It had been a close call in the dungeon of Takish-Hiz, but they’d made it.  They completed their mission with bare moments left, Reyna’s own dagger delivering the final killing blow.  As always, her adrenaline was roaring.  The heat of the battle mixed with their harrowing success added up to one thing:  she wanted to fuck.  Bad.
She would have jumped one of her group mates, but all the guys were dwarves and halflings, and the only other girl was an iksar.  Not to her tastes.  And none of her fuck friends were around, so that wasn’t an option.  So, she made a beeline for the Plane of Knowledge.  She didn’t have a change of clothes with her, so she had to settle for making herself less dirty.

As soon as she appeared in the Plane of Knowledge, she saw a cute Teir’Dal sitting on the railing.  He had long, white hair and a young, but nicely chiseled face.  He was wearing a black robe, but she didn’t think he was a necromancer.  It didn’t matter.  He was taller than her waist and he had a cock; that’s what mattered.

Reyna went up to the dark man and grabbed his hand, pulling him along toward the nearest inn.  She could hear him protesting and asking who the hell she was, but he didn’t try to break her hold.  She went into the inn, hardly pausing to open the door, and gave the innkeeper whatever money she fished out - probably a lot more than was needed.  Without loosening the grip on her new friend’s wrist, she led him straight up to the room she was given.
She yanked him in and closed the door behind him.  “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” he said, but his voice didn’t carry true anger.

“Shut up,” she cut him off.  She pushed him against the door with a loud thud, and lifted the hem of his robe.  He still didn’t protest.  “You have something I need.”  She reached underneath, and quickly unfastened the laces of his leggings.  She slid them down and grabbed his cock.  She pushed the hem of his robe up and over his stiffening organ like she was drawing up a curtain. 
His face had taken on a look of shocked awe, and she couldn’t help giggling.  She stroked him until his member was solid, curving up slightly to look at her.  She smiled at him and gave him a small kiss on the lips.  She went over to the small table, pulling him with her and bent forward.  She pulled her own robe up, pooling the fabric over her hips. 
She looked back at him and couldn’t stop the laugh that burst from her throat.  He just stood there, slowly stroking his cock with a look of pure disbelief.  “Are you gonna fuck me, or just stand there beatin’ off?”  That seemed to have broken his spell.  He walked over, cock bobbing and nodding with each step, and took her by the hip with one hand.  The other hand, his stroking hand, guided his shiny head to her hungry lips.

She stretched easily around him, sucking him in.  He tried to take his time, and tease her, but she was in control.  She pushed her hips back firmly and enveloped him completely.  She thought he went back into a state of shock, because he didn’t move.  So she did.  She rolled her hips forward, drawing his shaft out, then rolled them back to take him in again.  After a few quick thrusts, he started to moan like a dying seal.  He grunted loudly, and a second later, she felt him spew his cum into her.  Fucking lightweight.  She held still and let him shoot his jizz.

“Is that all?”   She pulled herself off his softening prick, and pushed him away from her.  “Haven’t you ever fucked before?”

“No,” he answered between labored breaths.
Shit.  “Are you serious?”  He nodded.  This little boy wasn’t going to be able to satisfy her.  She’d barely gotten her legs spread, and he’d already dumped his load.  “Go play with your dolls, and leave me the fuck alone,” she said as she ushered him out the door.  And that was the last she thought about him.
She sat down on the side of the bed with a heavy sigh, and her fingers immediately went to the source of her ache; though they only succeeded in feeding her fire.  This was a flame that needed a long, strong, [i]experienced[/i] dong to quench it.

She fixed her robe and straightened her hair before going back downstairs in search of a real man.  She should have gone to the casino, because her luck was in.  Just as she set foot in the common room, the most gorgeous dark elf – hell, [i]living being[/i] – she had ever seen walked into the inn.  He was about medium height and build, but he seemed strong, solid; everyone around him was a puff of cloud in comparison.  He had shortish charcoal hair, tousled like a little boy’s; but that was the only thing even remotely immature about him.  His face was… she couldn’t quite explain it… it was just perfect.  His eyes were a bright, deep red.  They were alert, constantly scanning his surroundings, despite the casual, indifferent look on his face.  He wore a white silk shirt and wide-legged black cotton pants.  She was not surprised to see his feet bare.
She dimly became aware of the deep throbbing in her center; it matched the rhythm of her racing heart.  This man was unbelievable.  She hadn’t even known she was staring until those eyes – those crimson eyes – fell on her.  They held her gaze for the briefest instant, then slid down over her chest, and followed the curve of her hips down to her silk-slippered feet poking out beneath her robe.  It felt like an eternity before his eyes wandered back up to hers.  She could feel them on her, but it wasn’t dirty and oily like the lusty appraisal of most men.  She felt like a statue, frozen on a pedestal, and he was giving her no more or less attention than an exhibit in a museum.  Just before his eyes left her, she swore she saw a tiny smile touch his lips, but it was gone before she could be sure.  When his gaze was no longer on her, she was filled with a surprising hunger.  She found she desperately wanted him to weigh her with his eyes, to consider her sexual prowess, to undress her with his eyes.  If she could have nothing but his eyes on her body,  she wanted to bathe in that gaze forever.

The spell she was under faltered when he walked slowly over to an open table.  She felt her knees buckle again at the agility of his body.  It was hypnotizing.  He moved with the fluidity of a snake, weaving in and out between the empty chairs.  The more logical part of her brain spoke up to her suddenly, urging her to leave the inn before she did something she might regret.  She had no doubt that this gorgeous man could satisfy her lust.  [i]Would[/i] he satisfy her?  Of course he would satisfy her [i]this[/i] time.  But she had a strong feeling that she wouldn’t be able to stop with just one fuck.
