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Sometimes people make mistakes, but that can happen to anyone. That is. She didn’t understand the reason either; she just let it happen, knowing. Illness can make you believe, or rather, talk you into saying no.
Thus, his voice is soul-stroking, and his aura charges like the rays of the sun. The girl became a woman in his company, feeling as though Cinderella had become a princess after a life of servitude. Sometimes, due to her feelings of inferiority, she felt he held her higher than the top of her head. But with time, her values began to settle, and a balance started to form. Yet the hell of hells was still felt, but she held on, wanting to help even from a distance. She always considered it a great treasure whenever they could spend some time together. Everything was so sunny in those moments. Did the girl still notice nothing, or did she just refuse to acknowledge it? Well, perhaps the angel already suspected it but chose not to speak—though it’s quite possible neither of them focused on that. Maybe the boy was embarrassed if the girl mentioned the obvious; she didn't even ask him about it.
And then something happened that changed the perspective, though not in a bad way. After a while, the girl greeted him with an ever-widening smile. She felt more and more as if she were melting into her car seat. That she couldn't contain herself, and the woman living inside her screamed with desire for him every single time. From his beautiful raven-black hair, everything about him and on him was so special. Those beautiful, deep dark brown eyes that sparkle so many times—at least, that’s how she sees them. The lips that constantly pour out the pure truth, enriched with wisdom—oh, what she would give to kiss them. To taste that sweet world of flavors that no human can buy in shops or at a bee farm. Even the forbidden fruit would hide beside it. The girl feels it in every fiber of her being as she gently bites into his lower lip. As the hunting instincts kick in... And this is without mentioning his desirable neck, which always made her mouth water, and those cute ears that must be as sweet as their owner. Though there was one thing Carnation was still curious about, as she recalled she hadn't seen it yet. She already had an idea about it, but it’s not the same, and she is aware it would take her breath away. For she always had a thing for bellies, and Farkas (Wolf) has just the perfect proportions in every area. And it’s amazing how every outfit looks good on him. Those thighs made for grasping, that shapely rear—oh, the blood went wild inside her. Szegfű could hardly restrain herself every time. Holding back every breath became harder and harder. Sitting next to him and listening to him was simply like listening to the song of angels without end. She drank in his every word, yet she could hardly pay attention, so focused was she on not exposing herself, fearing the consequences.
She enjoyed the moment; she loved being a witness to the miracle that Farkas performed with a significant amount of God-given talent. She struggled to hide her confusion; when she had to give an answer, she suddenly froze, even though it wasn't yet time for a confession. Just a natural question surfaced, and Carnation felt herself turning totally red with shame and embarrassment. For instead of words, she wished to act with all her heart. She babbled inconsistently like a virgin girl, but the woman struggling within her had already moved past so many pleasures. And how much she gave in return. When she appraised Farkas from head to toe, her gaze lingered more than once. She simply wanted to devour his sweet everything. Like a starving beast, in her mind's eye, she was already tearing the clothes off him and, with a wild yet gentle motion, began to pleasure him at his sensitive parts. Activating her "linguistic skills" and hand technique, she already became wet from the thought, even more so if she truly let this thought soak through every drop of pleasure... Sobriety was no longer guaranteed. Thus, with every fiber of her being, she tried to remain focused on Farkas and the current topic. As the boy stood in such a pose, or as the situation allowed, Szegfű was already approaching him, trying to draw attention to herself with subtle signals. She didn't always reach her goal; in fact, often she didn't. But she knew she could change this too, considering she could talk about everything with the boy—somehow this topic came up as well, and the girl nibbled on it. Though in her mind she would have preferred to feast on the boy himself, she commanded herself to stop. Yet at times, that immeasurable appetite seemed so uncontrollable. Farkas completely enchanted her, and she could hardly wait for the full moon. Okay, that was a poor pun, but fitting humor, I think. So, to get serious, perhaps there could be such a moment, right? Why couldn't it be real without "perhaps"? Pure conditional mode—yet one night, a miracle was born. It wasn't a pipe dream created by Szegfű; the image completely surprised her, though desires may have partially played a part.
The setting was given. The theme too, and she longed to bring pleasure to the boy anyway. So, she decided that upon stepping out of the bathroom, she would shed her top, giving him a clear signal. She was so awestruck by it all that the feeling was beyond words. All she remembers is that Farkas was agitated, and she wanted to calm him down somehow, so she gradually freed him from the uncomfortable garment. Just from this memory alone, she felt a tingle and desired the boy once more. She wished she could experience this magic in reality. As a continuation, she rubbed her hands together and added that she didn't want to freeze him out. Though she didn't look into the boy's eyes, and that was one of the mistakes she felt most deeply upon waking. Wolf asked something like whether she thought it would be. Not literally, of course, but he joined the flirtation, and the girl smiled, saying he was right—they should stoke the fire. Gently grasping the boy's rising manhood, she led him to the bed. She could hardly wait to taste him, to let his nectar flood her core and every single cell. As Farkas sighed, it excited her, and her blood surged with a more powerful rhythm. She feared she might explode, which would only make her grow wilder. But she took care to give her beloved excitement and pleasure. And since she knew that breasts were Farkas's weakness, she didn't keep him waiting any longer; in her own skillful way, she pleasured him in this form too, striving to combine it with the oral process. It wasn't a difficult task, for the boy adapted and appreciated her effort. He had brought something for Szegfű as a surprise. She appreciated it but didn't expect it; in fact, this time she wasn't looking for reciprocity—she simply wanted to give Farkas happiness, because that was more important to her. She loved it when her darling was in a good mood, and though she valued
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