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​“He’s so big!” swooned Miliama.  “You don’t tell me this, Mrs. Miller?”

“I didn’t know it was important,” shrugged Viola.

“Very important,” Miliama said, her eyebrows stern once more.  “I need to know where I can fit him.”

“Where you can fit him?” asked Viola.

Miliama nodded.  “My mouth?  Maybe.  My pussy?  Yes.  My ass?  Who knows?”

“You—your ass?” Viola gasped.

Miliama nodded.  “In my country, this is custom for the man of the house too, if he chooses it.”

Viola didn’t realize what she’d let herself in for, but she wasn’t on her own.  Mark and Miliama now had similar concerns.

“Her ass, Mark,” Viola said.  “What do you think of that?”

“I think ... that the man of the house must be provided for.”

There was a twinkle in his eye that Viola spotted.  Miliama wasn’t so perceptive.

“Then I will do it,” she announced proudly.  “For the man.”

With that she sank her mouth over Mark’s cock, sending it to the top of her throat before sucking back towards the tip and looking longingly at Mark’s face.

Mark had tensed up and thrown his head back against Miliama’s bed.  He could smell her floral scent in the sheets.  He looked down at the sight finally and saw his wife’s lingering gaze in the background of Miliama’s incredible blowjob.

“She’s ferocious, honey,” Mark swooned.

Viola just stared.  She reached back for a chair, knocking Miliama’s clothes off it and taking a seat.

Miliama was indeed ferocious.  She slurped and sucked, unabashed at the noises that came from her mouth.

“If you enjoy your food, you let your host know,” Miliama said, tapping Mark’s cock on her tongue.

Mark tried to smile but another spit-soaked suck on his cock saw his eyes roll back into his skull and a groan leave him.

“Good girl,” whispered Viola, comforting herself as much as Miliama.

She watched Miliama closely, studying the way the young woman satisfied Mark.  It was clear that he was her sole focus.

Mark felt it too, but it didn’t seem right.  He leaned forwards and tried to stop Miliama from making him come.

“Please,” he said.  “Make sure you get something too.”

“Oh, I get something,” Miliama said, looking at the tip of Mark’s cock as she squeezed up it.  She licked her lips as a bead of precum appeared, then she swashed it away with her tongue and hummed as she tasted it.

“He’s like honey,” she said, looking back at Viola.

Viola startled as she was briefly addressed, but the sound of Miliama’s busy mouth soon returned as she slid Mark to the top of her neck.

She rocked on him and made noises from her throat, before finally popping off Mark’s crown with a gasp.  It looked like it had been covered in slime the way Miliama’s thick saliva draped over it.

“He’s ready,” she said, standing up and mounting the bed.

Mark again drank in her beauty, watching her athletic body position itself over him.  Miliama turned around and sat on Mark’s stomach, leaving his cock jutting up between her thighs.

“Look at him,” she said to Viola, jerking the stiffness that sat beneath her.
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The Millers thought long and hard before agreeing to take in their very own climate refugee.  They considered their impact had been on the planet and the unfortunate consequences for the Polynesian islands of Tuvalu.  With sea levels rising, the coral atolls stood little chance of remaining habitable, and the world’s first climate refugees were cast out reluctantly.

The Millers saw it as their chance to give back to a world that had provided for them so generously.  They considered their comfortable state to be a matter of luck rather than anything specific that they’d done to earn it.

Miliama, in comparison, was unlucky.  The twenty-one-year-old was a victim of circumstance.  The lottery system that rehomed the residents of Tuvalu saw Miliama split from her family and delivered to the Millers, who were at pains to make her as comfortable as possible.

Viola Miller decorated Miliama’s room with reminders of her home country.  She tried to make local meals, although the ingredients were tough to source.  Mark Miller learned some Tuvaluan words and used them whenever he was able.  He sought out Polynesian groups on Facebook, searching for nearby immigrants to give Miliama a semblance of home.

It started to work.  Miliama was able to contact her family by phone and, ultimately, video call, and the weekly correspondence did much to assuage her homesickness.

She started to grow used to life in America, and she and the Millers became closer than she’d ever anticipated.  They got her a job and soon she was helping to support the household, but Miliama’s support didn’t begin and end with money.  Eventually, she was able to offer more ...

When Mark Miller first laid eyes on his new housemate, he couldn’t believe his luck.  Miliama was an olive-skinned beauty, with a body to die for.  He’d kept it all to himself at first, as it didn’t seem appropriate, but as the light began to return to Miliama’s eyes, she became even more dazzling.

Miliama wasn’t as familiar with being clothed as Viola would have liked.  The Tuvaluan often walked from the bathroom completely naked after a shower and spent her mornings topless around the house.

