it might require radical measures and space-based weapon systems to properly pacify them in the event that such things are required. 
The sheer scale of everything here is both curious but also terrifying. Our crew has only managed to survive as long as it has due to the assistance of a human who’s been helping my chief researcher.
That being said… I also believe that the humans have a means of meddling with the minds of our females. 
Off the record, Evista has taken an interest in the humans to a degree that seems unprofessional to me. As I am not a trained researcher, I don’t believe that I am fit to properly talk about this. But if future missions are sent, I would recommend including a male researcher to properly document this potential effect.
Conclusion:
Kham tapped at his desk, unsure what was the conclusion. The planet was a curiosity, far more than the mere backwater that he first assumed he’d been sent to.
That being said…
He shook his head. “I really should go looking for Evista before she gets herself into trouble.”
Kham got up and started to make his way out of the room. Though at the last second, there was a beep. He looked over his shoulder and saw that there was a red light blinking at his station.
Strange, it was only supposed to do so in the event of an emergency.
He paused mid stride and made his way over to his desk, grabbing his mouse and shaking his computer out of sleep mode.
A message from high command.
To Petty Officer Kham,
Petty Officer, what was?
For your work in studying Terra-3, Fleet Command has decided to award you with the rank of Petty Officer. Your service in progressing the cause of galactic unity and science has been rewarded.
Kham grinned. Yet, he thought about it for one moment. That was all it took for him to warily look towards the door. His promotion wouldn’t hold up if Evista got herself killed out there.
“Stupid girl,” he huffed, forcing himself to keep reading.
That being said, I must let you know that the communication lines between your mission and Fleet Command have been intercepted. 
Kham frowned.
And news of Terra-3’s unique biosphere and planetary conditions has been spreading through underground back channels. There are reports that various poachers, black market dealers, despots, and warlords have access to the information that you’ve been transmitting over the course of your mission.
“No, no, no,” Kham growled.
That was bad, really bad. Like super-duper bad.
There were a lot of motherfuckers out there who Kham didn’t want to deal with. Horror stories from the outer rim of pirate lords who would cook officers like him and eat them for dinner.
We can confirm that at least one of these hostile entities has diverted course and is heading towards your current position.
As it stands, Fleet Command would like you to grab Researcher Evista and evacuate the planet as soon as possible.
Kham sighed as he reached the end of the message. That wasn’t good, that wasn’t the least bit good. They needed to get the fuck out of dodge as soon as they possibly could.
Only…
He looked around his office.
Where the fuck had Evista run off too?
[hr]
Will our heroes prevail?
Or will Terra-3 be their grave?
I suppose that’s up for…
Huh…
Shit, that’s a good point.
I guess narratively… I probably shouldn’t have mentioned how they’d go on to save my planet later in their careers.
Motherfucker. 
Who knew writing history was going to be this hard?
