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Two lusty orphans, two very different worlds and one man torn between the two...
Prologue
The naked man ran after the sweet, plump-thighed young creature in her gauzy short green dress, darting left and right, she was so swift, darting amongst the trees like a gazelle.
He was strong though, in this place he was fast and powerful, much faster and more powerful than in his own world.
He dashed through the trees after her, dodging between the obstacles, slowly gaining on her, the young, pointy-eared female screaming and looking back at him with frightened eyes.
It excited him more, drove him on, made him want her more, to rape her and squirt his seed deep in her juicy little body, to make her bend to his will.
She tripped, falling into the high grass, rolling and getting up into a run again, tearing off at great speed, her meaty, rounded buttocks making him crazy.
But he caught her, pouncing on her, bringing her down to the ground as he leapt onto her back like a panther, the nymph-like creature screaming but not really fighting him very hard.
She stared up at him with large, bright blue eyes, gasping for breath under him, her plump breasts heaving.
He kissed her ripe, puffy lips, forcing his tongue into her mouth, finding it sweet like nectar, his hands fondled her firm young breasts, squeezing the flesh.
The nymph gasping with delight into his mouth, opening her meaty thighs for his stroking hand, her naked pussy was so plump, her nether lips so very fat and juicy as he caressed her sopping flesh, slipping his eager fingers into her wet slit and delighting as her tightness.
He was so excited, the glowing of her eyes not at all frightening as he sucked on her breasts, working his way down to her crotch, his mouth now finding her sweet, wet flesh, tonguing deep licking the thick, gooey elven juices making her moan and hold his head against her crotch.
She was sweet there too, a delicious goo that coated his tongue and slipped down his throat, making him only want more and more.
She orgasmed quickly from his hungry licking, cumming very hard, her essence pouring out of her, onto his lapping tongue, the man sucking it down like fruit nectar.
MMMmmmmmm! he moaned, slurping as he devoured her strangely sweet creams, tonguing her slippery flesh.
He raised his head, looking into those brightly glowing blue eyes, smiling down at the pretty little, plump-thighed creature, wasting no more time as he got between her hefty thighs, grasping his big cock and rubbing it into the soft, wet flesh.
The girl remained where she was now, laying there, looking up at him with those huge blue eyes, her lips wet and open as he squeezed his erection into her.
He gasped, she was very tight indeed, squeezing and gripping his cock as it was sucked into her sweet belly, sliding all the way into her until their hips met.
Ahhhhhhhhh! she sighed at last, her eyes bright and her smile suddenly wide on her lovely face.
She had just been teasing him all along, goading and taunting him with her sweet young body, her plump thighs, meaty arse and firm breasts all showing through the thin dress that barely covered her.
He grabbed her breasts, squeezing them, bending his head to suck upon the pointed little teats, making her sigh again as he began humping into her, thrusting deep, her pussy so wet, so tight as it clung to him.
You sweet, sexy little bitch! he gasped and the girl giggled, her hips humping up at him now, massaging his cock, sucking him inside her delicious vagina.
He pressed his mouth down on hers, kissing her deeply, feeling her suck on his tongue, her own sliding up into his mouth and going deep.
Her spit was so sweet that he found himself drinking it, sucking it from her mouth as that impossibly long tongue squirmed in his throat, encouraging him to drink more of her sweet saliva.
The girl giggled again and humped up at him, her hips hungry for him, her saliva almost pouring out of her now, down into his belly.
The man gasped, swallowing and lurching into the tight, tight plump-thighed creature, needing to seed in her now, to squirt his sperm deep in that delicious belly.
He fucked her harder, his hips smacking down hard against hers.
She moaned now, her eyes seemed brighter, as if a light shone from within them, her hips meeting his in a savage hump.
He cried out, gurgling as her tongue fed itself down into his throat, her hips gluing themselves to his and his sperm flooding her womb as his cock jumped and bucked inside the tight, tight girl.
She clung to him, draining him, taking his seed, the man wanting more and more, humping her again when he was finished, his cock still very hard and not going down now.
She fed him more of her spit, more and more of it pouring into his throat and down into his belly, her pussy squeezing his cock hard as he again ejaculated into her.
She kept him there, long into the night, fucking him with hungry hips until he was done, his body withered and began to fade away when she pushed him off her, standing and stretching before she darted off into the darkness, heading for her hovel.
She always ran from them, always making it look as though she wanted to escape them, knowing just how to attract them.
Eventually she let them catch her, draining them of their semen, feeding them her sweet saliva to keep them hard, fucking them until she had drained all of their lustful energies.
Then she became joined to the human girl and could now see the other world properly now, though she could not enter just yet, not until she had enough energy from the men who came to her world.
She saw the things the men did to the little girl, each time she fazed she became the child, felt what she felt, thought what she thought.
