Terra-3, the third sizeable rock from an utterly mundane star. A place that clung to life with an atmosphere that was becoming increasingly impacted by the locals who unfortunately called it home. It was a backwater of a backwater, a place where space faring was reduced to rudimentary chemical rockets that were loud and brutish with their pathetic ascent. 
Though loud and brutish honestly felt like an accurate description of this planet. Everything was titanic compared to home with giants who prowled about, causing the ground beneath their feet to thunder and shake with every mighty step they took. 
It was a strange planet, so unlike home. And it was also the planet that Kham was unfortunately tasked with studying. 
The whole situation reeked of being the dead-end locale they sent the new meat to. He knew that it kept them out of the way of the more seasoned staff who got dibs on all of the actual glory-filled planets that might support truly intelligent life.
Yet, he supposed that he couldn’t complain too much. It was mostly safe and the locals weren’t actively hostile to something of his size. They were just large and clumsy, more apt to harm him through ignorance than actual malice.
Plus, it wasn’t like it was his research on the line in the first place, being a security chief. In reality, he was here to keep his scientist properly catered too and protected on this planet of titanic entities.
He looked to his side and saw that Evista was reaching up to poke a yellow flower that was taller than herself. It jostled under the impact of her touch, leaving a yellowish substance upon her fingertip.
“What is this?” she asked, more to herself than Kham.
It was strange to look at her since coming to this planet. 
Much like himself, they were cut from a similar cloth to the humans, looking much like them though far shorter in their stature. They had almost identical facial structures to those beasts and frames that developed in a very similar fashion with two arms and two legs. Maybe this was what intelligent life was designed after or maybe they’d just had the strangest luck of the draw imaginable.
For him, he was virtually the same to a human. For her, however, her bushy tail and fluffy ears separated her ever so slightly from the natives who prowled this landscape.
She was a pretty girl, even he could understand that. She was lithe with fair skin and bountiful red hair that cascaded over her shoulders.  Her tits were also amazing though that was something which Kham kept strictly to himself.
A little probe suddenly zipped in and scanned the flower before turning to scan Evista’s hand, bathing it in a blue glow.
“I believe that’s a form of pollen,” the probe chirped. “It must be mating season for these flowers.”
Evista looked at her hand in horror, trying to shake it off. “Thanks Adele.”
“It’s my pleasure,” Adele replied. Yet, their tone made it impossible to think that they took pleasure in it. Or took pleasure in anything, really. “Our guide has been gone for a while now. Do you think he’s okay?”
Kham nodded, looking out upon the distance as he worked his jaw. “He has.”
“Probably just got lost,” Evista chirped. “I don’t really think that Isaiah would ditch us.”
Kham smirked. “That kid is easier to wrap around our finger than…” He shook his head, trying his best to search for the right word. “Well, a lot of things really.”
Adele scoffed. “You have a way with words. It’s almost… poetic.”
“Shut up, robot,” Kham snapped.
Suddenly there was a rumble from up ahead. Kham tensed, feeling it through the very ground itself. It was something big and it was heading in their direction with a good amount of speed, the thuds coming one after another in quick succession. That sadly didn’t tell him much, however, as everything on this planet was large and just as many things were quick when they needed to be.
He reached for the blaster upon his hip, touching a hand to it. Not exactly primed to fire but easily able to do so if it were required.
The brush up ahead suddenly exploded open as a booted foot smashed into the ground up ahead.
“Watch out!” Kham yelped, diving to the side and tackling Evista to the ground.
Adele narrowly hovered out of the way, barely avoiding getting crushed under a familiar booted foot.
Kham looked up and his eyes widened. It was Isaiah but in a rough state with deep red marks carved into his skin and his shirt left in a tattered state by whatever had harmed him. 
“Watch out!” Isaiah shouted. “It’s behind me.”
Kham drew out his blaster and watched as a large cat bounded after Isaiah. This beast was many times larger than the house feline that the human owned back home. It seemed that it wasn’t pleased with the boy as it suddenly lunged forwards and tackled him to the ground.
Isaiah screamed bloody murder as the beast sunk its teeth into him.
Kham gawked in horror.
“Do something, Kham!” Evista shouted.
Kham stirred and levelled his weapon upon the animal. His blaster might’ve been small but it was constructed with only the hardest of engineering back home. The only issue is that the kid and the beast were tangled up, rolling around with them constantly getting between one another and himself. One wrong move and he was bound to blow a hole in the kid by accident.
“He’s going to die!” Evista shouted.
Kham growled. “I can see that, specialist. I’m doing the best-” There was an opening as Isaiah kicked the beast away, a tiny window that would only exist for a few fleeting moments. “BINGO!”
He squeezed the trigger and the gun sparked, crackling to life. In the blink of an eye there was a flash as he launched a beam of concentrated heat. It hit the cat dead on, blasting into its side and sending it rocketing away, smacking forcefully against a nearby tree. 
As it hit the ground, it went utterly motionless. 
It was as dead as a doorknob, as the humans would say. At least… Kham believed that’s what the humans would say. They had many strange catchphrases.
“Is it dead?” Isaiah croaked. 
Kham chuckled. “It is.”
Isaiah thudded onto their back, groaning as they cradled his wounded form. “A little help here?”
“One second,” Evista said as she strode over to the motionless beast. “I’ll tend to your minor injuries shortly.”
“Minor!” Isaiah yelped.
Kham slotted the blaster back into its holster and followed after Evista, moving over to the beast’s corpse. He was wary but it hadn’t so much as twitched since he’d hit it with that bolt of energy. And the air was still heavy with the smell of singed hair and burnt meat, indicating that the blow had likely been fatal.
“What is this?” Evista whispered.
Kham scoffed. “A dead cat.”
“No, no, not that…” Evista moved towards the beast’s neck. “It’s wearing something. Perhaps it's ceremonial?”
As she approached, Kham could also see the metal collar around its throat. Last he checked, only the humans had access to metallurgy. Which meant that this beast was… well he didn’t know but he knew that it had an encounter with those accursed giants in the past. Maybe that explained the rage it displayed for Isaiah.
“Are you going to help me?” Isaiah groaned.
Evista shook her head. “Adele can you…”
“On it,” Adele chirped, the little probe zipping over to the human.
Kham had always been wary of the kid. He didn’t trust people who seemed too eager to help and that went doubly so when they were from another species entirely. It certainly didn’t help but the kid made him feel small, knowing that one wrong step could result in him being smeared against the ground like an insect.
Adele strobed and a green aura soon covered the human like a blanket of light. It seemed to help as Kham watched the boy’s various wounds close and heal over. Hell, even his shirt and pants were mended, making it look like nothing bad had happened at all.
Isaiah sat up and ran a hand through his shaggy brown hair, shaking his head. “Jesus.”
He was pretty nimble for a human, being a little above average in terms of size with a slender body that seemed honed through the art of… how did he say it… jogging? What a strange word to use for track and field.
Though it wasn’t the quality of his body which appealed to Kham. It was his lack of intellect and willingness to help.
“Human!” Kham called. “What is this metal accessory?”
Isaiah blinked. “Uh…”
“It appears to be a tracker of some sort,” Adele quipped.
Isaiah nodded at that. “Yeah, it’s a tracker.”
“A tracker?” Evista asked, turning to face the human. “Was this cat some sort of criminal?”
“I mean it did attack him,” Kham added.
“Is there a prison nearby?” Evista then followed up, more to herself than any of the other parties present. She murmured something under her breath, seeming to piece together a theory.
Adele beeped. “It appears that the collar uses a basic wireless communication technology. Regardless of its purpose, this beast was being tracked.”
“Guys, you’re overthinking it,” Isaiah called, chuckling nervously. “It’s just a collar that a few biologists slapped on it. Probably just wanted to make sure that it wasn’t going to wander into the city and hurt any people.” He scoffed and looked down at himself, clearly still feeling those wounds. “Fat lot of good that it did me.”
