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Lydia grabbed the Centaur’s member with trembling hands, her desire overwhelming her senses. The creature had shifted into a very handsome man, with long hair and a muscular physique. She couldn't help but marvel at the way his body shimmered in the moonlight, as if he were made of liquid silver. As Lydia's fingers wrapped around his erection, she felt a surge of heat coursing through her veins, and she knew that there was no turning back now. 

The scent of his arousal filled the air, a thick, heady fragrance that made Lydia's own desire bubble beneath the surface, threatening to break free. She had never encountered a creature like this before, and yet, the passion that surged between them was undeniable.

With a soft gasp, she dropped to her knees, her eyes never leaving his. She took him into her mouth, savoring the taste and texture of his manhood, feeling his breath hitch as she gently explored his length with her tongue. His hands gripped her hair, guiding her movements as she felt him grow even harder in her mouth.

As she worshiped him with her lips and tongue, Lydia grabbed his ass, pulling him closer to her. The human woman's lips met the head of his cock, and she gently nibbled on the sensitive skin with her teeth before taking him deeper into her hot, wet mouth. Her tongue swirled around the length of his shaft, tasting him, savoring the salty-sweet flavor. 

Lydia's lips closed tightly around the head of his cock as she took him deeper into her mouth, sucking softly and slowly, her tongue swirling around the sensitive skin, driving him wild with pleasure. She loved the way he tasted, a mix of musk and sweat and something uniquely arousing that she couldn't quite place. His thick shaft throbbed in her grasp, pulsing with anticipation as she took more of him deeper into her throat. Her hands trailed up his thighs, feeling the warmth of his skin and the rough texture of his hair against her fingertips. As she bobbed her head up and down, she couldn't help but moan around him, her saliva dripping down to coat his shaft even more.

The scent of their arousal filled the air, thick and heavy like an aphrodisiac, making it difficult for them both to think straight. The Centaur groaned, his hips bucking forward forcefully as he lost control of himself completely. He grasped her head tightly, pulling her closer as he felt himself getting closer to the edge. His fingers dug into her shoulders, leaving bruises behind as she continued to take care of him expertly with her hands and mouth.

Her tongue flicked over the sensitive underside of his cock, sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body. Lydia was amazing at this; she knew just how to touch him, how to make him lose himself in the sensation. The Centaur gasped sharply, arching his back as she hit that sweet spot inside her mouth again and again, each time sending electricity through his veins. He reached down to grab a fistful of her hair in response, urging her on as he felt himself getting closer and closer to the edge.

As his orgasm approached, the Centaur thrust his hips forward, impaling her mouth deeper onto his cock. Lydia's throat convulsed around his shaft, milking him of every last drop of cum. She coughed and gagged slightly as he filled her mouth with his seed, but she didn't let go. Her saliva continued to lubricate his cock, making it slippery and wet, allowing her to take him even deeper.

Watching her choke on his cock, feeling her throat muscles clench and release around him, was a sight that both excited and humiliated him. The feeling of her lips stretched around his cock, her hands gripping his ass, and her wet saliva coating his shaft was a heady mix that sent him over the edge. He released a guttural roar, his body shaking as he unloaded his seed into her waiting mouth.

As the last drops of his seed filled her mouth, Lydia carefully released his cock, letting it pop free from her lips with a soft plop. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. She looked up at him, her eyes shining with desire and delight.

“Your turn,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. She stood up, her hand tracing a path down the center of her body, her eyes never leaving his.

The scent of her arousal filled the air, a heady mix of sweet and salty that made the Centaur's own desire burn hotter. He reached out, his fingers brushing against her skin, sending shivers down her spine.

Lydia stepped closer, her tongue darting out to lick her lips, tasting the remnants of his seed. The Centaur watched her, his breath catching in his throat as she slowly undid the buttons of her blouse, revealing her bare chest. Her skin glowed in the moonlight, a perfect canvas for his touch.

He reached out, his fingers brushing against the soft skin of her breast, watching her react to his touch. Lydia let out a small moan, her eyes fluttering shut before opening again to meet his gaze.

“You are so beautiful,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire. 