But what she wanted most was to find the boy who became a man, then she wouldn't be alone any longer...
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The man stood in an open valley, stretching as far as the eye could see. A forest close to where he now stood, the open plain going on towards the far snow-capped mountains
There was a small town far off in the distance, smoke coming from the chimneys that he could only just make out.
But he had the impression that no one ventured this way, something in his memory told him this.
He was confused, wondering how he had got there and where 'here' actually was, still dazed from the sudden rush of his arrival.
But now he felt a familiarity and a freedom beyond anything he had ever experienced, his mind and body alive with energy, passion and love.
He felt as if his heart would burst, his very flesh vibrating within his skin, threatening to explode into a cascade of flowers.
He was naked, his body much better than he remembered, he was sure his cock was not that big when flaccid.
The man laughed and ran out out onto the grassy plain, not even bothered that someone might be watching him.
He even found that amusing and laughed, raising his arms into the air as he shouted out with joy...
...Only to awaken in his bed, his wife waking groggily next to him, mumbling about him screaming in his sleep, his ribs hurting from the elbow she had used to jab him awake.
Peter Forrest sighed and lay back against his pillow, looking up at the patterns on the ceiling made by the street light through the trees outside his window, wanting desperately to be back in that strange and very beautiful place that he now remembered from the dreams of his youth.
Well? she asked angrily.
Sorry! he pleaded, knowing that she would make him very sorry if he didn't apologise to her, It was just a dream.
He reached for her, fondling her firm breast, pressing his stiffening cock against her naked buttocks and kissing her neck, but she pulled away.
Hmph! she grumbled, I told you I don't feel like it.
Come on! he pleaded, fretting, It's been ages!
No! I told you, it's woman's stuff and it hasn't gotten better yet! she mumbled, turning onto her back and appearing to go back to sleep quickly.
Peter sighed and rolled away from her, not believing for a moment that it was 'woman's stuff' at all, wondering what it was he had one to deserve her coldness recently.
Hadn't he done everything she had asked? Gone around various orphanages and care homes looking for that 'special' girl she wanted?
He was puzzled that she didn't want a younger child, one they could raise together their way, why she insisted on a girl that was pubescent, almost a young adult.
He was also puzzled why she didn't just adopt instead of fostering, the woman insisting that this was better for them, that it meant that they would be paid to care for the child and that later they could foster more if it worked out.
He knew that she couldn't have children from very early in their relationship, it never put him off though wanting to be with her though, he loved her with all his heart and would do anything for her, even though he sometimes felt that he may well be mistaken about her being his dream lover.
He sighed and looked over at her bare shoulders, so smooth and creamy in the dim light, wishing she would let him cuddle up close, fondle her breasts and slowly slide his raging cock up into the wet folds of her tight, very juicy pussy.
They used to make love so much, at least five times a day sometimes when they were home together.
But over the past year she had become 'touch me not' and he was being starved-out, nothing but his hand for company, his needs now desperate to the point where he was actually entertaining the thought of taking that woman at his work place up on her offer of a date.
His cock throbbed and hurt, Peter grasping it and slowly stroking it.
Stop that! she snapped, clearly not asleep, You're shaking the bed!
He sighed and lay there, his balls hurting now.
He reached over to his bed-side table, picking up his watch and looking at the time.
It was half-past twelve, midnight, and he lay back thinking of that strange place again and how very alive he felt, it was almost like moving from black and white to colour.
It was just as it had been when he was a young boy, those strange dreams he used to have and that young, plump-thighed woman with pointy ears and such bright blue eyes.
He had glimpsed her first running through the trees, the one who looked so much like his wife did now.
When he had met her for the very first time at college, he had been flabbergasted, swearing that his dreams were prophetic and the woman a vision of his future.
He fell in love with her almost immediately, wooing her even though he was told that she had a very bad reputation, that she was a slut who couldn't keep her panties on.
He had been hurt a lot back then, going to parties and finding her in the arms of some guy or another, once he had a party in his own home, finding her in one of the spare rooms under a heavily thrusting adult male, his big cock slick with her juices as he thrust into her.
The young woman moaning and gasping as she clung to him, her long legs wound about his hips.
Peter had screamed at her, even as the man calmly thrusting into her, eventually grunting and 'cumming' in her, then getting up and smirking at Peter as he dressed and walked casually out of the room as she lay there, leaking his seed.
How could you? he screamed at her above the music coming from downstairs, And in my home too?
I have my needs, Peter. You have to understand. she had said as she pulled him down to the bed and opened his trousers, fondling him until he was erect, then kissing him hotly as she pulled him between her nineteen year old thighs, her pussy still so very tight.
It had been like that for many years before she finally graduated, then started working, her sexual hunger keeping him hot and satisfied for many years after they married.