He struggled to his feet, soon towering above them like a goliath. Back home there were buildings that were smaller than this boy.
“Intelligent life is approaching,” Adele called.
Kham’s gaze narrowed and he paid attention to his surroundings. He could feel the dull thud of the earth shaking beneath his feet. It made him clench his jaw, wondering when they were going to make themselves known.
“Approaching rapidly,” he called.
Evista looked worried, allowing her gaze to dart across the landscape.
“You guys should probably hide,” Isaiah said, keeping his voice low as he gestured behind himself. “I’ll take care of them.”
Kham nodded and gestured to the others, spotting a log nearby. He moved towards it and scurried inside, poking his head out once the others were in place. The three of them peered out from behind the cover and watched to see what would unfold.
Evista drew out a small notebook, scribbling at its pages to ensure that her pen was working. “Always fascinating to see human communication rituals first hand.”
Kham was a little less thrilled. The mission was supposed to be conducted on the downlow and every interaction with humans was a risk of them being discovered. Evista hadn’t read the same reports as himself but his briefs talked about how hostile humans could be to various extraterrestrial lifeforms. It apparently wasn’t uncommon for them to utilize vivisection in an effort to understand things they didn’t know.
“Oh Ms. Garcia!” Isaiah called, grinning as he leaned against a tree. “You uh… you guys probably don’t want to come out this way.”
A pause as a feminine voice replied. “Is everything okay, dear?”
Isaiah glanced over his shoulder, shaking his head as he did so. “Just something that the kids probably shouldn’t see.”
This Ms. Garcia came into view and winced at the sight. “Oh no.”
She was an older human, more akin to someone in the middling stages of development if human ages were anything comparable to those back home. She was shorter than Isaiah with a tanned skin compared to his pale complexion. Her hair was tied into a bun and was a rich black in colour, looking poofy and curly in nature.
Kham’s gaze couldn’t help but linger upon her body. It was round and filled out her attire nicely, looking like…
Pull up, you perv, you’re not allowed to feel that way about the natives.
“I was going to phone the park rangers when I got back home,” Isaiah said.
Ms. Garcia nodded. “Probably for the best. They’ll know what to do with an animal like that.” She glanced at the log and Kham ducked away, pulling Evista along with him. “It looks like it was tagged too.”
“Kind of wonder if it was a hunter or something,” Isaiah commented.
Ms. Garcia sighed. “Could be though I don’t know what hunter wouldn’t take it with them. It’d be a pretty nice trophy” She then paused. “Though if it was tracked then maybe they didn’t want it traced back to them? I’m sure killing an animal like this can’t be especially legal.”
Kham spared a look and saw that there were a few other humans, smaller ones, peering out from beyond the foliage. They tried to look past this Ms. Garcia but she did a good job of putting her body between them and the dead animal.
“Poor thing,” Isaiah murmured.
There was a tick, a moment, where neither of them said anything.
Then Ms. Garcia took a step back. “I should probably get back to finishing up this hike.” She moved away from the scene, slowly, one step at a time. “Will you still be coming over later tonight?”
Isaiah blinked, clearly not remembering what she meant. Though he soon nodded, flashing a big toothy smile. “Yeah, of course, I wouldn't miss it for the world.”
Ms. Garcia smiled back and patted him on the arm. Though she didn’t linger as she peeled away and headed back towards the trail. “Be safe, Isaiah, where there’s one mountain lion, there’s bound to be more of them.”
“I will!” Isaiah called, waving his hand through the air.
Kham let out a sigh of relief as he heard the woman moving away, taking her entourage of children with her. Her presence was gone before he knew it, fading into the background noise of this world. It didn’t take long for her footsteps to stop radiating through the ground below.
“Are you three, okay?” Isaiah called.
Evista beamed and snapped off a salute. “We’re fine.”
“Glad that woman didn’t blow our cover,” Kham commented, glancing beyond Isaiah. “I wouldn’t want to hide something that big.”
Isaiah paled. “You wouldn’t.”
“The mission comes first,” Kham stated.
Adele swooped in and broke the awkward silence. They scanned the immediate area, including drawing their sensors across Isaiah’s body. The bot then whipped across the ground and stopped next to the mountain lion, hovering above it and scanning it with their various beams as well.
Evista grinned at Isaiah. “Are you coming with us out to the old lumber yard, by the way? We could really use the escort.”
Isaiah sighed and rubbed at the back of his head. “Afraid that I might need to bail early. I want to help with your mission but I promised Ms. Garcia that I would help her with something and I should probably get ready for that.”
“What could be more important than helping with our mission,” Kham murmured.
Isaiah rolled his eyes. “Something that you don’t need to concern yourself with.” He pushed himself up and stretched his arms above his head. There was a sickening crack as his joints settled into place. “Think you’ll be able to make it back to your ship safely?”
“We’ll be fine,” Kham grumbled.
Isaiah nodded and made his way towards the edge of the clearing. “Then I’m going to head out. Catch you guys later.”
He didn’t wait for a response as he headed away from them entirely. Bit-by-bit his presence faded until not even the thud of his feet could be felt.
Once secure in the knowledge that they weren’t about to get sniffed out, Kham left his cover, gesturing for Evista to do the same. 
She did so, immediately making her way over to the dead mountain lion once again. “The beasts on this planet are utterly mammoth in size.”
Kham nodded. “I don’t think we’ve ever found a planet quite like this one before.” He also approached the beast, touching a hand to its fur. Each individual thread was as thick as a rope back home. “A place where every creature is like this.”
Evista nodded and worked her jaw, drawing out a hand terminal and tapping away at it. As she did so, she studied the collar around the beast’s neck. 
The device was fascinating and contained enough metal to build a ship out of. Yet, these giants were just wasting it as if it were nothing at all. The council would be most pleased to hear about this flagrantly wasteful level of wealth. It would be a bounty for them to seize and use for more practical applications back home.
“I wonder where Isaiah ran off too,” Evista commented, blowing a puff of air into her cheek. “Not like him to leave us alone.”
Kham shrugged. “Who cares? The boy is entitled to a life outside of our mission.”
He didn’t want to mention that he was more than okay with the boy disappearing from time-to-time. There was something about the way that Evista fixated on him that didn’t sit right with him in the slightest.
Was it jealousy?
He internally scoffed.
Please as if I’d be jealous of a freaking human.
“The boy is going to have sex with that woman,” Adele chirped, swooping back into a spot between them and hovering in place.
Evista flushed. “Pardon?”
“It is breeding season on this planet,” Adele commented. “Ninety-five percent of all the plant species that we have seen up to this point are expelling pollen and eight-two percent of animal species are showing a heightened sense of aggression as they are looking for mates. If I had to guess, that might explain our deceased feline friend.”
Kham scoffed. “Heightened aggression… lovely.”
“I mean I don’t think that humans are like that,” Evista tried, glancing back in the direction that Isaiah had just fled. “They seem far too logical to be led by bodily instincts like that.”
“I don’t think that I’ve ever seen anything logical with these humans,” Kham said, kicking at the ground as he strolled away from the corpse. “They have probably the richest planet in the known universe and they can’t even use that wealth to get off of this stupid rock in the first place.”
“Maybe they don’t want to leave this rock because of how rich it is?” Evista tried.
Kham shrugged and said nothing to that. He didn’t really have anything meaningful to add in the first place. He was a soldier and not a scholar after all. When it came down to it, the science and philosophy stuff was up to Evista and Adele to understand.
For a moment, the two of them lingered in silence.
“Do you really…” Evista worked her jaw, looking at Adele. “Do you really think that Isaiah is having some sort of affair with this Ms. Garcia individual?” She shook her head. “He wouldn’t do that, would he?”