Viola was reluctant to correct her.  Yearning for Miliama to be as comfortable as possible, she ignored the nudity, but Mark found it a much more difficult feat.

He averted his eyes when he could, but it had only taken a glimpse of the young woman’s naked beauty to captivate him forever.  He spoke enthusiastically about it to his friends who all agreed he’d hit the jackpot.

Viola wasn’t quite so encouraging.  Overhearing Mark, she began to fear Miliama’s presence under their roof, and as the months passed, the jealousy grew.

“We can’t go on like this,” she’d told Mark one day in mid-summer, when Miliama’s nudity was at an all-time high.

“What do you suggest we do?  We can’t tell her to dress more, Viola, that’s unkind.”

“You love that you can hide behind that, don’t you?” accused Viola.

“I’m not hiding behind anything.  I want our guest to be comfortable.  Don’t you?”

Viola stared at her husband.  The schtick was so brazen that it started to make her smirk.  She could see that Mark was struggling to hold it in too.

“Do you find her attractive?” asked Viola.

Mark was silent at first.  Eventually, he figured he might as well be honest.

“She’s attractive, sure,” he said.  “I’d challenge any man in this country not to feel a certain something when they see Miliama stepping out of the bathroom dripping wet from her shower.

“You’re not supposed to be looking at that.”

“How can I not?” Mark asked.  “It’s right there in front of me.”

“You’re not seeking it out, are you?”

“Seeking it—no I am not seeking it out.”

“It just seems avoidable to me.  You could be somewhere else when that happens and not waiting outside like a lapdog.”

“You should be having this conversation with Miliama,” said Mark.  “She’s the one that’s doing this, not me.”

“And say what; Can you please stop being comfortable in our home?”

“Exactly!” Mark said.  “It doesn’t feel right, does it?”

“What doesn’t feel right is how I hear you talking about her to your friends.”

“That’s just guy chat, Vi.  You know what they’re like.”

“I know what you’re like, Mark.  I know I don’t provide for you like that as much as I used to.”

“We’re old, Vi,” Mark said.

“We’re in our forties, honey, that’s not old.”

“Tell that to my body,” joked Mark.

“You look like you’re in your thirties,” said Viola dismissively.  “It’s me that needs to worry.”

“You’ve got nothing to worry about,” assured Mark.

“What, the increasingly naked, hotter-than-hell, twenty-one-year-old Polynesian bombshell is no cause for concern?”

“Not from me.”

Despite the reassurance, Viola couldn’t shake her fears.  But what she knew about fears was that they were better to face head on, and so, against her husband’s advice, she went to Miliama.

“Miliama, I’d like a word, if that’s okay.”

“Just a word?” asked the dusky-skinned beauty.  “You can have more than one, I’ll allow it.”  Miliama smiled as she waited for Viola to continue.

“It’s about your nakedness,” she said.  “In the mornings and after showers.”

“Oh?”

“I—” began Viola, but the pangs of guilt struck a deeper chord than she was anticipating.

“You ...?” pressed Miliama.

“I ... I want you to do it more.”

“More?”

Viola was shocked at her own request.  “Yes.  I think so.  I think I’d like you to do it more.  Mark very much enjoys it.”

“It’s important to keep Mark happy,” nodded Miliama, as though she had a duty to do.  “In our culture, the man of the house must always be satisfied.”

“Really?”

Miliama nodded.  “In all kinds of ways.  I hope you do it.”

The accusation cut deep for Viola, but she couldn’t argue.  There were areas she’d neglected when it came to Mark’s happiness, but Miliama seemed keen to help.

“I could do that for you, if you wanted,” suggested Miliama, her English improving rapidly since her move.

“How do you mean?”

“In the mornings, maybe I don’t just be naked.  Maybe I help Mark be naked.  Maybe I help Mark ...”

Miliama did a jerking gesture with her hand and raised her eyebrow just in case it still wasn’t obvious.

“You’d do that?” asked Viola.

Miliama nodded with a very serious expression that Viola found endearing.

“You’d do that for me?” asked Viola.

“A woman must help the household,” Miliama said.

“I think I can agree with that,” said Viola.

“Then it is settled.  Tomorrow, I help.”

Viola had only one extra request.

“Can I be there?” she asked sheepishly, worrying that Miliama wouldn’t allow it.

“Of course,” said Miliama impactfully.  “How else do you learn?”
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The next morning, Mark was in for the shock of his life.  He sat like he always did on a Saturday, scrolling his phone while he sipped a coffee at the breakfast bar, when in walked Miliama.

Mark had to do a double take at first.  Usually, Miliama’s nakedness was confined to the walk between the
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