All that changed recently though, her sudden 'dislike' of sex bothered him, his thoughts turning to her possibly having an affair with someone, but there was no proof that he could see.
She always came home straight from work, always smelling of fresh soap and that floral deodorant she liked to wear.
Peter sighed again, rolling away from his wife and tried to sleep, hoping to have that same dream and visit that wondrous place again.
In the trees, a shadowy figure moved into the daylight, emerging to reveal a beautiful young nymph in a gauzy white dress that barely covered her plump fleshy thighs and the ripe young breasts bulging from the low neck, her bare feet in the grass were perfect, her small supine body as perfectly formed as her round, plump buttocks.
She was indeed very beautiful, her short brown hair circling her round little face, her large bright blue eyes peeping out from under her fringe, below it her small button nose and her thick pouting lips that were just made for kissing.
She had seen his arrival, seen him standing at the edge of the forest, his excitement as he ran naked out into the field, screaming with joy before he jerked abruptly and vanished into thin air, gone from her place.
She had hoped to meet him, to talk to him, to fuck him, she could feel that he was special just like her, that he had come to seek refuge in this place, unlike the others.
It was the boy she sought for so long, he had come back to her.
She almost squealed with excitement.
She had been here for so long, alone and scared most of the time, hanging onto life, unable to live in the nearby villages amongst the humans there as she was a forest creature and they didn't accept her kind.
She was a threat to the women, a danger to their men, a lustful woodling who would take their men and drained them of their lives.
But she was not like that at all, she had never sought out their men intentionally, never gone looking for them.
The forests were her home, her place and people avoided coming here, only the ones from the other place came here, sought her body to atisfy their base needs.
She would run from them, teasing them, letting them finally catch her and drain them, taking their juices and energies into her quivering body, sharing it with the forest around her.
She had believed herself to be doomed to dwell along in this place after losing her family so long ago, then she had seen that boy, now a man, running through the trees.
She felt a connection to him, a pull that called her to him.
She had followed him, observing him as he wandered, the child frightened at first, but then delighted at being in this place.
She made herself known to him, letting him see her a few times through the trees and then, finally going to him and smiling as she approached to calm him.
He was handsome and sweet, making her body sing as it called for his flesh, but she knew it was not his time yet, he was still too young and she would have to wait, not wanting to corrupt the innocent child with her knowing flesh.
She still met him and talked to him though, feeling a deep love growing for the young human boy as he grew.
Then he was gone and she was alone again, that was just before the men started coming here, seeking her body.
She would lay under them, feeling them draining into her, only thinking about the boy now, draining them and watching them wither, then vanish as they returned to their world.
It had gone on for many summers, her wood-sprite form not ageing the way a human does, the girl still young for one of her kind.
The fall from one of her precious trees had jolted her badly, doing something to her and causing the link to the human girl in the other world.
The girl had fallen down some stairs in her world at the same time, it had done something to open a doorway between them, allowing them to link, starting a very slow merging, the two of them slowly becoming one being.
Their minds were so similar in every way, their thoughts and emotions attuned to each others, that they were going to become fused completely one day.
The being who was the last of her kind and a young child who had also lost her parents and was so alone, now finding something in each other.
She had always known that there was another place, a different realm to her own where all of those men came from to rape her and give her their essence.
Through her new 'other' eyes she could see big buildings and vehicles that ferried people about, giant ships that took them through the air like metal birds.
It fascinated her, the girl named Sophie Appleby letting the other into her world, a new being created from their joining, neither of them alone any more.
She was now Sophie, never having a real human name before, it was a name she really liked.
Sophie still sought her 'boy', felt his essence now in this 'other' place, having seen him almost coalesce many times in the past and not quite materialising, becoming a young man over many summers.
The nymph knew that the young man was from this new world and that he would please her body, her mind and her flesh.
She had tingled at his presence in the past, now her pussy was dripping with need for him upon her.
She knew that in the 'other' place she could not be with him just yet, could not lay with him until some years had passed, even though those men had no such reservations.
But in here, in this place, she could fuck him again and again, bonding herself to him until she was old enough to be with him in that other world.
The nymph laughed and then she too ran out into the field with her arms spread wide, screaming out for joy just as the man had done, giggling as she dropped to the grass and rolled about.
She lay back and looked up at the clear blue sky, the huge, dazzling sun off to her left and a flock of bird dancing about the sky as they changed direction as one.
She wanted nothing better than staying here to await her dream lover, but she knew she would 'awaken' soon and then it would begin again, the hands touching her, the stolen kisses and the the visits to her bed by the man she lived with in that other world.
But at least in her heart she knew that 'he' was out there now and she would find him one day.
They would be together and she would give herself to him completely.
Her dream lover had finally arrived and then she would go to him...