Now, now, was that jealousy that I detected in her voice? Be a little less obvious, specialist.
If Kham didn’t know any better, maybe this was an opportunity presenting itself to him. He smiled, making sure to keep his smirk hidden from her as he spoke. “She’s a woman of breeding age who has proven capable of bearing young. It wouldn’t be out of the question, especially if the humans experience an annual heat like Adele is claiming.”
“Do humans really get an annual heat?” Evista asked. When Kham turned, he saw that she was now looking at Adele. “Has your scan produced any evidence of that?”
Adele hummed, their lights strobing as they roved their data banks. “The answer is largely inconclusive. Chemical analysis will require the ship’s facilities to properly compute. Though temperature readings did show an increase in Isaiah’s core temperature at the presence of this breeding aged female.”
Evista was silent as she turned towards the dead mountain lion, cradling her chin between a forefinger and thumb. She looked deep in thought, not muttering so much as a syllable in response to that information. 
Don’t twist the knife, you’re better than that.
“I mean who knows what the human is up to,” Kham stated, shrugging. “Our biology would be utterly incompatible anyways. Different planets, different sizes, and what not. There is really no way of knowing what would unfold between them.”
Evista sighed. “You’re-”
“I have some idea,” Adele cut in.
Kham blinked. “Pardon?”
“Using computer models based on observing mating rituals amongst other species on this planet, I have a fair idea of how such an affair would go,” Adele stated, hovering over to a spot between the two of them. “Without observing a human mating ritual first hand, I can only state this information with a ninety percent confidence rating.”
Kham shook his head. “I really doubt that we want to hear how that would-”
“How would that go?” Evista asked.
“Evista,” Kham chastised, rolling his eyes, “you can’t be serious.”
“Oh, don’t tell me that you aren’t interested in learning about something like this as well,” Evista replied. She shook her head. “Plus, we came here to understand this planet and it’s important that we get working knowledge on how the primary sapient species functions. It might come in handy later when we’re ready to contact them via more formal channels.”
“This is perverse,” Kham murmured.
Evista rolled her eyes. “It’s scientific.” She motioned towards Adele as she rested her back against the rotted log that they’d just hid in. “Tell me your working theory. We’ll compare notes afterwards.”
“Notes?” Kham chuckled. “You have notes?”
“Yes, I have quite a few notes on how humans would do something like this,” Evista stated, planting a hand upon her hip. “It’s part of my job.”
Kham could only shake his head. “Notes she says.”
Adele brightened, strobing red and then yellow before settling down upon the ground. “Based on my analytical models…”
[hr]
Isaiah entered the home. It was like all other human homes, large and ornate with posters dedicated to human popular culture littered about and interspersed with other trite artifacts and relics.
The older woman was there as well, calling from the communal living space that many human homes had.
Isaiah was attracted to this voice, moving towards this living room as if it were a siren’s song. He had a swagger to his step, a commanding and rigid posture as he approached. 
The air was filled with the rich musk of human pheromones, filtering into his mind and activating the pathways which brought about carnal desires. As human physiology was much like that of our species on this planet, he even started to harden below the belt. Being a sizeable human, his erection was more than adequate for the task at hand, pressing against the tight denim of the attire which he wore.
Isaiah moved towards the living room and stopped at the entryway, leaning against the doorframe. He crossed his arms in front of his chest as he observed the human woman sitting upon the sofa, reading some sort of novel.
“You needed me, Ms. Garcia?” he asked.
Ms. Garcia stirred and looked towards him, eyeing him up and down. She seemed to like what she saw as she placed her book aside. “I think you know what I need, dear?”
“It is that time of the year,” Isaiah commented, grinning to himself. “And as a human of breeding age, I do know how to help you with that.”
Ms. Garcia nodded. “And as another human of breeding age, I am more than willing to consent to our union in order to resolve this specific issue for the foreseeable future.” She got to her feet and turned to face him, reaching for the buttons on her blouse and doing away with them one after another. Her grip was efficient in this task. “So shall we resolve this issue together?”
“Gladly,” Isaiah said, reaching down and pulling off his shirt.
He revealed his naked torso. This boy was skinny but strong with many muscles honed into his lithe frame. Not bad looking by the standards of sapient life though unfortunately that was not a value that proved especially easy to compute on any meaningful level.
…
Thank you for the feedback, Evista. I will change my descriptors as such.
…
He was cute. And they both knew as much.
The two humans started to undress as they stumbled towards the home’s breeding chamber, shedding article after article of attire on their short journey there.
…
Please be quiet, Kham. The probability of a human breeding chamber existing is currently calculated at sixty-three percent. As this figure makes up a majority, the narrative must be conducted with that probability in mind.
…
The humans moved into the breeding chamber, shedding the last of their attire as they entered. Isaiah had now hardened fully with his erection piercing the very air around him. It twitched with an eagerness that betrayed his youthful vitality. 
Ms. Garcia on the other hand couldn’t help but eye him up, clearly pleased with her choice of breeding stock. 
A sensation which was clearly mutual as Isaiah’s erection continued to twitch so eagerly. He was pleased to have such a full-bodied lover. There was something about curves and birthing hips which displayed an especially attractive fertility about her.
Isaiah moved over to the ritual breeding furniture, standing next to it with his hands planted triumphantly on his hips. Some of his biological matter already started to ooze from the tip, dampening the head of his sexual organ. It grew so plentiful that some even formed beads and dripped onto the sheets below.
Ms. Garcia wasn’t too far behind as she clambered upon the ritual bedding, laying down upon her back. She drew her legs apart and revealed her own sexual organ, reaching down to spread her lips and invite him inside.
The two of them lingered like this and began to conduct a ritual known as small talk, biding their time with idle and unimportant conversation. As such, these will be omitted from the retelling of events.
During this ceremony, Isaiah leaned forwards, bracing himself upon the bed. He lingered over Ms. Garcia and kept the conversation going as he started to align both of their hips together. It wasn’t long before he managed to brush the tip of his erection against her folds, having found the proper angle to continue.
Now please excuse my language but…
He thrusted into the woman, piercing her with his sexual organ. In one fluid motion he managed to pump all the way inside, slapping his hips against her own as he submerged his erection deep inside.
As human biology was very similar to our own, the duo felt a degree of pleasure over this action. There was an eighty-nine percent probability that it would’ve made the woman moan, making this pleasure known. Likewise, there was also a sixty-five percent chance that Isaiah felt the same way, groaning rather deeply. 
This pleasure spurred him on as he began to piston into the woman, pumping into her again and again. Each motion was more forceful than the last as he hammered into her with an increasingly desperate disregard for pacing himself.
Ms. Garcia bounced backwards with every single thrust, her impressive and fertile body jostling against Isaiah’s pace. There was a warmth in her belly, much like his own, with the two of them swiftly approaching a conclusion to this biologically enlightening little ordeal.
It wasn’t long before his endurance began to fray as his pace tarried, just a little bit more with every thrust that he took. The act was a hard one, after all, taxing even for someone as athletic as himself. Yet, he pushed himself to his limits, slapping his hips against her own. 
The pressure certainly didn’t help as he could feel his bliss rapidly approaching the pinnacle of his euphoria. He wanted nothing more than to succumb to this sinful little sensation.
Then it came to an end with Isaiah pumping down and lodging himself deep inside. He joined the two of them together as he hilted inside of the female. His cock twitched and he shot his cum deep inside of her hole. 
There was a high likelihood that the female enjoyed this as well, finding it adequate to help sate her annual heat. All-in-all it was safe to assume that this was an incredibly fruitful union which would’ve completed all of its intended objectives.
Isaiah drew away and panted for breath, pushing him up and drawing away from the woman. The passions of the moment were quick to leave as the smell upon the air was no longer filled with the suffocating temptation of biological hormones.