Lydia's breath hitched as the Centaur's warm fingers brushed against her skin, sending shivers down her spine and an avalanche of desire cascading through her body. She gasped softly, arching her back slightly as his touch ignited something deep within her. His hand trailed lower, skimming over the curves of her stomach and hip before finally reaching the waistband of her skirt. With a slow, deliberate motion, he unzipped it and pulled it down over her hips, revealing her pale thighs and the lacy black panties that clung to them. He nipped at her neck playfully, teeth grazing her skin as his fingers traced the edge of her panties, teasing their way underneath.

"You're not playing fair," she whispered breathlessly, looking into his eyes. The moonlight glinted off his amber irises, making them seem to glow with an animalistic intensity that matched the primal desire coursing through both of them.

He chuckled darkly, tugging gently on the fabric until it slid down her legs and pooled at her feet alongside her skirt. She stepped out of her clothes gracefully, standing before him in all her naked glory. Lydia's body was a work of art; smooth, creamy skin stretched taut over toned muscles and soft curves. The scent of arousal was thick in the air now - a heady mix of sweat and pheromones that sent his senses spinning. His cock twitched in anticipation beneath his furry belly as he took in every inch of her beauty.

"I’m not?" He smirked wickedly before pushing her against a nearby tree trunk and claiming her lips in a fierce kiss. His tongue invaded her mouth, tasting her passion and the excitement that bubbled between them. She moaned softly, her hands gripping his shoulders as he continued to explore her mouth with his tongue.

Gently, he lifted her up and sat her on a nearby table, spreading her legs wide. He leaned down and approached his mouth toward her most intimate spot, inhaling the scent of her arousal. Lydia shivered at the sensation of his warm breath against her sensitive skin, her breath catching in her throat.

"Oh, yes, please," she whispered, her eyes locked onto his. He was like an animal, a creature of raw desire and primal instincts. And she wanted him.

The Centaur's gaze never left hers as he lowered his head further, pressing his lips against her entrance. She cried out softly as his tongue slid inside her, exploring her depths and sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Her hands tangled in his hair, gripping tightly as his skills sent her into a frenzy of desire. He inserted one finger in her tight pussy, then another, stretching her open and preparing her for his cock.

"You're so wet," he whispered against her skin, his breath hot and thick with lust. Lydia moaned, her hips bucking in time with his fingers as he pushed deeper inside her. 

He gripped her hips firmly, guiding her to the edge of the table as he continued to stare into her eyes. Their breaths mingled, hot and ragged; she could feel the thudding of his heart against her chest. He pushed her down and slowly lowered himself between her spread legs, his thick cock rubbing against her slick folds. 

With one swift thrust, he entered her, driving his entire length deep inside her core. Lydia cried out, her body arching off the table as he impaled her on his shaft. Their eyes locked, their breaths ragged and uneven. He began to move, rocking back and forth. Lydia's nails dug into his shoulders, her legs wrapping around his waist. Their bodies melded together, sweaty skin slapping against sweaty skin.

Each thrust, each surge, was a pleasurable shockwave that radiated out from her core. She felt him growing harder within her, the tip of his cock hitting that sweet spot over and over again. Her own desire built higher and higher, her body convulsing around him. She could feel him swelling, filling her completely, a primal force driving him on.

He groaned, his body tensing. Lydia squeezed him tightly, her walls rippling around his cock. His rhythm was slow yet steady, each thrust deeper than the last, his hands gripping her hips tightly before sliding up to cup her full breasts through the sudsy sweat covering them both. He nipped at one hardened nipple through the wet fabric of her bra, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her core.

"Fuck," he growled, slamming into her roughly, picking up the pace. The sound of their skin smacking together echoed loudly as he pounded into her with untamed force. His musky scent filled the air around them, mixing with hers in an intoxicating blend that made it difficult for either to think straight. Lydia's head rolled back in ecstasy, teeth biting into her bottom lip to stifle cries of pleasure that threatened to escape. The pain-pleasure sensation shot through her body as she met him stroke for stroke.

His hips pumped harder, driving his thick shaft deeper into her slick heat. She could feel the head of his cock banging against
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