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Fourteen year old Sophie Appleby stood in the upstairs hallway of the orphanage looking down over the banister at the couple standing in the lobby with the building administrator.
She was feeling that strange pull she had felt before, something calling to her like a long lost memory, memories from a dream she almost remembered.
Several times the man looked up at her, smiling, an odd familiarity to his face, almost as if she had seen him before.
Somehow she knew he was not like those other men who came to her at night from the other foster homes, the ones who did bad things to her and left her hurting and crying.
It was as if she knew this man, had even seen him as a young boy from her dreams, had seen him grow into this man before her very eyes.
When she had first felt the 'pull', she had bounded out of her room to see what it was that called to her, long before she was told that they were here for her, seeing the couple standing there, waiting.
The woman looking so much like her, an older version of her.
Is that your mother? asked Karyn Benn, She looks just like you!
I don't know. she told the girl.
She had been back in the orphanage for only six weeks now, her last 'father' getting into trouble, just like all the others she had been sent to live with.
The man's wife had blamed her for the man's behaviour, insisting that she had initiated it, wearing provocative clothes, showing her soft, smooth young flesh to the 'impressionable' man.
But she couldn't help the way she was, she couldn't just switch it off.
She knew from her strange dreams that men wanted her and would come to her, no matter what she did to dissuade them.
She was scared that they would force her to go to another family where the man would touch her again.
But now she felt excitement, hoping that this couple were here for her, that this man was to be her new foster father.
The administrator looked up at her.
Sophie, come down here! she said, the girl standing up immediately and walking down the stair as the couple watched her.
Sophie was very excited this time, feeling a different 'something' to what she had often felt before. She could almost taste it in the air, that this man was different.
As she got closer, she wanted to leap into his arms, his eyes so bright and his face so open to her.
She could almost read his soul. She knew that this man would not 'hurt' her or 'touch' her like the others, that he was not sick like them.
The woman was strange though, it was almost like looking into a mirror, one that showed the future, the woman's face almost identical to hers in every way, even to the bright, sky-blue eyes.
The woman turned to look at her as she approached, her smile so big and cheery, so warm.
Sophie gasped as she realised how much they looked alike, wondering if she really was her mother.
The girl was older than the others who had already been fostered and no one would adopt a teenager, no matter how pretty she was.
She had already been with six foster families in the last year, all of her 'fathers' coming up to her room at night to 'tuck her in', finding her soft and docile, leaving her sobbing and naked on her bed when they were done with her.
All the men had eventually been caught by their wives and the girl sent back to the home, everything kept very quiet, the staff trying again and again to place her with a family, but each time something had turned the men into raging sex maniacs and she ended up back here again.
But there was something very different about this tall, kind-looking brown-haired man with the familiar face, standing in the lobby smiling nervously at her, something that pulled at her in ways she didn't understand.
It was in the way he stood, the way he smiled, her memories of his naked form running through the long grass...
The woman saw her watching him and smiled, a deep satisfaction on her face as though she had what she needed.
The woman looked nice enough, but the man looked like such a fun person, so kind and generous, someone who she would enjoy being with, maybe even...
"Ah! Sophie!" said the stocky woman with the dark hair who managed the place, I want you to meet the couple who want to care for you from now on.
The girl stood next to the tall, heavily built woman with the thick-set body and heavy chest, smiling up at the couple.
They smiled back, looking at each other and grinning.
"My, what a gorgeous young lady!" the woman said with a huge, very satisfied smile, Yes, this is definitely the one I want!
"Are you sure?" the stocky woman asked, frowning. "This one has been trouble in the past. She is older than the others and a bit of a handful."
She seemed to be trying to put them off and Sophie was worried.
Why was she doing that?
The woman with the face like hers smiled and reached out, touching the girl's brown hair, stroking it gently, a strange excitement in her eyes.
"I'm sure that those... err... incidents won't happen with us. My husband is not an animal" she told the woman as she gazed into the girl's similarly big sky-blue eyes, "We want her. I... want her!"
Their eyes locked and Sophie felt something pass between them, a sort of electricity that made the girl shudder.
She smiled into the woman's face, staring into her eyes, so like her own, a little worried by something she saw deep in them.
"Doesn't she look like me? She could easily pass for my daughter." the woman said, not taking her eyes off the girl's now.
She does! It's amazing! the man smiled, sending waves of pleasure through the girl, She really does look like a younger version of you!
The woman smiled in deep satisfaction again and then grinned at the care home manager now.
"I can see something in her that I recognise in myself. the woman said to the stocky administrator, She's me, a long time ago and I want to be her chance, her way out!"
The stocky older woman sighed and nodded, handed the husband some documents.
"Sign these and you can take her now!" she said, almost hurrying him now to do so, to be rid of the teen.
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