He offered his hand and Ms. Garcia took it, getting to her feet. She also seemed to have overcome any lingering passions. The two of them nodded to one another and shared a professional handshake. They then drifted apart, heading back into the home to find their assorted garments.
“That was a good exchange of DNA,” Isaiah quipped as he picked up his boxers.
Ms. Garcia nodded as she did the same for her panties. “Many compelling genes were swapped if I might say so.”
And then in three to six months, Ms. Garcia would lay her eggs.
[hr]
Evista scoffed. “I highly doubt that humans are an egg-laying species.”
“Even I know that’s bullshit,” Kham agreed.
“This is the theory that I have the least confidence in making,” Adele admitted, strobing as they scanned the carcass. “The humans share many genetic traits with us which might be evidence that they also partake in live births. Yet, the sheer volume of energy that would be expended doing something like that doesn’t make any sense on an evolutionary scale. What species would have the capacity to birth a child of that size and not take considerable damage.”
“I mean they are a big species and they have a huge energy input,” Evista replied, shrugging. “Plus, think about how many minerals would be required to construct a shell to protect a potential human hatchling if they were an egg-laying species. That figure is just as unlikely as the sheer energy output a live birth would require.”
Adele went silent, lowering their power output as they processed what exactly these theories would entail.
Kham scoffed. “Also what was your description of a human mating ritual? Your narrative was so bland and lifeless.”
“I hate to agree with him but he has a point,” Evista commented.
A robotic laughter rumbled forth from Adele. “My apologies but I am not tasked with making my theories sound tantalizing. I am merely stating the cold facts of this ritual. It is up to my organic companions to have a better understanding on how those theories would work in a more practical setting.”
“I have some theories,” Evista stated.
Kham chuckled. “Same.”
Evista glanced at him and cocked her brow.
“I mean I’ve partaken in my fair share of breeding rituals during my time in the service,” Kham commented. He held a hand against his chest. “I can safely say that they are never as bland or sterilized as Adele is making them out to be.”
“Do tell,” Evista murmured.
And so, Kham did.
[hr]
The human pushed through the door of Ms. Garcia’s house. He was a man on a mission, feeling his desires brimming away inside of him. Each step he took was commanding and forceful, the thud of his feet upon the ground all the proof he needed that he had made himself the man of the house merely with his presence.
Ms. Garcia was an attractive woman, that much was for certain, with a round body and curves in all of the right places. His mind ran at a million miles per hour, imagining himself burying his face into her massive tits as he plowed her into the bed.
…
Oh, don’t give me that look Evista, you can tell your theory afterwards.
…
“Isaiah, is that you?” a voice called from the human communal living space.
Isaiah chuckled. “Yeah, it’s me, Ms. G.”
…
Yes… yes he would in fact call her that. Look are you two going to keep interrupting me or can I go on with my story?
Yeah…
Yeah, that’s what I thought.
…
Isaiah moved towards the living room, propping himself against the door frame before entering. 
The older woman was turned away from him, flipping through the pages of some sort of magazine. There were a few books in this shared space, some of them were of an especially spicy nature.
A spicy nature which Isaiah knew that he was more than capable of providing.
“I uh… I couldn’t help but notice that you wanted me to come over when you were all alone,” Isaiah teased.
Ms. Garcia smirked and got to her feet. “How astute?” She folded her arms under her tits, pushing them out ever so slightly. It was hard not to gawk but he had a feeling that she wanted him to gawk. So, he did so openly. “I have to admit something to you that might be a little hard to hear.”
Isaiah cocked a brow. “Oh?”
The woman approached, seductively swaying her hips from side-to-side as she made her way over to him. It was hard not to watch the way that her body gyrated, filling out her attire so nicely. It took all of Isaiah’s willpower not to take her there and then.
“I’ve been so unsatisfied as of late,” Ms. Garcia groused, pouting out her lower lip as she looked at him. “I need a big strong man to take care of me and well…” She reached out and held a hand to his cheek. “I can’t think of anyone else who could possibly do something like that for me asides for yourself.”
That touch made Isaiah’s heart skip a beat. He reached up and clutched her wrist, peeling it away from his cheek. Instead, he pulled her forwards and pressed his lips forcefully against her own, sharing in a kiss. This wasn’t some mere tender peck of affection but rather two mouths melding together with him invading her with his tongue. This was hungry and lustful to the extreme.
As they orally tangoed, Isaiah pressed forwards and pushed his body against Ms. Garcia’s. Her curves felt nice against his form, her softness easy to lose himself in. Something within his attire twitched and started to harden against the tight confines of his jeans.
It seemed that Ms. Garcia noticed this as well. She grinned as the kiss came to an end, reaching out and grasping the collar of his shirt instead. “Is that for me?”
“I don’t see who else it would be for?” Isaiah teased.
He drew his hands away and the woman seemed to take the hint, settling onto her knees in front of him. She reached up and fiddled with the fly of his pants, slowly easing it down and exposing what lingered underneath.
It was an organ, sizeable for a man of his dimensions. This erection pierced the very air with a mighty masculinity that he knew was his birthright to claim. And this impressive manhood, which was many times larger than other members of his species, might he add, needed to be taken care of and he wouldn’t take no for an answer. 
Not that Ms. Garcia seemed likely to provide one in her current flushed state. No, this woman wanted him, and it was painfully obvious to see.
…
Evista, I swear to the Gods, please let me finish this story and I will placate your own telling of events if they’re really so different.
…
Ms. Garcia seemed to know this as well as she eased forwards and took the tip between her lips. It felt nice to have her cradling him within her mouth, using her tongue and rolling it around his flesh. The moist warmth was much appreciated, pleasurable as it seemed to bathe his erection in a shroud of pleasant vibes.
“Fuck,” Isaiah groaned.
Ms. Garcia seemed to appreciate this note as she eased further forwards, beginning to bob along his erection. Each motion was curt, yet fluid, easing her way deeper and deeper with each successive motion.
It felt nice, there was no two ways about it. There was a little voice whispering in the very back of Isaiah’s brain, beseeching him to lose himself to the raw sensation of this moment. It would’ve been so easy to let this woman finish him there and then.
His pleasure was building so incredibly hot within his stomach, becoming more and more tense with every passing second. It was an easy sensation to starve off, however, as he had much experience in denying himself if it meant a greater pleasure down the line.
Ms. Garcia kept at it, going faster and faster. She took his entire girth with every downwards motion, swirling and lapping away as she did so. Honestly, this was impressive as she pressed him all the way into her throat without protest. 
This was how a proper woman should’ve acted! You know, if anyone was taking notes on the subject. 
It was hard not to reach out and rest a hand upon the back of her head. So, he did so, grasping her locks rather firmly.
Isaiah started to guide her, bobbing her down and only allowing her back up when he desired it. She seemed to enjoy this control, melting against his hand and allowing him to do as he pleased with her. This made him smile, grinning with a rare kind of satisfied glee.
“You’re good at this,” he commented.
Ms. Garcia popped off of his erection and panted for breath. Heavy strands of lust hung from her lips, forming a crude kind of spider web between them. There was a look in her eye as her gaze went half-lidded. It was a combination of a deep devotion, intimate perversion, and blissful enjoyment for this act that seemed to grip at her being.
It was enough to make Isaiah grin.
“I was wondering if we might…” Ms. Garcia carefully wrapped her fingers around his shaft, pumping it in the palm of her hand. It was like she couldn’t endure a moment away from his cock. This seemed to border on being an addiction. Honestly, it was incredibly pathetic to witness… in that womanly way he came to understand. “Might take this to my breeding chamber?”
Isaiah scoffed and folded his hands in front of his chest. “I don’t know, I was kind of enjoying this blowjob.”
“Please?” Ms. Garcia asked, plying him with an especially pathetic pair of puppy dog eyes. “I need you inside of me.”
…
Listen Evista, I am the subject matter expert here, unless you want to bring out your fucking body count and compare notes with me.
Yeah…
Yeah, that’s what I thought!
And sure, go to the sapient resource manager when we get back. We both know that we have immunity while we’re on this planet as long as we don’t harm one another. 
It’s not sexist if I’m telling the truth!
…
Isaiah rolled his eyes and nodded. “Yeah, I guess I could maybe take care of that for you, baby.”
He drew away, yanking his cock out of her hand as he did so. There wasn’t a need for him to pause and ask for directions. After all, he knew the way to her breeding chamber like it was the back of his hand. It was probably the hundredth time he’d gone there since hitting puberty. 
As he made his way towards it, he spared a look in Ms. Garcia’s direction. She was still upon her knees, blinking as she looked at the now vacated spot in front of her. Honestly, she could be a little ditzy but it was cute to see her get to her feet and follow after him. It was kind of like leading a lost puppy at this point, considering how fuzzy her mind had obviously become.
Once inside, the two of them quickly tugged at their attire, doing away with it in a matter of moments.
Ms. Garcia was even better in the buff, showing off every rolling inch of her gorgeous brown skin. Her tits were amazing and her pussy swollen with desire. The spot above it was neatly trimmed with not so much as a singular hair upon it.
Isaiah couldn’t help himself as he approached and leaned forwards, burying his face into her utterly amazing tits. He smothered them with plenty of little kisses, rubbing them against his face and feeling them up within his hands. This was everything he wanted from a pair of breasts.
It seemed that Ms. Garcia enjoyed the attention, flushing and letting out a little moan.
“I really shouldn’t keep you waiting, huh?” Isaiah asked.
Ms. Garcia shook her head. “Please… I need this Isaiah.”
And he could tell that she was telling the truth. There was something in her voice, a tell which betrayed that she needed him more than she needed anything else in her entire fucking life. 
So, he smirked and placed his hands upon her shoulder, turning on his toes and putting her between himself and the bed.
He then pushed back and shoved her onto the mattress with a heavy thud. Before she even landed, he was upon her, clambering on top and pressing her down amongst the sheets. His lips went into overdrive as he peppered her flesh with all sorts of little notes of affection. At the same time, his hands reached out. One of them stroked at her side while the other dove between her legs, feeling just how wet she was for him.
The answer was… very. By the many Gods, she was absolutely soaked, coating his fingers in an intense shroud of her pleasure. Her desire only made his own grow in tandem as his erection twitched so eagerly. It wanted nothing more than to return to the moist warmth which she had just provided.
“I need you,” Isaiah groaned.
“I need you too, Kham!” Ms. Garcia groaned.
…
Okay… okay… can we pretend that I didn’t just say that?
Okay, good to hear.
…
Isaiah drew back and propped his body up, forcing himself away from the warmth and comfort of his companion. He looked down at their conjoined hips and saw that his mighty erection was mere inches away from her swollen hole.
He eased back and aligned himself, brushing the tip of his erection against her sex. It was as warm and wet as before. His anatomy twitched with desire and he wanted nothing more than to force himself inside. What he wouldn’t give to enjoy the blissfulness of her form once again.
Yet, he couldn’t just do that. No, he needed something more, something to prove that he was in charge.
“Beg for it,” he decreed.
Ms. Garcia blinked. “Huh?”
“Beg me to put this inside of you,” Isaiah added, narrowing his gaze. “I want to know how badly you need this.”
Ms. Garcia whined. “I need this so badly, dear, you have no idea. I need this more than I need air, water, or life itself.”
Isaiah smirked, shivering as those words graced him. He could feel her desire so much in this moment. “Yeah, that’s what I thought.”
He pushed himself away from the bed and instead grabbed her hips, using them for leverage in order to pull her close. With their position now perfected, he pressed forwards and forced his erection into her, nice and quick.
She was so wet that this was almost effortless, ensuring that he pumped himself against her hips easily enough. He was submerged so totally within her warmth, feeling it around his erection. Her lips quivered against him and his own anatomy twitched in response. 
This was infinitely more divine than her mouth, feeling like a sleeve that was purposefully designed for something like this.
Though considering she had spawn, that was clearly the case.
Isaiah lingered in this bliss for a few more moments, steeling himself and getting ready to delve ahead on a breakneck course with the brink. He started to pump into her, humping her with a desire that was rapidly mounting.
He could feel spittle starting to form upon his lips as he huffed and snarled, digging his fingers into the sheets of the breeding platform. The sounds of flesh coming together were so crude, wet, and downright visceral as each of these notes seemed to punctuate the very air itself. It was like every noise was a declaration of intent, so lustful in nature.
“Harder!” Ms. Garcia gasped.
And Isaiah saw no reason to deny her as he drove ahead with all the fire and fury that his body possessed. He slammed into her so firmly, spearing her with every single inch of his impressive manhood. It was like submerging himself in a fountain of bliss, feeling her wetness and the way that her walls clenched so tightly around him. There was nothing more divine than the sensation of fucking her, nothing at all.
Ms. Garcia’s voice grew in kind, seeming to fill the air with breathy notes of euphoria.
Isaiah reached forwards and groped her breast, kneading his fingers into her plump flesh as if it were dough. He squeezed her nipple, feeling it and toying with it as if it were the nub on a controller. 
It seemed that his partner enjoyed this immensely as her voice rose another octave, coming across in some increasingly desperate notes. They almost sound like a song though one that was especially perverse in nature.
“Nearly there!” he growled.
Ms. Garcia nodded quickly. “Me too.”
Isaiah pushed himself away from the bed and stood above the woman, utterly embedded inside of her cunt. He had no doubt that his penetration was so deep that he was brushing against the edge of her cervix, tickling it as if he was going to push inside.
And Ms. Garcia seemed to feel this as well as her eyes widened even more. He knew of this g-spot in the female breeding stock. Though he also knew of the other one as he reached down and rested his finger against the little nub which lingered just above her hole. With care, he pressed down upon it, caressing it with the tip of his finger.
Ms. Garcia’s eyes rolled up into her head as pleasure seemed to jerk free from between her lips. She writhed and squirmed, moving against his cock now that he was no longer pumping into her. Her hands moved as if they had a mind of their own with both of them grasping the sheets and holding onto them for dear life.
Isaiah was extremely pleased to see this. He eased back and resumed his thrusting. These notes started cautious enough but soon grew in terms of their guttural intensity as he pumped into her again and again. His hips became increasingly swift until he had reached the point of his prior vigour, slamming into her with a hot and animalistic desire.
He tented his brow and felt the heat in his core start to grow. It wasn’t near the brink but it was still incredibly warm, telling him that he was approaching that fateful mark of exchanging biological material with this female.
Still, he took honour in the knowledge that he had given her such pleasure before doing so. It really wasn’t something that was required of him.
“Isaiah!” Ms. Garcia cried out.
Isaiah gasped as he felt the woman tighten around his shaft, squeezing him so totally within the confines of her warmth. Her entire body quivered and he felt a gush of fluids come spilling forth, draining out and splashing against his body.  His pace slowed as the woman somehow grew even tighter, becoming far more capable of sating his carnal needs.
He managed to work his hips into her a few more times, huffing and puffing as he did so. Yet, that fire in his core had grown, seeming to make up his entire world at this moment. His vision was tinted with a white hotness and his lungs smouldered as if he’d just undertake a run.
“Fuck!” Isaiah cried out.
Ms. Garcia moaned as he lodged himself deep inside of her one last time. This grand finale was a clap of their hips which seemed to echo throughout their home. It was followed by her moans and his nearly feral groans. He closed his eyes as he felt himself shudder, his cock twitching as he shot his load deep inside of her.
His orgasm was potent, powerful, brimming with a desire for a future generation. There wasn’t one rope of his fertility, nor two, but three of them which seemed to fill the brood human full of his spunk. Only then was he spent, lingering there totally sated and exhausted.
As he opened his eyes, he could see the sheen of sweat which clung to his companion. As he looked down, he could see the whiteness of his fertility leaking out of the woman, oozing out around his cock. Even an erection as mighty as his was only so adequate of a plug.
“Thanks for that,” Ms. Garcia whispered.
Isaiah nodded. “It was my pleasure.”
He drew away from her, groaning as he now pulled himself free. There was a belch of fluids which followed his evacuation, sputtering out and gushing onto the sheets.
Isaiah stood there with one hand on his hip and the other wiping at his drenched brow. It felt like a conquest, seeing the state that this woman was in. He had done this to her and he could take pride in that information.
“So…” Isaiah started.
Ms. Garcia pushed herself up. She didn’t seem any worse for wear, taking no time to return to a bubbling and dotting persona. “I think someone deserves a nice lunch after doing something like that. Shall I make you something to eat, Master?”
[hr]
“Master?” Evista barked, cackling with laughter. “Master!”
Kham rolled his eyes. “What? The human male has displayed his superiority and it is only fair that he gets the recognition that he deserves for doing so.” He shook his head. “It tells me that someone doesn’t have much experience with breeding.”
Evista flushed but didn’t respond to that, looking off to the side instead. She didn’t seem pleased, however. No, not in the slightest.
“I have detected several flaws with your theory,” Adele chimed in. “At least ten different errors which have minimal or no supporting evidence based on my theories of human society, dimorphism, or biological intent. Shall I list them in…”
Kham waved them off. “No need, robot, your models can only understand sapient life so far. There are things that need actual lived experience and not a computer to truly understand.”
He shuffled in his perch, trying his best to obscure the fact that telling such a vivid story had an actual effect upon his own anatomy. Thankfully his armour was firm enough to save him from anyone noticing this not so little development. It was always the small miracles which were appreciated.
Still, that didn’t exactly make it a very comfortable thing to contend with.
“I’m starting to question how authentic your lived experiences actually are,” Evista chided, drawing in a breath before shooting off a pretty peeved glare in his direction. “I have also detected various faults in your narrative.”
Kham flushed and looked off to the side. “Are you questioning my experience?”
Evista stood up and approached. “I am.” She took another step closer. “For example, I can safely say, as a woman, that having my cervix touched isn’t exactly a g-spot. In fact, it’s actually the opposite of a g-spot. It’s more akin to having a raw nerve jabbed by a white-hot branding iron.”
“Such penetration could severely wound someone and make future reproduction much more difficult,” Adele commented.
Kham rolled his eyes. “Lies.”
“Data doesn’t lie,” Adele replied.
“Okay robot!” Kham snapped.
Evista smirked as she apparently felt pretty secure in her victory. She drew away from Kham and instead settled down upon a twig which rested on the ground. It supported her adequately enough, allowing her to kick out at the dirt in front of her. “In fact, I will tell you how this scenario would actually go. Unless you’re scared about having your worldview argued against”
“Oh boy,” Kham murmured, rolling his eyes. “Sure, go ahead, let’s see what the virgin has to say about sex.”
“Preparing my memory buffers for processing flowery prose,” Adele dictated.
“What?” Evista asked, flushing as she gawked at Adele.
“It’s a joke,” Adele replied.
[hr]
Isaiah stood outside the door of this familiar home, reaching out and knocking upon it. He was dressed in his best, having changed out of his hiking attire and into a nice buttoned-up shirt with matching khaki pants. His hair was done up, looking well manicured and not nearly as crazy as it had after the mountain lion attack.
There was a bouquet of flowers in his hand, a cascade of reds, purples, and blues. A lovely collection that anyone would appreciate receiving.
Movement approached from the other side of the door as it opened and a familiar woman smiled out at him.
“Oh hello, Isaiah, dear,” Ms. Garcia said.
She had also cleaned up rather nicely, having changed into a nice red dress.
…
Yeah, yeah, okay, maybe I’m projecting a little. But hush, I can’t exactly tell a story if you two feel like cutting in like that.
Yes… I can very much appreciate the irony of that request, Kham. Now shut up.
…
“Are those for me?” Ms. Garcia asked.
Isaiah glanced at them and nodded, holding them out to her. “Thought I’d bring you something nice to help celebrate our prospective union.”
“How very thoughtful of you,” Ms. Garcia replied, taking them and giving them a smell. She seemed pleased with the odour. “They are very lovely, dear. And a fitting enough tribute that I’m certain that this union is no longer simply prospective in nature.”
She seemed pleased enough with the tribute, in fact, that she moved away from the door. As she headed into her home, she left it open for him. 
Isaiah followed, of course, and closed it behind himself. 
This tribute seemed so appreciated, in fact, that the woman spared no time with small talk as she seemed to flow towards the house’s breeding chamber as if it were second nature.
Not that Isaiah would’ve minded small talk. Just like he wouldn’t have minded cooking, giving a massage, or any other manner of taking care of the prospective host of his future offspring. He was just good-natured like that.
“This is a very nice house,” he said, looking around the place as if he hadn’t been there many times before.
Ms. Garcia looked around and smiled at his compliment. “I try to do my best. It isn’t easy keeping a home like this without a companion.”
“Maybe I could be that companion?” Isaiah asked.
“Oh Isaiah,” Ms. Garcia said, sighing fondly. “Let’s see how this encounter goes before we go about making declarations like that. Is that fair?” 
Isaiah flushed, realizing that he might’ve jumped the gun just a little. Though it was hard not to when it came to a woman like Ms. Garcia. She was more radiant than a star, more gorgeous than the summer sky, and so divine in her beauty that Isaiah swore that he had transcended to the afterlife merely by being privileged with her presence.
Plus, how could a hopeless romantic like him not feel that way about a humble researcher such as…
…
Fuck, I did it again, didn’t I?
Yeah, yeah, laugh it up you fucking perv.
…
Ms. Garcia led him into one of the home’s many rooms, holding the door open for him. The space was darker than the living room but was still lit with candles and filled with many lovely aromas that filled his mind. They were nearly strong enough to overcome the pheromones that this female was emitting. 
Yet, these were still present in the background, tickling at his mind. 
The breeding platform was covered in elegant sheets that he just knew would feel so nice against his skin.
He was awestruck for a moment until he felt Ms. Garcia behind him, resting her hands upon his shoulders. Those delicate fingers massaged into his tense muscles, causing him to coo and let out a pleasured little moan of raw euphoria.
The woman pressed herself into his back, purring as she peppered his being with gentle little kisses. “How did I get so lucky to get such a strapping young man in my home?”
“By being the most beautiful woman that I have ever seen,” Isaiah teased, sighing fondly as he felt her start to trace a hand down his body. She brushed her digits against his shirt and moved them lower and lower still. It seemed that this was a woman on a mission and nothing would stop her from her goal. “Thank you for inviting me over.”
That very same hand moved down to his crotch and cupped it, giving it a tender squeeze. This mere touch managed to stir some life into his anatomy as he hardened against her fingers. His erection was above average in terms of size. Not enough to hit a cervix, like some troglodytes might claim was pleasurable, but still more than enough to please a woman like Ms. Garcia.
“I want you inside of me,” Ms. Garcia said.
Isaiah nodded but reached down and placed his hand over hers. “I know but please let me take care of you first.” He squeezed her hand within his own, being oh so gentle with her. “A woman such as yourself should be shown real pleasure before worrying about my concerns.”
Ms. Garcia nodded. “What a gentleman.”
She drew away and made her way over to the bed, plopping down upon the edge of it. That dress looked so nice upon her and Isaiah couldn’t help but let his gaze wander. He took in the view of the way the material conformed to her body. And even a gentleman like himself couldn’t help but gawk at the generous amount of cleavage that was on display.
It was a shame that this attire was going to be cast away so soon, tossed aside in the name of moving things along. A part of him wished that he could take a photo just to cherish this memory for the foreseeable future.
A more primitive, brutish, and unrefined part of this mind thought about his own desires, however. He couldn’t help but let his mind wander as he imagined what those lips would feel like around his anatomy nor how soft her body would be against his own.
It was so hard to ignore these voices as he tried desperately to push them aside. They could wait, he had more important things to worry about first.
Instead, he fell to his knees before her, positioning himself right in front of her. He reached out and lifted the hem of her dress, ducking in and dipping underneath. He trailed a line of kisses up along her bare leg, starting at the knee and not stopping as he moved towards that sacred place which lay nestled between her legs.
There was a pair of undergarments over her sex but they provided a minimal barrier, more of a distraction than anything which might actually impede progress. As he trailed a line of kisses towards them, he moved his hand up along her other leg and hooked a finger underneath the waistband of her panties.
Instead of tugging them down right away, he planted a firm kiss against the cotton. It was wet and powerful, forcing himself against the almost sacred flesh which lingered directly underneath.
A faint moan rumbled forth from Ms. Garcia, proving that his efforts had paid off.
“That feels nice,” she said.
Isaiah smirked. “I live to please.”
“That you do,” Ms. Garcia said. “Thank you for doing this even if it won’t further our bloodlines.”
“Of course, this should be enjoyable!” Isaiah declared. “Not everything needs to be so focused on continuing our combined lineage. There’s more to life than just that.”
He drew away from her panties and hooked his fingers underneath the waistband of them. His pace was tantalizing as he started to draw them down, using his leverage to inch them away from her sex bit-by-bit. It was a tease but he knew that sometimes a tease was appropriate when taking care of the fairer sex.
As he drew them away, he saw the petals of that soft and lovely pink flower nestled against her well tanned skin. There was a bush of fuzz which matched her hair just above it, an extremely attractive quality in a woman.
…
Shut the fuck up, Kham.
…
Isaiah drew the panties further and further away until they had fallen all the way down around her ankles. At which point, she kicked them off, discarding them onto the floor. Her sex was already glistening with a slight wetness lingering upon her lips.
“May I?” Isaiah asked.
Ms. Garcia chuckled. “Go for it, dear.”
Isaiah leaned in and pressed his mouth against her lower counterparts, kissing them rather firmly. He got the taste of her arousal upon his lips, smacking them together as he savoured her natural essence. Her arousal was as fine as any nectar, like an ambrosia brought to him from the Gods.
He wanted more of it and he knew that there was only one way that he could go about getting something like that. He dove forwards and parted his lips, cramming his tongue inside of this woman. As he submerged himself inside of her, he got the taste of her pleasure straight from the source, rolling his tongue around amongst her inner walls.
“Fuck!” Ms. Garcia groaned.
Isaiah revelled in that noise, shivering with glee. He took pride in bringing about this kind of pleasure in the first place.
He moved his tongue around in dutiful little circles, gliding them across her inner walls. Being such an astute boy, he sought out all of the places which made her voice rise, picking up on her g-spots and mapping them out. It wasn’t long before he had found a good number of them, venturing between them again and again.
Ms. Garcia shuddered against his advances, shivering under the ceaseless care of his tongue. Her voice rose in triumph as she made her pleasure known. And this in turn spurred Isaiah on as he took pride in the fact that he had managed to edge forth these kinds of noises from her in the first place.
His own erection had started to harden even further, filling the crotch of his pants. He reached down and pawed at it, not pleasuring himself but doing just enough to keep himself hard as he worked this woman over.
His other hand trailed up Ms. Garcia’s thigh as he now rested it upon her bare pelvis. He extended his thumb and reached out to rest it upon her clit, toying with this little nub of flesh. Between his tongue and this singular digit, he more than eagerly tackled this task, basking in the knowledge that every moan and shudder was a product of him doing a good job.
“Isaiah!” Ms. Garcia gasped.
She rested a hand upon the back of his head, touching it through the fabric of her gown. Her fingers stroked at his locks, ruffling his hair and doing away with his attempts at styling it.
It was obvious that she was losing herself to these sensations, melting against the sheets so utterly. The flow of her juices only increased in volume, saturating his tongue and coating his palate.
He savoured the flavour, groaning against his lover’s pussy as he worked it over. The warmth of his breath caressed her folds, making her gasp and quiver. It was nice to know that he had the ability to garner such noises from his companion in the first place.
“Close,” Ms. Garcia whispered.
Isaiah didn’t tarry or wane in the face of this declaration. In fact, he doubled down on his efforts, swirling and lapping around amongst her folds. Each motion made her voice rise louder and louder still. He was a man on a mission, not letting up as he bounced between her g-spots with a regularity that even impressed him.
Just as his tongue started to ache, his companion apparently reached her peak. Ms. Garcia gasped, crying out at the top of her lungs. Her body shuddered violently with a finality that caught Isaiah totally off guard. Her folds tensed around his tongue and soon a flood of thick aroused fluids came gushing forth. 
Isaiah pressed into them, stemming the flow as he drank from them as if her body was an oasis in the middle of a sunbaked desert.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Ms. Garcia murmured under her breath.
Isaiah revelled in the sounds of her euphoria, still lapping and licking all the while. He didn’t let up until the flood had been fully expended upon his palette.
Only then did he draw back, feeling strands of her arousal cling to his complexion. He blinked through his stupor, taking a few long moments to collect himself as he drew in a couple of deep reassuring breaths. The smell of her lust still hung so heavy upon the air, dampening his senses with a blanket of pheromones.
She was not sated and neither was he.
“Thank you for that,” Ms. Garcia teased.
Isaiah chuckled as he drew away from her, feeling his mind grow so cloudy with sinful thoughts. His erection pressed so painfully against the fabric of his pants, desperate to push through and stand proudly in the middle of the air.
As he stood up, he could see this bulge, watching it tent outwards and press against the material of his attire.
Ms. Garcia clearly saw it too as she sat up and reached out for it, touching a hand to it so carefully. There was concern present upon her brow, looking like a caring mother addressing a wounded child. “You poor boy, let me take care of that for you.”
“Oh you don’t need to…” Isaiah began.
“Nonsense,” Ms. Garcia interjected, cutting him off, “you were kind enough to take care of my needs and it's only fair that I do the same for you.”
Isaiah supposed that he couldn’t disagree with that point. Plus, his cock did feel pretty sore straining against the unforgiving material of his pants. It almost felt cruel to have worn a stiff khaki to something like this. So, he nodded and reached down, grasping his belt and undoing the buckle in short order.
Ms. Garcia helped him, pulling away this very same band of leather and tossing it aside. She then unbuttoned his fly and pulled down his pants, taking his boxers along with them. It wasn’t long before his erection was totally exposed to her. This organ pierced the very air and hung so heavy with the bead of something so incredibly lustful colouring the tip.
“Are you sure it’s okay if I put this inside of you?” he asked.
Ms. Garcia nodded quickly. “Of course, dear.”
She then laid back upon the bed, grinning at him as she reached out with her foot. As she lifted it, her dress peeled back under the strain of gravity and exposed her bare leg. It was a nice leg, much like the rest of her, hard not to gawk at and ogle.
Her toes soon touched his erection, stroking it and teasing him so gently.
Isaiah needed this. He needed to fuck her like he had never needed anything else in his entire life.
So, he reached out and batted her foot aside. Instead, he grabbed both of her legs, pulling her body against his own. He was a man on a mission as he brushed the tip of his cock against her lower lips. His motions were still remarkably gentle, however, pushing through that feral energy which was just brewing in the very back of his mind. It was so hard not to cave to his animalistic desires but he managed to do so for now.
He knew that he had to ensure his companion’s pleasure through all of this.
He felt her wetness against the tip of his cock, enjoying the sensation of her moist warmth. It was an inviting presence, getting him to realign himself and prod at her lower lips. All it would take was a little pressure for him to push inside and sate his desires.
Ms. Garcia smirked at him, seeming to read his mind. She didn’t respond with words but rather simply nodded, giving him her consent there and then. This seemed enough to settle Isaiah’s rowdy mind, getting him to delve into action.
He repositioned himself and pressed the tip of his erection against her lower lips, applying an increasing amount of pressure as he prodded against her hole. It didn’t take much, however, for him to slip inside, advancing slowly as he started to fill her with his pride.
It seemed that Ms. Garcia enjoyed this as she bit her lip and shivered so divinely. There was a look in her eyes, a desire brewing just under her pupils. She wanted this and Isaiah had never been more certain of anything in his entire life.
He decided not to tease her as he inched forwards, settling in to about the halfway point of his erection. At which point, he started to saw his hips back and forth, pumping into Ms. Garcia again and again. Each motion was tender but forceful enough to make Ms. Garcia bounce upon the bed. Her thick body jostled against his own. 
It didn’t take long before he had managed to work his entire girth inside of her, submerging his impressive organ amongst her folds.
Ms. Garcia’s voice began to grow in volume, sounding more and more enticed with each additional inch of penetration. Her mouth had transitioned into a seemingly permanent o-shaped ring of pleasure as she sung her praise, making it known to both of them.
“Fuck!” Isaiah groaned.
He began to pick up the pace, bracing himself upon the bed. It was so hard not to succumb to his desires. Yet, each additional motion made him more and more eager to take care of his own. A situation which Ms. Garcia didn’t seem to have any complaints about either.
“Harder!” Ms. Garcia yelped.
And Isaiah did go harder, panting for breath as he slammed himself into her body with quite a bit of force. He could feel his hips smack against hers, clapping and echoing throughout the space. This note was mixed with two strains of pleasure, both sung like a duet in some sort of incredibly lustful song.
Isaiah could feel a familiar warmth start to brew within his core, radiating outwards and seeming to ebb throughout his limbs. He could feel his form quiver as he denied himself the sheer satisfaction of reaching the brink.
He wanted nothing more than to spill his load and fill his partner with his fertility. Yet, he cared too much for her pleasure to dare rush these sorts of things. Instead, he starved off his desires for now, focusing totally on Ms. Garcia and taking in the way that he was making her feel.
And it seemed that he was making her feel good, very good, in fact. At least if the bliss upon her face was any indication. Or well… the vast amount of wetness which seemed to absolutely soak her lower lips, threatening to drown his erection.
“Isaiah!” she moaned.
Isaiah picked up the pace, putting his all into it. He could feel the ache in his muscles and the tender burn which seemed to fill his lungs. There was such want burning away inside of him, broiling and driving him onwards.
“Nearly there,” he growled, panting so heavy under his breath.
Ms. Garcia nodded and reached out, wrapping her hands around him. She used her leverage to pull him into a kiss, locking her lips against his own. It was a gesture which he more than eagerly returned, kissing her and parting his lips, transitioning their union into a lustful and open-mouthed version of this mere peck of affection. 
Both of their tongues promptly ventured forth to fill the void between them, tangoing and dancing around one another. These motions were hungry as they explored each other. It was so intimate to feel her like this, to experience her presence. 
Isaiah groaned so lewdly into this kiss. 
He was nearing the brink, there was no two ways about it. There was a tension in his core, just brimming with a desire to spill his seed inside of her. It wouldn’t be much longer now, it couldn’t be much longer now.
He managed to slam his hips forwards one final time, burying himself deep amongst her folds.
His cock twitched and he felt himself tip over the edge, plunging into the sweet bliss of this carnal release. His seed came gushing forth with violence, filling her hole. It was not one spurt but several of them, each of them strong but progressively weaker as he proceeded to paint her insides with his batter.
At the same time, Ms. Garcia also shuddered and her pleasure came lurching forth as well. It flooded against his erection, draining outwards and spilling out upon the bedding below. Their collective lust mingled and made quite the mess, leaving the duo drenched in a solid sheen of sweat and other less savoury fluids.
Yet, their kiss didn’t end, even as their euphoria tapered off. The two of them kept at it for a few long moments before finally Isaiah reluctantly drew back. He was in a stupor, blinking as he looked down as his companion.
“That was amazing,” he whispered.
Ms. Garcia nodded. “It was.”
Isaiah rolled over and fell onto his side, landing upon the bedding with a heavy thud. A part of him wanted to fulfil the male desire to leave her, there and then. But he restrained himself as he instead reached out and wrapped his arms around her, embracing her tightly and holding her tight against his powerful frame.
As their bodies came together, he leaned forwards and planted a gentle little kiss upon the nape of Ms. Garcia’s neck. A gesture which she seemed to appreciate as she let out a cooing little note of affection.
“Do you need some help cleaning up?” Isaiah asked.
Ms. Garcia nodded. “In time but… let’s enjoy this moment for a little while longer first. If that’s okay with you?”
“Of course,” Isaiah replied.
[hr]
“And she says that my fantasies are self-indulgent!” Kham growled, shaking his head.
Evista blushed so fiercely as she threw a glare in the man’s direction. “Because they were, you sexist moron. Isaiah isn’t some freaking brute who just wants to conquer women.”
“And he sure as shit ain’t some gentleman either. Like have you seen the boy,” Kham shot back, scoffing. “And last I checked this was my field of expertise and not yours, specialist.”
“You were both clouded by your desires while offering your projection of events,” Adele chimed in. “Both of you need to take a step back and review the raw data.”
Kham sighed. “Oh, shut up, robot. Your story had nothing going for it and that’s probably the one thing that me and Evista can actually agree on.”
Evista simply nodded.
Adele fluttered off of the ground and lurched towards him. “Because that was not a story, you moron.”
“Okay,” Kham growled, bolting to his feet. He stomped away from them, throwing his hands into the air as he did so. “Can everyone stop calling me a moron for five freaking seconds?”
He walked away from the group only to turn around and walk back, starting to pace back and forth while kicking at the soil.
“All of this talk does make me curious about what exactly will really happen between those two,” Evista said, shaking her head. “Is there a way we can ask about it without coming across as weird?”
“The boy does seem eager to share knowledge of human rituals with us,” Adele said, flashing green and then orange. “Perhaps we could phrase it in a manner such as that in order to get him to open up about the subject?”
Kham shook his head. “If you’re so damned curious about it then just ask him about it. If he’s anything like me, he’ll want to brag about it.” He smirked to himself. “Honestly, it’s probably the only way that you’ll get a proper answer from him.”
He looked over to the duo and saw that Evista was nodding to herself, seeming to appreciate this information.
“We can ask about it tomorrow,” Evista finally said as she got to her feet. “Anyways, we have an abandoned lumber yard to go explore.”
[hr]
Isaiah knocked upon the familiar door, rocking awkwardly upon his heels as he stood before Ms. Garcia’s house.
He looked around, trying to spot if any of the neighbours were out and about. Though being the middle of a weekday, most of them seemed to be busy with work.
There was movement from the other side of the door before it opened. 
Isaiah looked back towards it and smiled. “Oh howdy, Ms. Garcia.”
“Hello, Isaiah, dear,” Ms. Garcia replied, propping open the door and smiling up at him. “Are you here to help?”
Isaiah nodded and lifted his hands. Both of which were covered with a pair of thick rubber gloves. “Do you just need your rain gutters cleaned out or is there anything else that I can help with?”
